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MIRABEAU? 
(1897. 


A rrovern says, “The house that is a-building looks not as 
the house that is built.” Environed with rubbish and mortar- 
leaps, with seaffold-poles, hodien, dust-clouds, some rudiments 
only of the thing that is to be, can, to the most observant, dis- 
cloge themselves through the mean tumult of the thing that 
hitherto is. How tru is this same with regard to all works 
and facts whatsoever in our world; emphatically true in re- 
gard to the highest fact aud work which our world witnesses, 
—the Life of what we call an Original Man. Sucha man is 
‘one not made altogether by the common pattern; one whose 
phases and goings-forth cannot bo prophesied of, even approxi- 
mately; though, indeed, by their very newness and strange- 
ness they most of all provoke prophecy. A man of this kind, 
while he lives on earth, is “unfolding himself out of nothing 
into something,” surely under very complex conditions: he is 
drawing continually towards him, in continual succession and 
variation, the materials of his structure, nay his very plan of 
it, from the whole realm of Aécident, you may say, and from 
the whole realm of Free-will: he is building his life togother 
in this manner; a guess and a problem as yet, not to others 
only but to himself. Hence such criticism by the by-standers; 
loud no-knowledge, loud mis-knowledge! It is like the open- 
ing of the Fisherman's Casket in the Arabian Tale, this begin- 
ning and growing up of a life: vague smoke wavering hither 


2 Lompox anv Wesraivetan Ruvizw, No, &—Ménoires biographiques, 
Uiseraires et politiques de Mirabeau ; écrits par lui-méme, par xo Pere, ean Onele 
at son File Adoptif (Memoirs, biographical, literary and political, of Mirabeauy 
written by himself, by bis Puthor, his Uncle and his Adopted Son). $ vol, 
Sro. Paris, 1834-1696. 
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and thither; some features of a Genie looming through; of 
the ultimate shape of which no fisherman or man can judge. 
And yet, as we say, men do judge, and pass provisional sen- 
tence, being foreed to it; you can predict with what accuracy | 
“Took at the audience in a theatre” says one: “ the life af a 
maan is there compressed within five hours’ duration; is trans- 
acted on an open stago, with lighted lamps, and what the 
fittest words and art of genius ean do to make the spirit of 
it clear; yet listen, when the curtain falls, what a discerning 
public will say of that!” And now, if the drama extended 
over threescore and ten years; and were enacted, not with a 
view to clearness, but rather indeed with a view to concenl- 
ment, often in the deepest attainable involution of obscurity; 
and your discerning public, occupied otherwise, east its eye 
on the business now here for a moment, and then there for 
& moment? Woe to him, answer we, who has no court of 
appeal against the world’s judgment! Ho is a doomed man: 
doomed by conviction to hard penalties; nay purchasing ac- 
ee ema) syn harder penalty, that of being 
triviality, superficiality, self-advertiser, and partial or total 
Beek okie be tis taries paedlsy oF all 
But suppose farther, that the man, as we said, was an 
original man; that his life-drama would not and could not be 
measured by tho three unities alono, but partly by a rule of 
its own too: still farther, that the transactions he had mingled 
in were great and world-lividing ; that of all his judges there 
‘Were not one who had not something to love him for mnduly, 
‘to hate him for unduly! Alas, is it not precisely in this cage, 
wher the whole world is promptest to judge, that the whole 
world is likeliest to be wrong; natural opacity being so doubly 
and trebly darkened by accidental difficulty and perversion ? 
‘The crabbed moralist had some show of reason who eaid : To 
judge of an original contemporary man, you must, in general, 
reverse the world's judgment about him; the world is not 
only wrong on that matter, bat cannot on any euch matter 
te right. 
One comfort is, that the world is ever working itself righter 
and righter on such matters; that a continual revisal and 
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Tectification of the world’s first judgment on them is inevi- 
tably going on. For, after all, the world loves its original 
men, and cau in nowise forget them; not till after a long 
while; somotimes not till after thousands of years. Forget- 
ting them, what, indeed, should it remember? The world’s 
wealth is its original men; by these and their works it isa 
world and not a waste: tho memory and record of what aex 
it bore — this is the sum of its strength, its sacred “ property 
forever,” whereby it upholds itself, and steers forward, better 
or worse, through the yet undiscovered deep of Time. All 
knowledge, all art, all beautiful or procious possession of 
existence, iz, in the long-run, this, er connected with this. 
Science itself, is it not under one of its most interesting as 
pects, Biography; is it not the Record of the Work which 
an original man, still named by us, or not now named, was 
blessed by the heavens todo? That Sphereand-cylinder is the 
monument and abbreviated history of the man Archimedes; 
not to be forgotten, probably, till the world itsolf vanish. 
Of Poets, and what they have done, and how the world loves 
them, let us, in these days, very singular in respect of that 
‘Art, say nothing, or next to nothing. The greatest modern 
of the poetic guild has alwady said: “Nay, if thou wilt have 
it, who but the poet first formed gods for us, brought. them 
down to us, raised us up to them?” 

Another remark, on s lower scale, not unworthy af notice, 
is by Jean Paul: that “as in art, so in conduct, or what we 
call morals, before there can be an Aristotle with his critical 
canons, there must be a Homer, many Homers with their 
horoic performances.” In plainer words, the original man is 
the tre creator (or call him revealer) of Morals too: it is 
from his example that precepts enough are derived, and written 
down in books and systems: he properly is the thing; all 
that follows after is but talk about the thing, better or worse 
interpretation of it, more or less wearisome and ineffectual 
discourse of logic on it, A romark this of Jean Panl’s which, 
well meditated, may seem one of the most pregnant lately 
written on these matters If any man had the ambition of 
building « now system of morals (uot a promising enterprise, 
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at this time of day), there is no remark known to us which 
might better serve him as a chief cornerstone, whercon to 
found, and to build, high enough, nothing doubting ; — high, 
for instance, as the Christian Gospel itself. And to whatever 
other heights man’s destiny may yet carry him! Consider 
whether it was not, from the first, by example, or say rather 
by human exemplars, and such reverent imitation or abhorrent 
aversion and avoidance as these gave rise to, that man’s duties 
wero mado indubitable to him? Also, if it is not yet, in these 
last days, by very much the same means (example, procept, 
prohibition, “force of public opinion,” and other forcings and 
inducings), that the like result is brought about; and, from 
tho Woolsack down to the Treadmill, from Almack’s to Chalk 
Farm and the west end of Newgate, the incongruous whirl. 
pool of life is forced and induced to whirl with some attempt 
at regularity? The two Mosaic Tables were of simple limited 
stone; no logic appended to them: we, in our days, aro privi- 
leged with Logic, — Systems of Morals, Professors of Moral 
Philosophy, Theories of Moral Sentiment, Utilities, Sympa- 
thies, Moral Senses not a few; useful for those that feel 
comfort in thom. But to the observant eye, is it not still 
plain thut the role of man’s life rests not rery.steadily on logio 
(rather carzics logic unsteadily resting on ‘4 as am excuse, an 
exposition, or ornamental solacement to oneself and others); 
that ever, a3 of old, the thing a man will do is tne thing he 
feels commanded to do: of which command, again, the origin 
and reagonableness remains often as good a8 indemonstrable 
by logic; and, indeed, Ifes mainly in this, That it has been 
demonstrated otherwise and better; by experiment, namely ; 
that an experimental (what we name original) man bas al- 
ready done it, and we have seen it to be good and reasonable, 
and now know it to be so once and forevermore ? — Enough 
of this. 

‘He were a sanguine individual surely that should turn to 
the French Revolution for new rules of conduct, and creators 
or exemplars of morality, —except, indeed, exemplars of the 
gibbeted in-terrorem sort, A greater work, it is often said, 
‘was never done in the world’s history by men so small. 
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Twenty-five millions (say these severe critics) aro hurled 
forth out of all their old habitudes, arrangements, harness 
ings and garnitures, into the new, quite void arena and career 
of Sanaculottism ; there to show what originality is in them. 
Fanfaronading and gesticulation, vehemence, effervescence, 
heroie desperation, they do show in abundance; but of what 
one can call originality, invention, natural staff or charactor, 
amazingly little, Their heroic desporation, such as it was, wa 
will honor and even venerate, as a new document (call it 
rather a renewal of that primeval ineffaceable document and 
charter) of tho manhood of man. But, for the rest, thers 
were Federations; there wero Fostivals of Fraternity, “tho 
Statue of Nature pouring water from her two mammelles,” 
and the august Deputies all drinking of it from the same iron 
saucer; Weights and Measures wore attempted to be changed; 
the Months of the Year became Pluviose, Thermidor, Mossi- 
dor (till Napoleon said, 1 fuudra se débarrasser de ce Messidor, 
‘One muzt got this Messidor sent about its business): also Mra, 
Momoro and others rode prosperous, as Goddesses of Reason; 
and then, these being mostly guillotined, Mahomet Robes 
pierre did, with bouquet in hand, and in new black breeches, 
in front of the Tuileries, pronounce the seraggiest of pro- 
phetic discourses on the Jtre Supréme, and set fire to much 
emblematic pasteboard:—all this, and an immensity of such, 
the ‘Twenty-firo milliona did devise and accomplish ; but (apart 
from their heroic desperation, which was no miracle either, 
beside that of the old Dutch, for instance) this, and the like 
of this, was almost all. Their arena of Sansculottism was the 
most original arena epened to man for above n thousand 
years; and they, at bottom, were unoxpeotedly commonplace 
in it. 

Exaggerated commonplace, triviality run distracted, and 
a kind of universal “Brenzy of John Dennis,” is the figure 
they exhibit. The brave Forster, —sinking slowly of broken 
heart, in the midst of that volcanic chaos of the Reign of 
‘Terror, and clinging still to the cause, which, though now 
bloody and terrible, he believed to ba the highest, and for 
which be bad sacrificed all, country, kindred, fortune, friends 
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and life, — compares the Revolution, indeed, to “an explosion 
and new creation of the world;" but the actors in it, who 
went buzzing about him, to a “handvell miicken, hamdfal of 
fiien"? And yet, one may add, this same explosion of a 
world was their work; the work of these —flies ? The truth 
is, neither Forster nor any man can see a French Revolution; 
it is like seeing the ocoan: poor Charles Lamb complained 
that he could not see the multitudinous ocean at all, bat only 
some insignificant fraction of it from the deck of the Margate 
hoy. It must be owned, however (arge these sovere critics), 
that examples of rabid triviality do abound in the French 
Revolution, to a lamentable extent. Consider Maximilien 
Robespierre; for the greater part of two years, what ono 
may call Autocrat of France. A poor sen-gretn (erddtra) 
atrabiliar Formula of a man; without head, without heart, 
or any grace, gift, or even vice beyond common, if it were not 
vanity, astucity, discased rigor (which some count strength) 
as of a cramp: really a most poor sea-green individual in spec~ 
tacles; meant by Nature for a Methodist parson of the stricter 
sort, to doom men who departed from the written eonfeasion ; 
to chop fruitless shrill logic; to contend, and suspect, and 
ineffectually wrestle and wriggle; and, on the whole, to love, 
or to know, or to be (properly speaking) Nothing: —this was 
ho who, the sport of wracking winds, saw himself whirled 
aloft to command Ja promiare nation de univers, and all men 
shouting Jong life to him: ona of the most lamentable, tragic, 
sergreen objects ever whirled aloft in that manner, in any 
country, to his own swift destruction, and the world’s long 
wonder! 


So argue these severe critics of the French Revolution: 
with whom wo argue not here; but remark rather, what is 
tnore to the purpose, that the French Revolution did diselose 
‘original men: among the twenty-five millions, at least one or 
two units. Some reckon, in the present stage of the business, 
a2 many as threo: Napoleon, Danton, Mirabeau. Whether | 
moré will come to light, or of what sort, when the compata- 
tion is quite liquidated, one cannot say: meanwhile let the 


3 Foestar's Briefe ond Nochiass. 
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world be thankful for these three ;—as, indeed, the world 
is; loving original men, without limit, were they never so 
questionable, well knowing how rare they are! ‘To us, accord 
ingly, it is rather interesting to observe how on these three 
also, questionable as they surely are, the old process is repeat- 
ing itself; how these also are getting known in their true 
likeness, A second generation, relieved in some measure 
from the spectral hallucinations, hysterical ophthalmia and 
natural panicdelirium of the first contemporary one, is grad- 
ually coming to discern and measure what its predecessor 
could only execrate and shriek over: for, as our Proverb said, 
the dust is sinking, the rubbish-heaps disappear; the built 
house, such as it is, and was appointed to be, stands visible, 
better or worse. 

Of Napoleon Bonaparte, what with so many bulletins, and 
such selfproclamation from artillery and battle-thunder, loud. 
enough to ring through the deafest brain, in ‘the remotest 
nook of this oarth, and now, in consequence, with so many 
biographies, histories and historical arguments for and against, 
it may be said that ke can now shift for himself; that his 
true figure is in 4 fair way of being ascortained. Doubtless it 
will be found one day what significance was in him; how 
(we quote from a New-England Book) “the man was a divine 
missionary, though unconscious of it; and preached, through 
the cannon's throat, that great doctrine, ‘La carriére ouverte 
aur talens, The tools to him that can handle them,’ which 
is our ultimate Political Evangel, wherein alone can Liberty 
lie, Madly enough he preached, it is true, as enthusiasts and 
first missionaries are wont; with imperfect utterance, amid 
much frothy rant; yet as articulately perhaps as the caso 
admitted. Or call him, if you will, an American backwoods 
man, who had to fell unpenetrated forests, and battle with 
innamerable wolves, and did not entirely forbear strong 
liquor, rioting and even theft; whom, nevertheless, the peace- 
fnl sowor will follow, and, as he cuts the boundless harvest, 
bless.”” — From “the incarnate Moloch,” which the word ones 
was, onwards to this quiet version, there is a considerable 
Progress. 





sald and acted, in any sense, with the whole mind of him, 
there is always something to be done, Satan himeelf, accord 
ing to Dante, was a praiseworthy object, compared with those 
justemiliew angels (so over-numerous in times like ours) who 
“were neither faithful nor rebellious,” but were for their little 
selves only; trimmers, moderates, plausible persons, who, in 
the Dantean Hell, are found doomed to this frightful penalty, 
that “they have not the hope to div (non han speranza di 
morte);”" but sunk in torpid death-life, in mad and the plagas 
of flios, they are to doze and dree forever, —“ hateful to God 
and to the Enomins of God :"— 

“ Non ragionam di for, ma guarda e passa 1 

Tf Bonaparte were the “armed Soldier of Democracy,” 
invincible while he continued true to that, then let us call 
this Danton the Kafant Pendv, and wnenlisted Revolter and 
‘Titan of Democracy, which could not yet have soldiers or 
discipline, but was by the nature of it lawless. An Earth- 
born, we say, yet honestly born of Earth! In the Memoirs 


and 

earnest insight, fill with the water of tears; the broad rude 
features speak withal of wild haman sympathies; that An- 
teus’ bosom also held a beart. “It is not the alarm<caunon 
that you hear,” cries he to the terror-strack, when the Prus- 
sians were already at Verdun: “it is the pas de charge against 
our enemies.” “De Uaudace, et encore de Caudace, et toyjours 
de Paudaee, To dare, and again to dare, and without limit to 
dare !”"— there is nothing left but that. Poor “ Mirabeau of 
the Sansculotees,” what a mission! And it could not be but 
done, —and it was done! 


fox) 
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But, indeed, may there not be, if well considered, mora 
virtue in this feeling itself, once bursting earnest from the 
wild heart, than in whole lives of immaculate Pharisees and 
Respectabilities, with their eye ever set on “character,” and 
the letter of the law : “Que mon nom soit flétri, Let my name 
be blighted, then; let the cause be glorious, and have victory [”” 
By and by, as we predict, the Friend of Humanity, since so 
many Knife-grinders have no story to tell him, will find some 
sort of story in this Danton. A rough-hewn giant of a man, 
not anthropophagous entirely ; whose “ figures of speech,” and 
also of action, “are all gigantic ;" whose “voice reverberates 
from the domes,” and dashes Brunswick across the marches 
in a very wrecked condition. Always his total freedom from 
cant is one thing; even in his briborics, and sing as to money, 
there isa frankness, a kind of broad greatness. Sincerity, a 
great rude sincerity of insight and of purpose, dwelt in the 
man, which quality is the root of all: a man who could see 
through many things, and would stop at vory fow things; who 
marched and fought impetuously forward, in the question. 
ablest element; and now bears the penalty, in a name 
“blighted,” yet, as we say, visibly clearing itself. Once 
cleared, why should not this name too have significance for 
men? The wild history ix a tragedy, as all human histories 
are. Brawny Dantons, still to the present hour, rend the 
globe, as simple brawny Farmers, and reap peaceable harvests, 
at Arcis-sur-Aube; and this Danton—! It is an warhymed 
tragedy ; very bloody, fuliginous (after the manner of the 
elder dramatists); yet fall of tragic elements: not undeserv- 
ing natural pity and fear. In quiet times, perhaps still at a 
great distance, the happier on-looker may stretch out the hand, 
aoross dim centuries, to him, and say: “ Tll-starred brother, 
how thou foughtest with wild lionetrength, and yet not with 
atrength enough, and flamedst aloft, and wert trodden down of 
sin and misery ; — behold, thou also wert a man!" Tt is said 
there Hes a Biography of Danton written, in Paris, at this 
moment: but the editor waits till the “force of public opin- 
fon” ebb a little. Let him publish, with utmost convenient 
despateh, and say what be knows, if he do know it; the lives 
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of remarkablo mon are always worth understanding instead of 
misorderstanding; and public opinion must positively adjust 
itself the best way it can. 

But without doubt tho far most interesting, best-gifted of 
this questionable trio is mot the Mirabeau of the Sansculottes, 
‘but the Mirabenu himself: a man of much finer nature than — 
either of the others; of a genius equal in strength, we will 
say, to Napoleon's; but 4 much humaner genius, almost a 
poetic one. With wider sympathies of his own, he appeals 
far more persuasively to the sympathies of men. 

‘Of him too it is interesting to notice the progressive dawn- 
ing, out of calumny, misrepresentation and confused darkness, 
into visibility and light; asd how the world manifests its 
cantinued curiosity about him; and as book after book comes 
forth with new evidonco, the matter is again taken up, the old 
judgment on it revised and anew revised ;— whereby, in fine, 
we can hope the right, or approximately right, sentence will 
be found ; and so the question be left settled. It would seem 
this Miraboan also is one whose memory the world will not, 
for a long while, let die. Very different from many a high 
tmemory, dead and desp-buried long since then! In his life 
time, oven in the final effulgent part of it, this Mirabeau took 
‘upon him to write, with a sort of awestruck feeling, to our 
Mr. Wilberfores; and did not, that we ean find, get the bene- 
fit of any answer, Pitt was prime minister, and then Fox, 
then again Pitt, and again Fox, in sweet vicissitade; and the 
noise of them, reverbernting through Brookes’s and the club, 
rooms, through tavern<dinners, electioneering hustings, leading- 
articles, filled all the earth; and it secmod as if those two 
(Ghough which might be which, you could not say) were tho 
Ormuail and Ahriman of political Nature ;—and now f 

Such difference is there, once more, between an original 
man, of never euch questionable sort, and the most dexterous, 
cunningly devised parliamentary mill. The difference is great; 
and one of those on which the future time makes largest contrast 
with the present, Nothing can be more important than the 
mill while it continues and grinds; important, above all, to 
those who have sacks aboat the hopper. But the grinding 
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once done, how can the memory of it endure? Tt iy impor 
tant now to no individual, not even to the individual with a 
sack, So that, this tumult well over, the memory of the origi- 
nal man, and of what small revelation he, as Son of Nature and 
brotherman, could make, does naturally rise on us; his mem- 
orable sayings, actings and sufferings, the very viees and 
crimes he foll into, are « kind of pabulum which all mortals 
claim their right to. 

Concerning Peuchet, Chaussard, Gessicourt, and, indeed, all 
the former Biographers of Mirabeau, there can little be said 
here, except that they abound with errors: the present ulti- 
mate Fils Adoptif has never done picking faults with thom 
Not as memorials of Mirabeau, but as memorials of the world's 
relation to him, of the world’s treatment of him, thay may, a 
little longer, have some perceptible significance. 

Peuchet (he was known in the Aoniteur once), and other the 
like laborers in the vineyard, you can justly demand thus 
much ; and not justly much more. 

Etienne Dumont's Souvenirs sur Miraboaw might not, at first 
Bight, seem an advance towards true knowledge, but a moyo- 
ment the other way, and yot it was really an advance. The 
book, for one thing, was hailed by a universal choral blast 
from all manner of roviews and periodical literatures that 
Europe, in all its epellable dialects, had: whereby, at loast, the 
minds of men were again drawn to the subject; and so, amid 
whatever hallucination, ancient or new-devised, some increase 
of insight was unavoidable, Besides, the book itself did some- 
what. Numerous specialties about the great Frenchman, ag 
read by the eyes of the little Genevese, were conveyed there; 
and could be deciphered, making allowances. Dumont is faith- 
ful, veridical; within his own limits ho has even a certain 
freedom, a picturesqueness and light clearness. It is true, the 
whim he had of looking at the great Mirabeau as a thing set 
in motion mainly by him (M. Dumont) and such as he, was 
one of the most wonderful to be mot with in psychology, 
Nay, more wonderful still, how the reviewers, pretty goner- 
ally, some from whom better was expected, took up the same 
with aggravations; and it seemed settled on all sidos, that 
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here agnin a pretender had been stripped, and the great made 
8s little as tho rest of us (much to our comfort); that, in fact, 
figuratively speaking, this enormous Mirabean, the round of 
whom went forth to all lands, was no other than an enormous 
trampet, or couch-horn, of japanned tin, through which a 
dexterons little M. Dumont was blowing all the while, and 
making the noise! Some men and reviewers have strange 
theories of man. Let any son of Adam, the shallowest now 
living, try honostly to scheme out, within his head, an exist. 
ence of this kind; and say how verisimilar it looks! A life 
and business actually condnoted on sach couch-hora principle, 
— wo say not the life and business of a statesman and world- 
leader, but say of the poorost laceman and tape-<eller, — were 
one of the chief mirsoles hitherto on record. Ob, M. Dumant! 
But thus too, when old Sir Christopher struck down the last 
stone in the Dome of St. Paul's, was it he that carried up the 
atone ? No; it was a certain strong-backed man, never mel 
tioned (covered with envious cr uneavious oblivion), — proba: 
bly of the Sister Island, 

Let us add, however, more plainly, that M. Dumont was less 
to blame here than his reviewers were. The good Dumont 
accurately records what ingenious journey-work and fetching: 
andcarrying be did for his Mirabenu; interspersing many an 
anecdote, which the world is very glad of; extennating noth- 
ing, we do hope, nor exaggerating anything: this is what he 
did, and had a clear right and call to do. And what if it 
failed, not altogether, yet in some measure if it did fail, to 
strike him, that he still properly was but » Dumont? Nay, 
that the gift this Mirabean had of enlisting such respectable 
Dumonts to do hodwork and even skilful handiwork for him; 
and of roling them and bidding them by the look of his 
eye; and of making them cheerfully fetchand-carry for him, 
‘and serve him as loyal subjects, with a kind of chiv- 
alry and willingnoss,—that this gift was precisely the king- 
hoolof the man, und did itself stamp him as a leader among 
men! Let no mam blame M. Dumont (as some have too 
harshly done); his error ia of ovorsight, and wenial; his 
Worth tous is indisputable. On the other hand, let all men 
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blame such public instructors and periodical individuals as 
drew that inference and life-theory for him, and brayed it 
forth in that loud manner; or rather, on the whole, do not 
blame, but pardon, and pass by on the other ide. Such things 
‘are an ordaived trial of public patience, which perhaps is the 
better for discipline; and seldom, or rather never, do any last- 
ing injury. 

Close following on Dumont’s Reminiscences came this Biog- 
raphy by M. Lucas Montigny, “Adopted Son; ” the first vol- 
ume in 1834, the rest at short intervals; and lies complete 
now in Eight considerable Volumes octavo; concerning which 
we are now to speak, unbappily, in the disparaging sense, In 
fnot it is impossible for any man to say unmixed good of M. 
Lucas's work. That he, as Adopted Son, has lent himself so 
resolutely to the washing of his hero white, and even to the 
white-washing of him where the natural color was black, be 
this no blame to him; or even, if you will, be it praise. If a 
man’s Adopted Son may not write the best book he can for 
him, then who may ? Bub the fatal circumstance is, that M. 
Lucas Montigny has not writton a book at all; but has merely 
clipped and cut out, and cast together the materials for a book, 
which other men are still wanted to write. On the whole, 
M. Montigny rather surprises one, For the reader probably 
knows, what all the world whispers to itself, that when “ Mira- 
beau, in 1783, adopted this infant born the year before," he 
had the best of all conceivable obligations to adopt him; hay- 
ing, by his own act (non-notarial), summoned him to appear 
in this World. And now consider both what Shakspeare’s 
Edmund, what Poet Savage, and such like, have bragged; and 
also that the Mirabsaus, from time immemorial, had (like a 
certain British kindred known to us) “produced many a black= 
guard, but not one blockhead"! We almost discredit that 
statement, which all the world whispers to itself; or, if crodit- 
ing it, pause ovor the ruins of families. ‘The Haarlom canal is 
not flatter than M. Montigny’s genius. He wants the talent 
which seems born with all Frenchmen, that of presenting what 
knowledge he has in the most knowable form. One of tho 
solidest men, too: doubtless a valuable man; whom it were so 
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pleasant for us to praise, if we could. May he be happy ins 
private station, and never write moro;—oxcept for the Bu- 
reaux de Prifecture, with tolerably handsome official appoint. 
ments, which is far better! 

His biographical work is a monstrous quarry, or mound of 
shotrubbish, in eight strata, hiding valuable matter, which he 
that seeks will find. Valuable, we say; for the Adopted Son 
having access, nay welcome and friendly entreaty, to family 
papers, to all manner of archives, secret records; aud working 
therein long years, with a filial unweariedness, has made him- 
self piously at home in all corners of the matter. He might, 
with the sume spirit (as we always upbraidingly think), so 
easily have made us at home too! But no: he brings to light 
things new and old; now precious illustrative private docu- 
ments, now tho poorest public heaps of mere pamphleteer and 
parliamentary matter, so attainable elsewhere, often s0 omissi- 
ble were it not to be attained; and jumbles and tumbles the 
whole together with such reckless clumsiness, with such end- 
Joss copiousness (having wagons onough), as givos the reader 
many a pang. The very pains bestowed on it are often per- 
yerse; the whole is become so hard, heavy; unworkable, except 
in the sweat of one's brow ! Or call it mine, — artificial- 
natural gilvermine, ‘Threads of beautiful silver ore lie scat- 
tered, which you must dig for, and sift: suddenly, when your 
thread or vein is at the richest, it vanishes (as is the way with 
mines) in thick masses of agglomerate and pudding-stone, no 
man can guess whither. ‘This is not as it should be; and yot 
unfortunately it could be no other. The long bad book is so 
much easier to do than the brief good one; and a poor book- 
seller has no way of measuring and paying but by the cil, 
cubic or superficial. ‘The very weaver comes and says, not “I 
have woven so many ells of stuff," but “so many ells of such 
stuff; satin and Cashmereehaw! atuff, — or, if it be so, duffie 
and ooal-sacking, and even cobweb stuff, 

Undoubtedly the Adopted Son’s will was good. Ought we not 
to rejoice greatly in the possession of these same ailver-veins ; 
and take them in the buried mineral state, or in any state; 
too thankful to have them now indestructible, now that they 
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are printed ? Let the world, we say, be thankful to M. Mom 
tigny, and yet know what it is they are thanking him for. Ne 
Life of Mirabean is to be found in these Volumes, but the am- 
plost materials for writing a Life. Were the Kight Volumes 
well riddled and smelted down into One Volume, such as might 
‘be made, that one were the volume! Nay it seems an enter 
prise of such uses, and withal so feasible, that some day it is as 
good as sure to be done, and again done, and finally well done. 

‘The present reviewer, restricted to a mere article, purposes, 
nevertheless, to sift and extract somewhat. He has bored 
(eo to speak) and run mino-shafts through the book in various 
directions, and knows pretty well what is in it, though in- 
deed not so well where to find the sune, having unfortunately 
(as reviewers are wont) “mislaid our paper of references”! 
Wherefore, if the best extracts be not presented, let not 
‘M. Lucas suffer. By one means and another, some vketch of 
Mirubeau’s history; what befell him successively in this 
World, and what steps he successively took in consequence ; 
and how he and it, working together, made the thing we call 
Mirabean’s Life, —may be brought out; extremely imperfect, 
yet traor, one can hope, than the Biographical Dictionaries and 
‘ordinary voice of rumor give it’ Whether, and if 60, where and 
how, the current estimate of Miraboan is to be rectified, for- 
tified, or in any important point overset and expunged, will 
hereby come to light, almost of itself, as we proceed. Indeed, 
it is very singular, considering the emphatic judgments daily 
uttered, in print and speech, about this man, what Egyptian 
obscurity rests over the mere facts of bis external history ; the 
right knowledge of which, one would fancy, maat be the pre- 
liminary of any judgment, however faint. But thus, as we 
always urge, are such judgments generally passed: vague ple 
Lisoita, decrees of the common people ; made up of innumerable 
Jond empty ayes and loud empty noes; which are without 
meaning, and have only sound andcurrency : plebiscite needing 
wo mach revisal !— To the work, however. 





One of the most valuable elements in these Right chaotle 
‘Volumes of M. Montigny is the knowledge he communicates 
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of Mirabean’s father; of his kindred and family, contemporary 
and anterior. ‘The father, we in general knew, was Victor 
Riquetti, Marquis do Mirabeau, called and calling himself the 
Friend of Men ; a title, for the rest, which bodes him no good 
iu these days of urx. Accordingly one heard it added with 
Tittle surprise, that this Friend of Mon was the enemy of 
‘almost every man he had to do with; beginning at his own 
hearth, ending at the utmost cirele of his acquaintance; and 
only beyond that, feeling himself free to love men. “The old 
hypocrite!" cry many,—not we. Alas, it is so much easier 
to love men while they exist only on paper, or quite flexible 
and compliant in your imagination, than to Tove Jack and Kit 
who stand there in the body, hungry, untoward ; jostling you, 
barring you, with angular élbows, with appetites, irasaibilities 
and a stupid will of their own! There is no doubt but old 
Marquis Mirabeau found it extremely difficult to get on with 
his brethren of mankind; and proved a crabbed, sulphurous, 
choleric old gentleman many a sad time: nevertheless, there is 
touch to be set right in that matter; and M. Ticas, if one can 
carefully follow him, has managed to do it, Had M. Luss 
but seen good to print these private letters, family documents, 
and more of them (for he “could make thirty octavo volumes”), 
in a separate state; in mere chronological order, with some 
small commontary of annotation; and to leave all the rest 
alone !—As it is, one must search and sift, Happily the old 
Marquis himself, in periods of leisure, or forced leisure, where- 
fhe had many, drew up certain “ unpublished memoirs” of his 
father and progenitors ; out of which memoirs young Mirabeau 
‘also in forced leisure (still more forced, in the Castle of If!) 
redacted one Memoir, of a very readable sort: by the light of 
‘thin latter, 90 far ns it will last, we walk with convenience. 
‘The Mirabeaus were Riquettis by surname, which is a slight 
corruption of the Italian Arrighetti. They came from Florence: 
cast out of it in some Guelph-Ghibelline quarrel, such as wore 
common there and then, in the year 1267, Stormy times then, 
asnow! The chronologist can remark that Dante Alighieri 
was 6 little boy, of some two years, that morning the Arri- 
ghottis bad to go, and men had to say, “They are gone, these 
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villains! They are gone, these martyrs !" the little boy listen- 
ing with interest. Let the boy become a mau, and he too shall 
have to go; and prove one 2 duro calle, and what a world this 
is; and have his poct-nature not killed, for it woald not kill, brat 
darkened into Old-Hebrew sternness, and sent onwards to Haies 
and Eternity for a home to itself. As Dame Quickly said in 
the Dream —Those were rare times, Mr. Rigmarole!”— 

“Pretty much like car own,” answered be.—In this manner 
did the Arrighettis (doubtless in grim Longobardie ire) scale 
the Alps; and become Tramontane French Riguettis; and 
Produce, — among other things, the present Article in this 
Review. 

Tt was hinted above that these Riquettis were a notable kine 
dred ; as indeed there is great likelihood, if wo knew it rightly, 
the kiniired and fathers of most notable men are. The Vau- 
eluse fountain, that gushes out as a river, may well have mum 
some space underground in that character, before it foand vent. 
Nay porhaps itis not always, or often, tho intrinsically greatest 
of a family-line that becomes the noted one, but ouly the best- 
favored of fortune. So rich here, as elsewhere, is Nature, the 
mighty Mother; and scatters from 4 ingle Oak-tree, as prov- 
ender for pigs, what would plant the whole Planot into an oak- 
forest! For truly, if there were not a mud force in her, where 
were she with the speaking and exhibiting one? If under 
that frothy saperficies of braggarts, babblers and high-sounding, 
richly decorated personages, that strut and fret, and preach in 
all times Quem parvd sopientid regatur, there lay not some, 
substratum of silently heroio men; working as men; with 
man's euergy, enduring and endeavoring; invincible, who 
whisper not eren to themselves how energetic they are 2 

‘The Riquetti family was, in some measure, defined already 
by analogy to that British one; na a family totally exempt 
from blockbeads, but a little Hable to produce blackguards. It 
took root in Provence, and bore strong southern fruit there: & 
restless, stormy line of mon; with the wild blood running in 
them, and as if there had been a doom hung over them (“like 
the line of Atreus,” Mirabeau used to say); which really there 
was, the wild blood itself being doom enough. Hor lon they 
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had stormed in Florence and elsewhere, these Riguettis, histay 
knows not; but for the space of those five eenturies, in Pro- 
vence, they were never withou: & man to stand Riquettidike on 
the earth. Men sharp of specoa, prompt of stroke; men quick 
to discern, fierce to revolve ; headlong, headstrong, strong every 
way; who often found the civie racesourse too strait for 
them, and kicked against the pricks; doing this thing or the 
other, which the world had to animadvert upon, in various 
dialects, and find “clean against rule,” 

One Riquetti (in performance of some vow at sea, as the 
tradition goes) chained two mountains together: “the fron 
chain is still to be secn at Moustier;— it stretches from one 
mountain to the other, and in the middle of it there is a large 
star with five rays;” the supposed date ix 1890. Funcy the 
smiths at work on this business! The town of Moustier is in 
the Basses-Alpes of Provence: whether the Riquetti chain 
creaks there to this hour, and lazily swags in the winds, with 
its “star of five rays” in the centre, and offers an uncertain 
perch to the sparrow, we know not. Or perhaps it was cut 
down in the Revolution time, when there rose such a hatred 
of noblesse, such a famine for iron; and made into pikes? 
‘The Adopted Son, so minute generally, ought to have men- 
tioned, but does not, — That thors was building of hogpitals, 
endowing of convents, Chartreux, Récollets, down even to 
Jesuits; stil more, that there was harrying and fighting, 
needs not be mentioned: exospt only that all thia went on 
with uncommon emphasis among the Riquettis, What quarrel 
could there be and a Riquetti not in it? They fought much: 
with an eye to profit, to redress of disprofit; probably too for 
the art’s sake, 

What proved still more rational, they got footing in Mar- 
‘Seilles as trading nobles (a kind of French Venice in those 
days), and took with great diligence tocommerce. ‘The family 
biographers are careful to say that it was in the Venotian style, 
however, and not ignoble. In which sense, indeed, one of their 
sharp-spoken ancestors, on a certain bishop's unceremoniously 
styling him “Jean de Riquetti, Merchant of Marseilles,” made 
ready answer: “I am, or was, merchant of police here [first 


ae] 
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presented him to Louis the Great, with compliments to that 
effect, which the splenetic Riquetti quite apoiled. Erecting 
his killed head, which needed the silver stock now to keep it 
straight, ho said: “Yes, Sire; and had I left my fighting, and 
come up to court, and bribed some catin (scarlet woman !), T 
might have had my promotion and fewer wounds tovlay!” 
Tho Grand King, overy inch a king, instantanoously spoke of 
something else. 

But the reader should have first seen that same killing; how 
twenty-seven of those unprofitable wounds were come by in 
one fell lot, ‘Tho Battle of Casano bas grown very obscure to 
most of us; and indeed Prince Eugene and Vendome them 
selves grow dimmer and dimmer, as men and battles must; 
but, curiously enough, this amall fraction of it has brightened 
up again to a point of history, for the time being: — 

“My grandfather had foreseen that manmuyre [it is Mira. 
bean, the Count, not the Marquis, that reports: Prince Eugene 
‘has carried a certain bridge which the grandfather had charge 
of}; but he did not, as has sinco happened at Malplaquot and 
Fontenoy, commit the blunder of attacking right in the teeth 
socolumn of such weight as that. He lets them advance, hur 
ried on by their own impotuosity and by the pressure of their 
rearward; and now seeing them protty well engaged, ho raised 
his troop (it was lying flat on the ground), and rushing on, 
himself at the head of them, takes the enemy in flank, cuts 
‘them in two, dashes them back, chases them over the bridge 
again, which they had to repass in great disorder and haste. 
‘Things brought to their old state, he resumes his post on the 
crown of the bridgo, shelters his troop as before, which, hay- 
ing performed all this service under the sure deadly fire of 
the enemy's double lines from over the stream, had suffered 
4 good deal, M. do Vendéme coming up, full gallop, to the 
attack, finds it already finishod, the whole line flat on the 
earth, only the tall figure of the colonel standing erect! He 
orders him todo like the rest, not to have himself shot till the 
time came. His faithful servant cries to him, ‘Never would 
‘TL expose myself without need; I am bound to be here, but 
yee Monseignenr, are bound not. I answer to you for the 
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post; but take yourself out of it, or I give it up.” The Prince 

) then orders him, in the king’s name, to come 

down. ‘Go to, the king and you: Lam at my work; go you 

and do yours’ The good generous Prince yielded. Tho post 
‘was entirely untenable, 

“A little afterwards my grandfather had his right arm 
shattered. He formed a sort of sling for it of his pocket 
handkerchief, and kept his place; for there was.a new attack 
getting ready. ‘The right moment once come, he seizes an 
axe in his left hand, repeats the same mancuvre as before; 
again ropulses the enemy, again drives him back over the 
bridge. But it was here thas ilbfortune lay in wait for him, 


broke 

tive, was wounded beside him: he tore up his own shirt, 
and those of several others, to stanch the blood, but fainted 
himself by his own hurt, An old sergcant, named Laprairie, 
begged the aide-amajor of the regiment, one Guadin, a Gascon, 
to help and earry him off the bridge. Guadin refused, say- 
ing he was dead. The yood Laprairie could only cast a camp- 
kettle over his colonel's head, and then ran, The enemy 
trampled over him in torrents to profit by the disorder; the 
cavalry at fall speed, close im the rear of the foot. M. de 
Vendtme, seeing his line broken, the enemy forming om this 
side the stream, and consequently the bridge lost, exclaimed, 
"Ah! Miraheaw és dead, then;' a eulogy forever dear and 
memorable to us. 

How nearly, at this moment, it was all over with the 
Mirabeaus; how, but for the east of an insignificant camp 
Kettle, there had not only been no Article Mirabeow in thie 
Review, but no French Revolution, or a very different ones 
and all Europe had found itself im far other latitudes at this 
‘our, apy one who has a turn for such thingn may easily 
reflect. Nay, without great difficulty he may reflect farther, 
that not only the French Revolution and this Article, bat 
all revolations, articles aud achievemcnts whatsoever, the 
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greatest and the smallest, which this world ever behold, 
have not once, bat often, in their course of genesis, depended 
on the veriest trifles, castings of camp-kettica, turnings of 
straws; except only that we do not seo that course of thoirs. 
So inscrutable is genetic history; impracticable the 

of causation, and transcends all calculus of man's devising! 
Thou thyself, O Reador (who art an achievomont of impor 
tance), over what hair’s-breadth bridges of Accident, through 
yawning perils, and the man-devouring gulf of Centuries, hast 
thou got safo hither, — from Adam all the way! 

Be this as it can, Col d’ Argent came alive again, by “miracle 
of surgery ;” and, holding his head up by means of a silver 
stock, walked this earth many long days, with respectability, 
with fiery intropidity and spleen; did many notable things: 
among others, produced, in dignified wedlock, Mirabeau tho 
Friend of Men; who again produced Mirabeau the Swallower 
of Formulas; from which latter, and the wondrous blazing 
funeral-pyro ho mado for himsolf, there finally goes forth a 
light, whereby those old Riquetti destinies, and many a 
strange old hidden thing, become noticeable. 

But perhaps in the whole Riquetti kindred thore is nota 
stranger figure than this very Friend of Men; at whom, in 
the order of time, we have now arrived. That Riquetti who 
chained the mountains together, and hung up the star with 
five rays to sway and bob there, was but a typo of him. 
Strong, tough aa the oakeroot, and as gnarled and unwodge 
able; no fibre of him running straight with the other; a 
block for Destiny to beat on, for the world to gaze at, with 
ineffectual wonder! Really a most notable, questionable, hata- 
bie, lovable old Marquis. How little, amid such jingling 

of Literature, Philosophie and the pretentious cackle 

of innamorablo Baron Grimms, with their correspondence and 
oe aT one could fancy that France held in it sack 
‘asthe Friend of Ment Why, there is sub- 

praia enough in this one Marquis to fit out whole armies 
Of Phstoophes, were it properly attenuated. So many poor 
‘Themes perorate and have éloges, poor Morellets speculate, 
Maemontels moralizo in rose-pink manner, Diderots become 
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possessed of encyclopedical heads, and lean Curons de Beau: 
marchais fly abroad on the wings of Figaros; and this brave 
old Marquis has been hid under a bushel! He was a Writer, 
too; and had talents for it (certain of the talents), auch as 
few Frenchmen have had since the days of Montaigne. It 
skilled not: he, being unwedgeable, has remained in anti- 
quarian cabinets; the others, splitting up so readily, are the 
ware you find on all market-stalls, much prized (ay as brim- 
stone Lucifers, “light-bringors” so called) by the generality. 
Such is the world’s way. And yet complain not; this rich, 
unwedgeable old Marquis, have we not him too at last, and 
ean keep him all the longer than the Thomases ? 

‘The great Mirsbeau used to say always that his father had 
the greater gifts of the two; which surely is saying some- 
thing. Not that you can subscribe to it im the full sense, 
‘but that in a very wide sense you ean. So far as mere specu- 
lative head goes, Mirabeau is probably right. Looking at 
the old Marquis as a speculative thinker and utterer of his 
thought, and with what rich coloring of originality he gives 
it forth, you pronounce him to be superior, or even say su- 
preme in his time; for the genius of him almost rises to 
the poetic, Do our readers know the German Jean Pan, 
and his style of thought? Singular to say, the old Mar 
quis has a quality in hrm resembling afar off that of Paul; 
and actually works it out in his French manncr, far as the 
French manner can, Nevertheless intellect is not of the 
speculative hoad only; the great end of intellect enrely is, 
that it make one see something: for which latter result the 


with its prile, iolatinasy, affectation, what else is it at bottom 
but tmnt of strength ? The real quantity of our insight, — 
how jastiy and thoroughly we shall comprehend the nature 
of a thing, especially of a homan thing,—depends on our 
patience, our fairness, lovingness, what strength soever we 
have: intellect comes from the whole man, as it is the light 
that enlightens the whole man. In this true sense, the 


es 
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younger Mirabeau, with that great flashing eyesight of his, 
that broad, fearless freedom of nature he had, was very 
clearly the superior man. 

At bottom, perhaps, the main definition you could give of 
old Marquis Mirabeau is, that he wax of the Pedant species. 
Stiff as brass, in all senses; unsympathizing, uncomplying; 
of an endleas, unfathomable pride, which cloaks but does no- 
wise extinguish an endless vanity and need of shining: stately, 
cuphuistic mannerism enveloping the thought, the morality, 
the whole being of the man. A solemn, high-stalking man; 
with such a fund of indignation in him, or of latent indigna- 
tion; of contumacity, irrefragability ;—who (after long ex- 
periment) accordingly looks forth on mankind and this world 
of theirs with some dullsnufiling word of forgiveness, of con 
temptuous acquittal ; or oftenest with clenched Ups (nostrils 
slightly dilated), in expressive silence, Here is pedantry; 
but then pedantry under the most interesting new ciroum- 
stances; and withal carried to such a pitch 9 becomes sub- 
lime, one might almost say transcendental. 

Consider, indeed, whether Marquis Mirabeau could be « 
podant, as your common Scaligers and Scioppinses are! His 
arena is not a closet with Greek manuscripts, but the wide world 
and Friendship to Humanity. Does not the blood of all the 
Mirabeaus circulate in his honorable veins? He too would do 
somewhat to raiso higher that high house; and yot, alas, it 
is plain to him that the house is sinking; that much is sinks 
ing. The Mirabeaus, and abore all others this Mirabeau, ans 
fallen on evil times. It has not escaped the old Marquis how 
Nobility is now decayed, nearly ruinous; based no longer on 
heroic nobleness of conduct and effort, but on sycophancy, fore 
mality, adroitness; on Parchments, Tailor’s trimmings, Pro- 
nella and Coach-leather: on which latter basis, unless hie 
whole insight into Heaven's ways with Karth have misled 
him, no institution in this god-governed world can pretend 
to continue, Als, and the pricat has now no tongue but for 
platelicking; and the tax-gatherer squeezes; and the strum- 

wetocracy sita at its ease in highcushioned lordliness, under 
inldachins and clothof-gold; till now at last, what with ona 
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fiction, what with another (and veridioal Naturo di 
“all manner of fictions, and refusing to pay realities for them), 
‘it has come so far that the Twenty-five millions, Jong scarce 
of knowledge, of virtue, happiness, cash, are now fallen scarce 
of food to eat; and do not, with that natural ferocity of theirs 
which Nature has still left them, feel the disposition to die 
starved; and all things arc nodding towards chaos, and no 
man layeth it to heart! One man exists who might perhaps 
Fe i ee ne 
the Marquis Mirabeau. His high ancient blood, his heroic 
love of truth, his strength of heart, his loyalty and profound 
insight (for you cannot hear him speak without detecting the 
om a bape Nee Astrea prehiecert 
have come to, might give him claims, From time to time, ab 
Jong intervals, such a thought does flit, portentous, through 
the brain of the Marquis. But abt mayne ines 


amoned by France in her day of need, in her day of vision, 
or else not at all. France does not summon; the else goes 
its road. 

Marquis Mirabeau tried Literature too, as we said; and with 
‘no inconsiderable talent; nay, with first-rate talents in some 
sort; but neither did this prosper. His Kove signwm, in such 
era of downfall and all-larkening ruin, was Political Economy 5 
and a certain man, whom he called “ the Master,"— that is, Dr. 
Quesnay. Round this Master (whom the Marguis succeeded 
as Master himself) he and some other idolaters did idola- 
trously gather: to publish books and tracts, periodical litera- 
ture, proclamation by word and deed, — if so were, the world’s 
dull ear might be opened to salvation. The world’s dull ear 
continued shut. In vain preached this apostle and that other, 
simultancously or in Melibooan soquoneo, in literature, periodi- 
al and stationary; in vain preached Marquis Mirabean in his 
Ami des Hommes, number after number, through long volumes, 
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—though really in a niost eloquent manner. Marquis: Mire 
bean had the indispatabiest. ideas; but then his stylet In* 
very truth, it is the strangest of styles, though one of the 
ciate a style full of originality, picturesymemess, sunny 
piace pied alisasaik and alstadl ovey, Mzsedabeanieautiien 
and trope; distracted into tortuosities, dislocations; starting 
ont into crotchets, cramp: turns, quaintnesses, and hidden 
satire; whiel: the Freneh head had no ear for, Strong ment, 
too tough for babes! ‘The Friond of Men found warm parti- 
sang, widely scattered over this Earth; and hal censenfumes: 
trimxmitved him from marquises, nay from kings and pein 
cipalities, over seas aud alpine chains of mountains; whereby 
the pride and latent indignation of the man were only fos 
tered: but at home, with the million all jigging each after 
its suitable serannel-pipe, he could sec himself make no way, 
—if it wore not way towards being a monstrosity, and thing 
mem wanted “to see :” not the right thing! 

Neither througl: the press, then, is there progress towards: 
the premiership? ‘The staggering state of French statesmen 
must ever stagger whither it ia bound. A light Public froths 
itself into tempest about Palissot and his comedy of Les 
Philosophies, — about Gluck-Piccini Music; noglecting the eall 
of Ruin; and hard must come to hank Thou, O Friend of 
Men, clench thy lips together, and wait; silent as the old 
rocks. Our Friend of Men did: so, or better; not wanting to 
himself, the liomhearted old: Marq Por his latent indig- + 
nation has a certain devoutness: in it; is @ kind of holy im 
dignation. ‘Tho Marquis, though he knows the Mecyslopéelia, 
has not forgotten the higher Sacred Books, or that there is 
% God in this world,—very different from the French: Etre 
Supréme. Ho even profeasas, or tries to profess, a kind of 
diluted! Catholicism, in his own way, and thes carn an eye 
towards heaven: very singular in his attitude here too. Thas 
it would appear this world is a mad imbroglio, which no Frient 
of Men ean set right: it shall go wrong, then, im God's: name; 
and the staggering state of all things stagger whither iteam 
‘To deep, fearful depths, — not to bottomless ones! 

Bat.in the Vamily Circle? ‘There surely: a man, und friend 
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of men, is supreme; and, ruling with wise autocracy, may 
make something of it. Alas, in the family circle it went 
not better, but worse! The Mirabeaus had once a talent for 
choosing wives: had it deserted them in this instance, then, 
when most needed? We say not so: we say only that 
Madame la Marquise had human free-will in her too; that 
all the young Mirabeaus were likely to have buman free-will 
in great plenty; that within doors as without the Devil is 
busy. Most unsuccessful is the Marquis as roler of men: 
his family kingdom, for the most part, little otherwise than 
in a state of mutiny. A sceptre as of Rhadamanthus will 
sway and drill that household into perfection of Harrison 
Clockwork; and cannot do it, The royal ukase goes forth 
in its calm irrefragable justice; meets hesitation, disobedience 
open or concealed, Roprimand is followed by remonstrance; 
harsh coming thunder mutters, grow! answering growl, With 
unaffectedly astonished eye the Marquis appeals to Destiny 
and Heaven; explodes, since he needs must then, in red 
lightning of paternal authority. How it went, or who by 
forethought might be to blame, one knows not; for the Pils 
Adoptif, hemmed in by still extant relations, is extremely 
reticont on these points: a certain Dame de Pailly, “from 
Switzerland, very beautiful and very artful,” glides half-seen 
through the Mirabeau household (the Marquis’s Orthodoxy, 
as we said, being but of the diluted kind): there are caves- 
droppers, confidential servants; there are Pride, Anger, Un- 
charitableness, Sublime Pedantry, and the Devil always busy. 
Such a figure as Pailly, of herself, bodes good to no one, 

Enough, thore aro Lawsuits, Lettres de Cachet ; on all hands 
prine forte et dure. Lawsuits, long drawn out, before gaping 
Porlements, etween man and wife: to the scandal of an un- 
righteous world; how much more of a righteous Marquis, 
minded once to be an example to it! Lettres de Cachet, to the 
number, as some count, of fifty-four, first and last, for the use 
ofasingle Marquis: ut times the whole Mirabean fireside is 
seen empty, except Pailly and Marquis; each individual sit- 
ting in his separate Strong-house, there to bethink himself. 
Stiff are your tempers, ye young Mirabeaus; not stiffer than 
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mine the old one’s! What pange it has cost the fond pabernab 
heart to go through all this Brutus duty, the Marquis knows, 
and Heaven. In o loss dogroe, what pangs it may cost the 
filial heart to go under (or undergu) the same! The former 
setof pangs he, aided by Heaven, erusles down into his soul 
suppressively, aa beseoms a man and Mirabean: the latter 
set,—are thoy not solfsought pangs; medicinal; which will 
ceaue of their own accord, when the unparalleled filial impiety 
pleases to cease? For the rest, looking at such a world and 
such a family, at these prison-houses, mountains of divoree- 
papers, and the staggering state of French statesmen, a Friend 
of Men may pretty naturally ask himself, Ain not Da strong 
old Marquis, then, whom all this has not driven into Bedlam, — 
not into hypochondria, dyspepsia even? The Heavens are 
ounteous, and make the back equal to the burden. 

at of all which circumstances, and of such struggle against 
them, there bas come forth this Marquis de Mirsbeax, shaped 
(it was the shape Ae could arrive at) into one of the most singular 
Sublime Pedants that ever stepped the soil of France. Solemm 
mortal rigor, a8 of some antique Presbyterian Ruling Elder: 
heavy breadth, dull heat, choler and pride as o£ an old “Borxy 
of Auchinleck ;” then o high-flown eupbuistic, courtesy, the 
airiest mincing ways, suitable to your French Seigueur! How 
the two divine missions, for both sccm to him diving, of 
Riquetti and Man of Genius or World-schoolmaster, blend 
themselves; and philosophism, chivalrous euphuism,, presby- 
terian ruling-clderism, all in such strength, have met, to give 
the world assurance of aman! There never entered the braim 
of Hogarth, or of rar: old Ben, such a pieee of Hamor (high 
meeting with low, and laughter with teurs) as, in thix brave 
old Riquetti, Nature has presented us ready-made, 

For withal there is such genius in him; rich depth of obar- 
acter; indestructible cheerfulness and health breaking out, 
im spite of these divoree-papers, ever and anon, —like strong 
sunlight in thundery weather. We have heard of tho “strife: 
of Fate with Pree-will” producing Greek Tragedies, but never 
hieand it till now produce such astonishing comico-tragical 
Brench Farces, Blessed old Marquis, —or else accursed! He 
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ig there, with his broad bull-brow ; with the huge choek-bonns ; 
those deep eyes, glazed as in weariness; the lower visage 
puckered into a simpering graciosity, which would pass itself 
off for a kind of smile, What to do with him? Welcome, 
thou tough old Marquis, with thy better and thy worse! There 
is stuff in thee (very different from moonshine and formula); 
and stuff is stuff, wore it never 80 crabbed. 

Besides the old Marquis de Mirabean, thore is a Brother, 
the Bailli de Mirabeau: a man who, serving as Knight of 
Malta, governing in Guadaloupe, fighting and doing hard sea- 
duty, has sown his wild oats long since; and settled down 
here, in the old “Castle of Mirabeau on its sheer rock” (for 
the Marquis usually lives at Bignon, another estate within 
reach of Paris), into one of the worthiest quict uncles and 
honuse-friends. It is very beautiful, this mild strength, mild 
clearness and justice of the brave Bailli, in contrast with his 
brother's nodosity; whom he comforts, defends, admonishes, 
even rebukes; and on the whole reverences, both as head 
Riqootti and as World-schoolmaster, beyond all living men. 
‘The frank true love of these two brothers is the fairest feature 
in Mirabeandom; indeed the only feature which is always 
fair. Letters pass continually: in letter and extract we here, 
from time to time, witness (in these Eight chaotic Volumes) 
the various personages speak their dialogue, unfold their faroo- 
tragedy. The File Adoptif admite mankind into this strange 
household; though stingily, uncomfortably, and all in darkness, 
save for his own capricious dark-lantern. Seen or half-seen, it 
is antago; na tho whole world is, What with personages, what 
with destinies, no etranger house-drama was enacting on the 
Earth at that time. 


‘Undor such auspices, which wore not yet ripened into events 
and fatalities, but yet were inevitably ripening towards such, 
did Gabriel Honore, at the Mansion of Bignon, between Sens 
and Nemours, on the 9b day of March, 1749, first see the 
light, He was tho fifth child; the second male child; yet 
born heir, the first having died in the cradle. A magnificent 
* enormous” fellow, as the gossips had to admit, almost with 
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tarror; the head especially great; “two grinders ” im it, already 
shot!—Rough-hewn truly, yet with bulk, with limbs, vigor 
bidding fair to do honor to the linc. The paternal Marquis, 
to whom they said, *V’ayea pas pour, Don’t be frightened,” 
gazed joyful, we can fancy, and not fearful, on this product of 
his; the stiff pedant features relaxing into a veritable smile 
Smile, O paternal Marquis: tho futuro indeod “veils sorrow 
and joy,” one knows not in what proportion; but here is o 
new Riquetti, whom the gods send; with the rodiments in 
him, thou wouldst guess, of a very Hercules, fit for Twelve 
Labors, which surely are themsolves the best joys. Look at 
the oaf, how he sprawls. No stranger Riquetti ever 

under our Sun: it ix as if, in this thy man-child, Destiny ad 
swept together all the wildnesses and strengths of the Riquetti 
lineage, and flung bim forth as her finale in that kind. Not 
without a voostion! He is the last of the Riquettis; and 
shall do work long memorable among mortals. 

‘Truly, looking now into the matter, we might say, in spite 
of the gossips, that on this whole Planet, in those years, there 
was hardly born such a man-child as this same, in the “Man- 
sion-house of Biguon, not far from Paris," whom they named 
Gabriel Honoré. Nowhere, we say, came there a stouter or 
braver into this Earth; whither they come marching by the 
legion and the myriad, out of Bternity and Night !—Except, 
indeed, what is notable enough, one other that arrived some 
few months later, at the town of Frankforton-Mayn, and 
got christened Johann Wolfgang Goethe. Then again, in some 
ten years more, there came another, still liker Gabriel Honoré 
in bis brawny ways, It was into a mean hut that this ono 
came, an infirm hut (which the wind blew down at the time), 
in the shire of Ayr, in Scotland: him they named Robert 
Buras. These, in that epoch, were the Well-born of the 
World; by whom the world’s history was to be carried on. 
Xb, could the well-born of the world be always rightly bred, 
Tightly entreated there, what a world -were it! But it is not 
80; it is the reverse of 20. And then fow, like that Frankfort 
one, can peaoeably vanquish the world, with ite black im- 
broglios; and shine above it, in sereue help to it, like a sun? 





‘Tho most can but Ditenically vanquish it, or be vanquished 
by it: hence, instead of light (stillest and strongest of things), 
we have but lightning; red fire, and oftentimes conflagrations, 
which are very woful. 

‘Bo that as it might, Marquis Mirabean determined to give 
his son, and heir of all the Riquettis, such an education as no 
Riquetti had yet been privileged with. Being a worldschool- 
master (snd indesd a Martinus Soriblerus, as we here Gnd, 
more ways than one), this was not strange in him; but the 
results were very lamentable. Considering the matter now, at 
this impartial distance, you are lost in wonder at the good 
Marquis; know not whether to laugh at him, or weep over 
him; and on the whole are bound to do both. A more sufii- 
cient product of Nature than this “enormous Gabriel,” as we 
said, necd not have been wished for: “ boating his nurse,” but 
then loving her, and loving the whole world; of large desire, 
tenly, but desire towards all things, the highest and the low- 
est: in other words, a large mass of life in him, a lange man 
waiting thero! Docs he not rummage (the rough cub, now 
tanfold rougher by the effect of small-pox) in all places, sock 
ing something to know; dive down to the most unkeardof 


writes the most sagacious things in his fifth year, extempore, 
attable ; setting forth what “ Monsieur Moi, Mr. Me,” is bound 
to do, A rough strong genuine goal, of the frankest open 
temper; full of loving tire and strength ; looking out so brisk 
with his clear hazel eyes, with his brisk sturdy bulk, what 
might not fair breeding have dono for him! On eo many ocea- 
sions, one fcols as if he needed nothing in the world but to bs 
‘weil Let alone. 

But no; the scientific paternal hand mast interfere, at every 
turn, to agsist Nature: the young lion’s-whelp has to grow up 
all bestrapped, bemuzzled in the most extraordinary manner: 
shall wax and unfold himself by theory of education, by square 
and tule,—going panctual, all the way, like Harrison Clock- 
work, according to the thooretic program ; or elee—{ © Mar- 
quis, Worldschoolmaster, what theory of education is this ? 
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No lion’s-whelp or young Mirabeau will go like clockwork, bat 
far otherwise. “He that spareth the rod hateth the child ;” 
that on its side is true: and yet Nature too is strong: “Nature 
will come running back, though thou expel her with a fork!’ 
In one point of view there is nothing more Hogarthian comic 
than this long Peter Peebles’ ganging plea of “ Marquis Mirae 
bean versus Nature and others: ” yet in a deeper point of view 
it is but too serious. Candid history will say, that whatsoever 
of worst it was in the power of art to do against this young 
Gabriel Honoré, was done, Not with unkind intentions ; nay, 
With intentions which, at least, began in kindness. How much 
better was Burns's education (though this too went on under 
the grimmest pressures), on tho wild hillside, by the brave 
peasant’s hearth, with no theory of education at all, but pov= 
erty, toil, tempest and the handles of the plough! 

At bottom, the Marquis’s wish and purpose was not complex, 
but simple. That Gabriel Honoré de Riguetti shall become 
tho vory samo man that Victor de Riquotti is; porfoct as ho is 
perfect: this will satisfy the fond father’s heart, and nothing 
short of this. Better exemplar, truly, were hard to find; and 
yet, O Victor de Riquetti, poor Gabriel, on his side, wishes to 
be Gabriel and not Victor! Stiffer loving Podant nover had a 
more elastic loving Pupil. Offences (of mero elasticity, mere 
natural springing up, for most part) accumulate by addition: 
Madame Pailly and the confidential servants, on this ae an all ~ 
mattors, are busy. The household itself is darkening, the 
mistress of it gone; the Lawsuits, and by and by Divorce 
Lawsuits, have begun. Worse will grow worse, and ever worse, 
till Rhadamanthus Scriblerus Marquis de Mirabeau, ewaying 
vainly thn xceptre of order, see himself environed by a waste 
chaos as of Bedlam. Stiff is he; elastic, and yet still loving, 
reverent, is hig eon and pupil. Thus cruelty, and yearnings 
that must be suppressed; indignant revolt, and hot tears of 
penitence, alternate, in the strangest way, between the two; 
and for long years our young Alcides has, by Destiny, his own 
Demon and Juno de Pailly, Labors enough imposed on him. 

But, to judge what a task was set this poor paternal Marquis, 
let us listen to the following successive utterances from him; 





which he emits, in letter after letter, mostly into the ear of his 
brother the good Bailli. Cluck, cluck,—is if not as the sound 
of an agitated parent-fowl, now in terror, now in anger, at the 
brood it has brought aut? 

“This erature promises to be avery pretty subject.” “Tal 
ent in plenty, and cleverness, but more faults still inherent in 
the substance of him." “Only just come into life, and the 
extravasation (extrasesement) of the thing already visible! 
A spirit cross-grained, fantastic, iracund, incompatible, tending: 
towards evil before knowing it, or baing capable of ik” A 
high heart under the jacket of a boy; it has a strange instinct 
of pride this creature; noble withal; the embryo of a shaggy 
heuded bully and killeow, that would swallow all the world, 
and is not twelve years old yet.” “A type, profoundly incon- 


dirty, rough-crnsted 

will never ancrast itself or fly.” “An intelligence, a memory, 
& capacity, that strike you, that astonish, that frighten you.” 
“A nothing bedizened with erotehets. May fling dust in the 
eyes of silly women, but will never be the fourth part ef 
4 man, if by good luck he be anything.” “One whom you 
may call ill-born, thia elder lad of mine ; who bodes, at loust 
hitherto, as if he could become nothing but a madman : almost 
invincibly maniac, with all the vile qualities of the maternal 
stock over and above. As he has a great many masters, and 
all, from the confessor to the comrade, are so many reporters 
for me, T see the nature of the beast, and don't think we shall 
ever do any good with him.” 

In a word, offences (of elasticity or expansivity) have socu- 
mulated to such height in the lad’s fifteenth year, that thera 
isa determination taken, on the part of Bhadamanthus Seri- 
blerns, to pack him out of doors, one way or the other. Alter 
various plannings, the plan of one Abbé Choquenard's Board- 
ingschool is fallen upon: the rebellious Expansive shall to 
Paris; there, under ferula and shortcommons, contract him- 
self aml consider. Farther, as the name Mirabeau is honor 
able amd right honorable, he shall not have the honor of 
it} never again, but be called Pierre Buffers, till his ways 
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decidedly alter. This Pierre Bugitre was the name of an estate 
of his mother’s in the Limousin: sad fuel of those stoking 
lawsuits which at longth blazed out as divorce-lawsuits, Wear 
ing this molancholy nickname of Peter Buffidre, as a perpetual 
badge, had poor Gabriel Honoré to go about for a number of 
years; like a misbehaved soldier with his eyebrows shaven off; 
alas, only a fifteen-years recruit yet, too young for that! 

Nevertheless, named or shorn of his name, Peter or Gabriel, 
the youth himself was still there. At Choquenard’s Boarding- 
school, a3 always afterwards in life, ho carries with him, he 
unfolds and employs, the qualities which Nature gave, which 
no shearing or shaving of art and mistreatment could take 
away. The Fils Adoptif gives a grand list of studies followed, 
acquisitions made: ancient languages (“and we hayes thou- 
sand proofs. of his indefatigable tenacity in this respect”); 
modern languages, English, Italian, German, Spanish; then 
“passionate study of mathomatics ;” design, pictorial and 
geometrical ; music, 30 a3 to read it at sight, nay to compose 
in it; singing, to a high degree; “ equitation, fencing, dancing, 
swimming and tennis :" if only the half of which were tras, 
can we say that Picrre Buttidre spent his timo ill ? 

What is more precisely certain, the disgraced Buffiere 
worked his way very soon into the good affections of all and 
sundry, in this House of Discipline, who came in contact with 
him; school-fellows, teachers, the Abbé Choquenard himeelf, 
For, said the paternal Marquis, he has the tongue of the Old 
Serpent! In fact, it is very notable how poor Buffiére, Comte 
de Mirabeau, revolutionary King Riquotti, or whatever else 
they might call him, let him come, under what discommenda- 
tion he might, into any circle of men, was sure to make them 
his ere long. To the last, no man could look into him with 
his own eyes, and continuo to hate him. He could talk men 
over, then! Yes, O Reader: and he conld act men over: for, 
at bottom, that was it. The large open soul of the man, pur 
posing deliberately no paltry, unkindly or dishonest thing 
towards any creatare, was felt to be withal a brother's soul. 
Defaced by black drossy obscurations very many; but yet 
shining out, lustrous, warm; in its troublous effulgence, great! 
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‘That a man be loved the better by men the nearer they coum 
tohim: is not this the fact of all facts? To know what ax- 


», journalistic: 

the persons ho dines with: to-kknow what: of reali worth. ia da: 
him, ask infinitely deeper and farther; ask, first of all, those 
who have tried by experiment; who, were they the foolishest. 
people, can answer pertinently here if anywhere. “Those at 
adistance esteom of mea little worse than I; those near at 
hand. a little better than 1:" so: said the good Sir Thomas 
Browne; so will all men say who have much to say on 
that. 


The Choquenard Military Boarding-school having, if nob 
fulfilled its funetion, yet ceased: to bea house of penance, and 
failed of its function, Murquis, Mirabean determined to try 
the Army. Nay, it would seem, the wicked mother hag been 
privily sending him money; which he, the traitor, has) ac 
cepted! To the Army, therefore. And so Pierre Buifiére, hax 
a basnet on his big head; theshaggy pock-pitted visage looks 
martially from under horse-hair and ¢lear metal; he dresses 
rank, with tight bridle-hand and drawn falchion, im the town 
of Saintos, ns a bold-voluntecrdzagoon. His age was but cigh- 
‘teen as yet.and some months. 

‘The people of Saintes grew to like him amazingly; would. 
even “have lent him mousy to any extent’ His Colonel, 
‘one: De Lambert; proved to be a martinct, of sharp sour tem- 
pee: the shaggy visage of Buflitre, radiant Uurowgh its seami- 
nose with several things, had not altogether the happiness to. 
content him, Furthermore there was an decker (Bailiff) ab 
Saintes, who had a daughter: she, foolish minx, liked the 
Bulle visage setter even tham the Colonel's! For ane can 
fancy what a plealer Buffitre was, im this great eause; with 
the tongne of the OM Serpent. It waa his first omonrette; 
plainly triumphant; the beginning of a quite unheand.of ca- 
reerin that kind. The aggrieved Colonel emitted “satires " 
though the iness-rooms; this hold volunteer drageon was nob 
the man to give Lim worse than ho broaght: mattors fell into 
& very unsatisfactory state betweem them. ‘To crown tho 
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whole, Buffiire went one evening (contrary to wont, now and 
always) to the guming-table, and lost four dowis, Tnsubordinas 
tion, gambling, Archer’s daughter! Rhadamanthus thunders 
from Bignon: Buffiére doffs his basnet, flies covertly to Paris, 
Negotiation there now was; confidential spy to Saintes; cor 
respondence, falmination; Dupont de Nemours as daysman 
between a Colonel and a Marquis, both in high wrath, — 
Baffidre to pay the piper! Confidential spy takes evidence; 
the whole atrocity comes to light: what wilt thou do, 0 Mar 
quis, with this devil’schild of thine? Send him to Surinam; 
lot tho Tropical heats and rains tame the hot liver of him t— 
v0 whispered paternal Brutus'.jostice and Dame Pailly; but 
smilder thoughts prevailed. Zettre de Cachet and the Isle 
of Rhé shall be tried first. ‘Phither fares poor Buffitre; not 
with Archer's daughters, but with Archers; amid the dull 
rustle and autamnal brown of the falling leaves of 1768, his 
nineteenth autumn, It is his second Heroules' Labor; the 
Boarding-house was tho firat, Bemoaned by the 
loud Atlantic he shall sit there, in winter season, under ward 
of a Bailli d’Aulan, governor of the place, and said to be a 
very Corberns. 

At Khé the old gamo is played: in fow weeks, the Cerberus 
Bailli is Buffidre’s ; baying, out of all hia throats, in Buffitre'’s 
behalf! What “sorcery” is this that the rebellious prodigy 
has in him, O Marquis? Hypocrisy, cozennge, which no gor- 
ernor of strong places can resist? Nothing short of the hot 
swamps of Surinam will hold him quiet, then? Happily there 
is fighting in Corsicn; Paoli fighting on his last legs there; 
and Baron de Vaux wants fresh troops against him. Bnffire, 
though he likes not the cause, will go thither gladly; and fight 
his very best: how happy if, by any fighting, he can conquer 
back his baptismal name, and some gleam of paternal toler 
ance! After much soliciting, his prayer is acceded to: Buffidre, 
with the rank now of “Sublientenant of Foot, in the Legion 
of Lorraine,” gets across the country to Toulon, in the month 
of April; and enters on the plain which furrows itself with- 
out plough” (eaphuistic for ocean): “God grant he may not 
have to row there one day,”—in red cap, as conriet galley 
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slave? Such is the paternal benediction and prayer; v1 
was realized, Nay, Buffire, it would seem, before quitting 
Rochelle, indeed “hardly yet two hours out of the fortress 
of Bhé,” had fallen into a new atrocity,—his first duel; a 
certain quondam messmate (discharged for swindling) having 
claimed acquaintance with him on the streets; which claim 
Bufflixe saw good to refuse; and even to resist, when de- 
manded at the sword's point! The “Corsican Buccancer, 
flibustior Corse,” that he is! 

The Corsican Buccaneer did, a8 usual, a giant's or two giants’ 
work in Corsica; fighting, writing, loving; “cight hours a day 
of study; and gained golden opinions from all manner of 
men and women. It was his own notion that Nature had 
meant him fora soldier; he felt so equable and at home in 
that busincss,—tho wreck of discordant death-tumult, and 
Toa? of cannony serving os a fine regulatory marching musie for 
him. Doubtless Nature meant him for a Man of Action; as 
chi mecus ‘all ¢reab/nonls thsb' Kare a:/etrong: body’ to dwell 
in: but Nataro will adjust herself to much. In the course of 
twelve months, in May, 1770, Bufliére gets back to Toulon; 
with much manuseript in his pocket; his head full of military 
and all other lore, “Like a library turned topsy-turvy;” his 
character much risen, as we said, with every one, The brave 
Bailli Mirabean, though almost against, principle, cannot refuse 
to see a chief nephew, as he passes so near the old Castle on 
tho Durance: the good unclo is charmed with him; finds, 
‘under features terribly reamod and altered from what they 
were,” bodily and mentally all that is royal and strong, nay 
“an oxpression of something refined, something gracious ;” 
declares him, after several days of incessant talk, to be the 
‘best fellow on earth if well dealt with, “who will shape into 
statesman, generalissimo, pope, what thou pleasest to desire !” 
Or, shall we give poor Buffitre's testimonial in mege-room dia- 
loct; in its native twanging vociferosity, and garnished with 
old oaths, —which, alas, have become for us almost old prayers 
now, —the vociferous Moustachio-figures whom they twanged 
through having all vanished 20 long since: “ Morblew, Monsiour 
LABE ; Pest un garyon diablement wif ; mais c'est in bon gursony 
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yoda de Pespeit comme trois cent mille dinkles ; et. parblew, wm 
Kamae trea drawe.” 

Moved by all manner of testimonials and entreaties: from 
unele and family, the rigid Marqnis consents, not without diff 
oulty, to see this anomalous Peter Builltre of his; and thon, 
alter solomn deliberation, even to un-Peter him, and give him 
back his name. It was in September that they met; at Aigues- 
perse, in the Limousin near the Lends of Pierre Bujitre, Soft 
ruth comes stealing through the Rhadamanthine heart; trem~ 
blings of faint hope even, which, howover, must veil itself in 
austerity and rigidity. ‘The Marquis writes: “I perorate him 
very much; observe “my man, how he droops his nose, and 
looks fixedly, a sign. that he is reflecting; or whirls away bis 
head, hiding a tear: serious, now mild, now severe, we give it 
him alternately; it is thus I manage the mouth of this fiery 
animal.” Had he but read the Ephémérides, the Eoonomiques, 
tho Précis des LUémens (tha most labored book I have dono, 
though I wrote it in such health”); had he but got grounded. 
in my Political Economy! Whieh, however, he does not take 
to with any heart. On the contmry, he unhappily finds it 
hollow, pragmatical, a barren jingle of formulas; pedantic 
even; unnutritive as the east-wind, Blasphemous words; 
which (or the like ef them) any eavesdropper bas but to report 
te the Master" — And yet, after all, is itnot a brave Gabriel 
this rough-built young Hereules; and has finished handsomely 
his Second Labor? The head of the fellow is “a wind-mill 
and fire-mill of ideas.” The Waroftice makes him captain, and 
he ia passionate for following soldiexehip: but then, unlackily, 
your Alexander needs such tools; 2 whole world for workshop 
“Where are the armies and herring-shoals of men to come 
from? Does he think 1 have money,” snufiics the old Marquis, 
“to get him up battles like Harlequin and Scaramouch? ™ 
The fool! he shall settle down into rurulity ; firs, however, 
though it is a risk, see a little of Paris, 

At Paris, through winter, the brave Gabriel carries all bofore 
him; shines in saloons, in the Versailles CRil-de-Ramf;, dines 
with your Duke of Orleans (young Chartres, not yet eco 
Fgatité, bob-nobking with him); dines with your Guéménés, 
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‘Broghes, and mere Grandeurs; and is invited to hunt, Even 
the old women are charmed with him, and rustle in their 
satins: such a light has not risen in the CBil-de-Bonf for some 
while, Grant, O Marquis, that there are worte ead-dogs than 
this, ‘The Marquis grants pactially; and yet, and yet! Few 
things are notabler than these successive surveys by the old 
Marquis, critically scanning his young Count ; — 

“Iam on my guard; remembering how vivacity of head 
may deceive you as to a character of morass (de towrbe) = but, 
all considered, one must give him store of exercise; what the 
dovil else to do with such exuberance, intellectual and san- 
guineous? I know no woman but the Empress of Russia with 
whom this man were good to marry yet." “Hard to find a 
dog (dréle) that had more talent and action in the head of him 
than this; he would reduce the devil to terms.” “Thy nephew 
Whirlwind (? Ouragen) assists me; yesterday the Valet Luce, 
who is a sort of privileged simpleton, said pleasantly, ‘Confess, 
M. le Comte, a man’s body is vory unhappy to carry a head 
like that.’ “The terrible gift of familiarity (ax Pope Gregory 
called it)! He turns the great people here round his finger.” 

Or again, though all this is some years afterwarda: “They 
have never done telling me that be is easy to set s-rearing; 
that you cannot speak to him reproachfully but his eyes, his 
lips, his color testify that all is giving way; on the other 
hand, the smallest word of tenderness will make him burst into 
tears, and he would fling himself into the fire for you.” “I 
pass my life in cramming him (a Ze Dourrer) with principles, 
with all that I know; for this man, ¢ver the same as to his 
fondamenta) properties, has done nothing by these long and 
solid studies but augment the rubbish-heap in his head, which 
is a library turned topsy-turvy; and then his talent for daa 
zling by superficials; for he has snujfod up all formulas, and can- 
not substantiate anything.” “A wicker-basket, that lets all 
through; disorder born; credulous as a nurse; indiscreet; @ 
liar [kind of white liar], by exaggeration, affirmation, offront 
ery, without need, and merely to tell histories; a confidence 
that dazzles you on everything; cleverness and talent without 
limit. For the rest, the vices have infinitely less root in hira 
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than the virtues; all is facility, impetuosity, imeffectuality (not 
Focsran) of fam, bat of gas} ivracmgeapenysony oiled GoGfaagaadh 
in charseter: a mind that meditates in the vague, and buildaof 
“Spite of the bitter ugliness, the intoreadont step, 

the trenchant breathless blown-up precipitation, and thr: look, 
or, to say better, the atrocious eyebrow of this man when ke 
listens and reficcts, something told me that it waa all but 
scarecrow of old cloth, this ferocious outward garniture of his; 
that, at bottom, here was perhaps the man in all France least 
capable of deliberate wickedness." “Pie and jay by instinct.” 
“Wholly reflox and rovorborance (tout de refiet et de réverdére) 5 
drawn to the right by his heart, to the left by his head, which 
he carries four paces from him.” * May become the Cory pheas 
of the Time.” “A blinkard (myope) precipitancy, born with 
him, which makes him take the quagmive for firm earth —" 

— Cluck, cluck, —in the name of all the gods, what prodigy 
isthis I have hatched? Web-footed, broad-billed ; which will 
run snd drown itself, if Merey and the parent-fowl proven 
not! 


How inexpressibly true, meanwhile, is this that the old 
Marquis says: “He bas snuffed up all formulas (a hamé 
toxtes los formules),” and mado away with thom! Formulas, 
indeed, if we think of it, Formulas and Gabriel Honoré had 
been, and were to be, at death-feud from first to last. What 
formula of this formalized (established) world had been a kind 
one to Gabriel? His son) could find no shelter in them, thoy 
were unbelievable; his body no solacement, they were tyranni« 
cal, unfair. If there were not pabulam and substance beyond 
formulas, and in spite of them, then woe to him! ‘To thia 
man formulas would yield no existence or habitation, if it were 
not in the Isle of Rhé and such places; but threatened to 
choke the life out of him: either formulas or he must goto 
the wall 1 so, after a tough fight, they, as it proves, will 
go. So cunningly thrifty is Destiny; and is quietly shaping 
ber tools for the work they are to do, whilst she seems but 
spoiling and breaking them! For, eonsider, 0 Marquis, 
whether France herself will not by and by have to swallow a 
formula. or two? This sight thou lookest on from the baths 
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of Mount a’Or, does it not bode something of that kind? 
A summer day in the year 1777:— 


“Q Madame! the narrations I would give you, if I had not 
@ score of letters to answer, on dull sad business! I would 
paint to you the votive feast of this town, which took place on 
the Mth The savages descending in torrents from the Moun- 
tains,—our people ordered not to stir out. The curabe with 
surplice and stole; public justice in periwig; maréchawsste, 
sabre in hand, guarding the place, before the bagpipes were 
permitted to begin. The dance interrupted, a quarter of an 
hour after, by battle; the cries and fierce hissings of the chil- 
dren, of tho infirm, and other on-lookers, ogling it, tarring it 
‘on, as the mob does when dogs fight. Frightful men, or rather 
wild creatures of the forest, in coarse woollen jupes, and broad 
girths of leather studded with copper nails ; of gigantic stature, 
heightened by the high sabots; rising still higher on tiptoo, to 
look at the battle; beating time to it; rubbing their sides with 
their elbows: their face haggard, covered with their long 
groasy hair; top of the visage waxing pale, bottom of it twist- 
ing itself into the radiments of a crue) laugh, a ferocious im- 
patience. —And these people pay the taille{ And you want 
to take from thom their salt too! And you know not what you 
strip bare, or, as you call it, govern; what, with the heodless 
cowardly squirt of your pen, you will think you eun continue 
stripping with impunity forever, till the Catastrophe come! 
Such sights recall deop thoughts to one. ‘Poor Jean-Jacques!” 
T said to myself: ‘they that sent thee, and thy System, to copy 
music among such a People as these same, have confuted thy 
System but il!’ But, on the other hand, these thoughts were 
consolatory for a man who has all his life proached the nooes- 
sity of solacing the poor, of universal instruction; who has 
tried to show what such instruction and such solacement ought 
to be, if it would form a barrier (the sole possible barrier) be- 
‘tween oppression and revolt; the sole but the infallible treaty 
‘of peace between the high and the low! Ab, Madame! this 
government by blind-man’s-buff, stumbling along too far, will 


end by the cxyenan ovunruny.” 
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Prophetic Marquis!—Might other nations listen to thee 
better than France did; for it concerns them el! But now is 
it not eurious to think how the whole world might bare gone 
so differently, bat for this very prophet? Had the young 
Miralbeau had a father as other men have; or even no father 
atall! Consider him, in that caso, rising by natural gradation, 
hy the rank, the opportunity, the irrepressible booyaut facul- 
ties hg lad, step after step, to official place, —to the ehief 
official place; as in a time when Turgots, Neckers, and men 
of ability, were grown indispensable, he was sure to have done, 
‘By natural witchery he bewitehes Marie-Antoinette; her most 
of all, with her quick, susceptive instincts, her quick sense for 
whatevor was great and noble, her quick hatred for whatever 
was bat pedantic, Neckerish, Fayettish, and pretending to be 
great. King Louis is a nullity; happily then redueed to be 
one; there would then have been at the summit of France the 
one French Man who could have grappled with that groat 
Question; who, yielding and refusing, managing, guiding, and, 
in short, seeing and daring what was to be donc, had perhaps 
saved France her Revolution; remaking her by pesceabler 
methods! But to the Sapreme Powers it seemed not so. Onoe, 
after a thousand years, all nations were to sea the great Con- 
flagration and Self-combustion of a Nation, —and learn from 
itif thoy could, And now, for a Swallower of Formulas, was 
there a better schoolmaster ia the world than this very Friend 
of Men; @ batter eduestion conceivable than this whieh 
Aleides-Mirabeau had? Trust in Heaven, good reader, for 
‘the fate of nations, for the fall of a sparrow. 


Gabriel Honoré has acquitted himpelf so well in Paris, tarm 
ing the great poople round his thumb, with that “sond gailland, 
basis of gayety,” with that “ torribie dom de la familiarité :” 
with those ways he has. Neither, in the quite opposite Man- 
ofbusiness department, when summer comes and rurality with 
it, is he found wanting. In the summer of the year, the old 
Friend of Men despatches him to the Limousin, to his own 
estate of Pierre Builitre, or his wife's own estate (under the 
law-balance about this time), to see whether anything can be 
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done for men there. Much is to be done there ; the Peasants, 
short of all things, oven of victuals, bere as overywhero, woar 
“a settled soujtredoudeur (pain-stricken) look, as if they reck- 
oned that the pillage of men was ap inevitable ordinance 
of Heaven, to be put up with like the wind and the hail,” 
Here, in the solitude of the Limousin, Gabriel is still Gabriel: 
he rides, ine writes and runs; eats out of the poor people's 
pots; speaks to them, redresses them; institutes « court of 
Villager “prudhemmet, good men and true,” —ones more car- 
ries all before him. Confess, 0 Rhadamanthine Marquis, we 
way again, that there are worse saddogs than this! “He is” 
confesses the Marquis, “the Demon of the Impossible, fo démom 
de la chose impossible.” Most trac this also: impossible ia a 
word not in his dictionary. Thus the same Gabriel Honoré, 
Jong afterwards (as Dumont will witness), orders his secretary 
to do gome miracle or other, miraculous within the tima The 
secretary answers, “ Monsieur, it is impossible.””—~ * Impos- 
sible?” answers Gabriel: “Ne me dites jamais ce béte de mot, 
Never name to mo that blockhead of a word!” Really, ome 
would say, a good fellow, were he well dealt with,— though 
atill broad-billed, and with latent tendencies to take the water. 
The following otherwise insignificant Letter, addressed to the 
Bailli, seems to us worth copying. Is not his young Loni 
ship, if still in the dandy-state und styleofmockery, very 
Iundsome in it; standing there in the suow? It is of date 
December, 1771, and iar onwards om the road towards Mira 
bean Castle: — 


“Practi bello satisque repulsi ductores Dunatm: bore, dear 
uncle, is a beginning in good Latin, which means that 1 am 
broken with fatigue, not having, this whole week, slops-more 
than sentinels do; and sounding, at the same tine, with the 
wheels of my vehicle, most of the rats and jolts that Jie be- 
tween Paris and Marseilles. Ruts deep and namerous. Morv- 
over, my axle broke between Mucreau, Romand, Chambertin 
aad Beaune; the centre of four wine districts; what a geo- 
graphical point, if I had had the wit to be a drunkard! The 
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mischief happened towards five in the evening; my lackey had 
gone on before, There fel! nothing at the time bat melted 
snow 5 happily itafterwards took some consistency. The neigh- 
borhood of Beaune made me hope to find genius in the natives 
of the country: I had need of good counsel; the devil coun- 
sclled me at first to swear, but that whim passed, and I fell by 
preference into the temptation of laughing ; for a holy: priest 
came jogging up, wrapt to the chin; against the blessed vis- 
age of whom the sleet was beating, which made him out so 
singular a face, that I think this was the thing drove me from 
swearing. The holy man inquired, seeing my chaise on its 
beam-ends, and one of the wheels wanting, whether anything 
had befallen, 1 answered, ‘there was nothing falling here but 
snow! ‘Ah,’ said he, ingeniously, ‘it is your chaise, then, that 
is broken." Iadmired the sagacity of the man, and begged 
him to double his pace, with his horse's permission (who was 
also making @ pleasant expression of countenance, ag the 
snow beat on his nose); and to be so good as give notice at 
Chaigny that Iwas thers He assured me he would tell it 
to the post-mistress herself, sho being his cousin; that sho 
was a very amiable woman, married three yoars ago to one 
of the honestest men of the place, nephew to the king's pro- 
enreur at——; in fine, after giving me all the outs and ina of 
himself, the curate, of his cousin, his cousin's husband, and 
T know not whom more, he was pleased to give the spura to 
Ais horse, which thereupon gave a grunt, and went on. 

“I forgot to toll you that I had sent the postilion off to 
Mnuoreau, which he knew the road to, for he went thither daily, 
he anid, to have # glass; a thing T could well believe, or even 
‘two glasses, ‘The man was but tipsified when be went; hap- 
pily, when he returned, which was very late, he was drunk, I 
walkod sentry: several Beanne met passed, all of whom asked 
me, if anything had befallon? T answered one of them, that 
it was an éxperiment; that I had been sent from Paria to see 
whether a chaise would run with one wheel; mine had come 
so far, but I was going to write that two wheels were prefer- 
able. At this moment my worthy friend strack his shin 
against the other wheel ; clapped his hand on the hurt place; 





swore, a3 1 had near done; and then said, smiling, ‘Ah, Moo- 
Sieur, thero is the other wheel!’ ‘The devil there is!’ said I, 
asifastonished. Another, after examining long, with a rery 
capable air, informed me,‘ Ma foi, Monsieur! it is your ecat 
(meaning essieu, or axle) that is broken.’ " 


Miraboan's otrand to Provence, in this winter-season, was 
several-fold. To look after the Mirabeau estates; to domes- 
tieate himself among his people and peera in that region; —~ 
perhaps to choose a wife, Lately, as we saw, the old Marquis 
could think of none suitable, if it were not the Empresa 
Catherine. But Gabriel has ripened astonishingly sinee that, 
under this sunshine of paternal favor, —the first gleam of 
sach weathor ho has over had. Short of the Empress, it were 
very well to marry, the Marquis now thinks, provided your 
bride had money. A bride, not with money, yet with cam 
nections, expectations, is found; and by stormy eloquence 
(Q@Marquis seconding) is carried: woe worth the hour! Her 
portrait, by the seconding Marquis himself, is not very capti- 
vating: “ Marie-Emilie de Covet, only daughter of the Marquis 
de Marignané, in ber eighteenth year then; she had a very 
ordinary face, oven & vulgar one at the first glance; brown, 
nay almost tawny (mauricaud) ; fine eyes, fine hair; teeth not 
good, bat a prettyish continual smile; figure small, but agree- 
able, though leaning a little to onc side; showed great spright- 
liness of mind, ingenuous, ndroit, delicate, lively, sportfal; 
one of the most essentially pretty characters." This brown, 
almost tawny little woman, much of a fool too, Mirabeau gets 
to wife, on the 22d of June, 1772. With her, and with « pen- 
sion of 3,000 franes from his fatherdn-law, and one af 6,000 
from his. own father (say/£500 in all), and rich expectancies, 
he shall sit down, in the bottom of Provence, by his own hirod 
hearth, in the town of Aix, and bless Heaven. 

_ Candor will admit that this young Alexander, just begin- 
ning his twenty-fourth year, might grumble a little, secing 
only one guch world to conquer. Howover, be had his books, 
he had his hopes; health, faculty; a Universe (whereof even 
the town of Aix formed part) all rich with fruit and forbidden- 
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fruit round him; the unspeakable “ soedfiold of Time” wherein 
to sow: he said to himself, Go to, I will be wise. And yt 
human nature is frail. One can judge too, whether the old 
Marquis, now coming into decided lawsuit with his wife, was 
of a humor to forgive poocadillons. The torrible, hoarsely 
calm, Rhadamanthine way in which he expresses himself on 
this matter of the lawsuit to his brother, and enjoins silence 
from all mortals but him, might affect weak nerves; where 
fore, contrary to purpose, we omit it, O just Marquis! In 
faot, the Riquetti household at this time can do little for frail 
human nature; exeept, perhaps, make it fall faster. ‘The 
RKiquetti houschold is gutting scattered ; not always led assum 
der, but driven and hurled asunder: the tornado times for 
it bave begun. One daughter is Madame du Saillant (still 
living), judicious sister: another is Madame de Cabris, not 
0 judicious; for, indeed, her husband has lawsuits, — owing 
to “defamatory couplets” proceeding from him; she gets 
“insulted on the public promenade of Grasse," by a certain 
Baron do Villenouve-Moans, whom somo defamatory couplet 
had touched upon;—all the parties in the business being 
fools. Nay, poor woman, she by and by, we find, takes up 
“with preternaptial persons; with a certain Brianson in epau- 
lottes, described candidly, by the Fils Adoptif, as “a man 
who” —is not fit to be described. 

A young heir-apparent of all the Mirabeaus is required to 
mako somo figure; especially in marrying himself, The pros- 
ent young heir-uapparent has nothing to make a figure with 
but bare five hundred a year, and very considerable debts. 
‘Old Mirabeau is hard as the Mosaic rock, and no wand proves 
‘miraculous on him; for ¢rousscaus, exdeous, foot-washings, 
festivities and house-heatings, he does simply nob yield ane 
sou. The heir must himself yield them. He does so, and 
handsomely: but, alas, the five hundred a year, and very eon- 
siderable debts ? Quit Aix and dinnorgiving; retire to the 
old Chatean in the gorge of two valleys! Devised and! dons, 
But now, a young Wife used to the delicacies of life, ought 
she not to have some suite of rooms done up for hee? Uphok 
sterers hammer and furbish; with effect; not without bills, 











Then the very considerable Jew-debts! Poor Mirabeau sees 
athing Soeity|brek to:rus tothe Sotharsa:lay, mith toneaan die 


to in the moet impassioned persuasive manner, answers by a 
letter, of the sort they call Sealed Letver (Lettre de Cachet), 
ordering the impassioned Persuasive, under his Majesty's 
hand and seal, to bundle into Coventry as we should say, 
into Manosque as the Sealod Latter says !— Farewell, thou 
old Chateau, with thy upholstered rooms, on thy sheer rock, 
by the angry-flowing Durance: weloome, thou miserable lit- 
tle borough of Mamosque, since hither Fate drives us! In 
Manosque, too, aman ean live, and read; can write an Kysai 
sur le Despotieme (ani have it printed in Switzerland, 1774) ; 
fall of fire and rough vigor, and still worth reading, 

‘Tho Kesuy ow Deepotinm, with eo little of tho Ephémérides 
and Quesnay in it, could find but a hard critic in the old Mar 
Hayne Mii casket shea Coma Sanolen)yalionh Relient 
reverberance ;" formulas gotsing snuffed up; rash baiz-brain 
treating matters that require age and gravity ;— however, 
Jet it pass, Unhappily there came other offences. A certain 
gawk, named Chevalier de Gassaud, accustomed to. visit in 
tthe house at Manosque, eees good to commence a kind of 
theoretic flirtation with the little brown Wife, which she 
theoretically sees good to return. Billet meets billet; glance 
follows glance, creseado allegro;— till the Husband opens his 
lips, voleano-like, with a proposal to kick Chevalier de Gas- 
saud out of doors, Chevalier de Gassand goes unkicked, but 
not without some oxplosion or éelat; there is like to be a duel; 
only that Gassaud, knowing what sword this Riquetti wears, 
will not fight;-and his father lias to plead and beg... Genurous 
Count, kill not my poor son; alas, already this most lamenta- 
Hie explosion itself has broken off tho finest marriage-settle- 
‘Ment, and now the family will not hear of him! The generous 
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Coant, so pleaded with, not only flings the duel to the winds, 
‘but gallops off, forgetful of the Lettre de Cachet, half desperate, 
to plead with the marrisge-family ; to preach with them, and 
pray, till they have taken poor Gassaud into favor again. 
Prosperous in this, for nothing can resist such pleading, he 
may now ride home more leisurely, with the consciousness of 
‘8 right action for once. 

As we hint, this ride of his lies beyond the limits fixed in 
the royal Sealed Letter; but no one sorely will mind it, no 
one will report it. A beautiful summer evening: 0 poor 
Gabriel, it is tho last poaceably prosperous ride thou shalt 
have for long, —perhaps almost ever in the world! For lot 
who is this that comes curricling through the level yellow 
sunlight; like one of Respoctability, kecping his gig? By 
Day and Night! it is that base Baron, de Villenenve-Moans, 
who insulted Sister Cabris in the promenade of Grasse! Hus 
man nature, without time for reflection, is able to err. The 
ewiltrolling gig is alroady in contact with one, the horse 
rearing against your horse; and you dismount, almost with- 
out knowing. Satisfaction which gentlemen expect, Monsivur! 
No? Do I hear rightly No? In that ease, Monsieur— And 
this wild Gabriel (Aorreseo referens /) clutohes the respectable 
Villenouve-Moans ; and horsewhips him there, not emblemati- 
cally only, but practically, on the king’s highway: seen of 
some peasants! Here is a message for Rumor to blow 
abroad. 

Rumor blows,—to Paris as elsewhither: for answer, on 
the 26th of Juno, 1774, there arrives a fresh Sealed Letter of 
more emphasis; there arrive with it grim catchpoles and thoir 
chaise: the Swallower of Formulas, snatched away from his 
wife, from his child then dying, from his last shadow of a 
home, even an exiled home, is trundling towards Marseilles; 
towards the Castle of If, which frowns out among the waters 
in the roadstead there! Girt with the blue Mediterranean; 
‘within iron stanchions; cut off from pen, paper, and friends, 
and men, excopt the Corberus of the place, who is chargod to 
be very sharp with him, there shall be sit: such virtue it 
in a Sealed Letter; so bas the grim old Marquis ordered it, 


LFF 





3 
z 
i 
F 
i 
3 
: 
i 
z 
i 
b 


growing ever painfuler; alas, growing erer mord devious, 
Deset by ignes fatui, and lights not of Heaven. Such Aleides?’ 
Labors have seldom been.allotted to any man. 

Check thy hot fronzy, thy hot tears, poor Mirabeau; adjust 
thyself as it may be; for there is no help. Autamn bocomes 
Joud winter, revives into gentle spring: the waves beat round 
the Castle of If, at the mouth of Marseilles harbor; girdling 
in the unhappiest man. No, not the unbappiest: poor Gabriel 
has such » “fond gaillard, basis of joy and gayety;” there ia 
@ deep fiery life in him, which no blackness of destiny can 
quonch, The Cerberus of If, M. Dallagre, relents, as all Cer- 
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wives! A mere pecendillo this of the frail fair Can- 
(according to the Fils Adoptif); of which too much 
made at the time.— Nor are juster consolations wanting, 
brothers bidding you be of hope. Our readers 
Count Mirabean designated as “‘the elder of my 
" what if we now exhibited the younger for ono mo- 
? The Maltese Chevalier de“Mirabeaa, a rough son of 
the soa in those days: he also is asad dog, but has the advane 
fage of not being the elder. He has started from Malta, 
from’a sick-bed, and got hithsr to Maresilles, in the dead of 
winter; the link of Nature drawing him, shaggy sea-monster 
as he is. 
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“Ib was a rough wind; none of the boatmea would Jeave 
the quay with me: Linduced two of thom, more by tullyings 
‘than by money; for thon knowest I have no money, and am 
well furnished, thank God, with the gift of speaking or 
stuttering, I reach the Custle of If: gates closed; and ithe 
Lieutenant, as M. Dallgre was not there, tells mo quite 
sweetly that T must return as I came. * Not, if you please, 
till have seen Gabriel.’ ‘Itis not allowed.'— +1 will write to 
him’ ‘Not that either.’ — ‘Then I will wait for M. Dallégre.’ 
‘Just so; but for fourandtwenty hours, not more.’ Where 
npon T take my resolution; E go to La Mouret [the Cantecn- 
keeper's pretty wife]; we agree that so soou as the tattoa is 
boat, I shall see this poor devil, L get to him, in fret; ‘mot 
like a paladin, but like a pickpocket or a gallant, which theu 
wilt; and we unbosom ourselves. They had been afraid that 
ho would heat my head to the temperature of his own: Sister _ 
Cabris, they do him little justice; I can assure thee that 
while he was telling me his story, and when’ my tage broke 
out in these words: ‘Though still weakly, I have two arms, 
strong enough to break M. Villenewro-Moans's, or his cowardly 
persecuting brother's at least,’ he said to me, Mon ami, thou 
wilt ruin us both. And,I confess, this consideration alone; 
perhaps, hindered the execution of a project, which could 
not have profited, which nothing but the fermentation of = 
head such as mino could exeuse” * 

Reader, this tarry young Maltese Chevalier is the Vieomte 
de Mirabeau, or Younger Mirabeaa; whom all men heard of 
in the Revolution time, —oftencet by the more familiar name 
of Mirateaw-Tonnna, or Barrel Mirabeau, from his bull, and 
the quantity of drink he usually held. It is the sume Barrel 
Mirabeau who, in the States-General, broke his sword, because 
the Noblesse gave in, and chivalry was now ended: for in 
polities he was directly thé opposite of his elder brother; and 
spoke considerably as a public man, making men laugh (for 
ho wns a wild eurly fellow, with much wit in him snd muelt 
liquor) ;—then went indignantly across the Rhine, and drilled 

Regiments: but ax he sat one morning in his tent, 
2 Vob ii p. 43. 








sour of storsach doubtless and of heart, meditating in Tartarean 
hamor on the turm things took, a certain captain or subaltern: 
demands admittance on business; is refused ; again demands, 
and then agaim, till. tho Colonel Viscount Barrel Mirabeaa, 
blazing up into a mere burning brandy-barrel, clutches his 
sword, and tumbles out on this canaille of an intruder, — 
alas, on the canaille of an intruder's sword’s-point (who drew 
with swift dexterity), and dies, and it is all done with him! 
That was the fifth act of Barrel Mirabean’s lifo-tragedy, un- 
Tike, and yet like, thin first act in the Castle of If; and so 
the curtain fell, the Newspapers calling it “spoplexy” and 
“alarming accident.” 

Brother and Sisters, the little brown Wife, the Cerberus 
of Tf, all solicit for a penitent unfortunate sinner. ‘The old 
Marquis's ear is deaf aa that of Destiny. Solely by way of 
variation, not of alleviation, the rather as the If Cerberus too 
has been bewitched, he has this sinner removed, in May next, 
after some nine months’ space, to the Castle of Joux; au “old 
owl's nest, with a few invalids, among the Jura Mountains. 
Instead of melancholy main, let him now try the melancholy 
granites (still capped with snow at this senson), with thoir 
mists and owlets; and on the whole adjust himself as if for 
pérmanence or continuance there; on a pension of 1,200 francs, 
fifty pounds a year, since he could not do with five hundred! 
Poor Mirabeau;—and poor Mirabeau’s Wife? Reader, the 
foolish little brown woman tires of soliciting: her child being 
buried, her husband buried alive, and her little brown self 
being still above ground and under twenty, she takes to rec- 
reation, theoretic flirtation; ceases soliciting, begins successful 
forgetting. Tho marriage, out asunder that day the catchpole 
ebaise drew up at Manoaque, will never come together again, 
in spite of efforts; but flow onwards in two separate streams, 
to loso itsclf in the frightfulest eanddeserta. “Husband at 
wife never more saw each other with eyes, 


‘Not far from the melancholy Onstlo of Joux lios tlie little 


melancholy borough of Pontarlier; whither our Privoner lias 
leave, on his parole, to walk when he chooses. A melancholy 
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little borough: yet in it is a certain Monnier Household; 
whereby hangs, and will hang, a tale Of old M. Monier, 
respectable legal President, now in his seventy-fifth year, we 
shall say less than of bis wife, Sophic Monnier (onco Do 
Buffoy, from Dijon, sprung from legal Presidents there), who 
is still but short way out of her teens. Yet she bas been 
married, or seomed to be married, four years: one of the love- 
liest sad-horoie women of this or any district of country. 
What accursed freak of Fate brought January and May to- 
gether here ones again? Alas, it is a custom there, good 
reader!’ Thus the old Naturalist Buffon, wha, at the age of 
sixty-threo (what is called “the Saint-Martin’s summer of 
incipient dotage and new-myrtle garlands,” which visits some 
men), Wenb ransacking the country for a young wife, had vory 
nearly got this identical Sophie; bet did get another, known 
as Madame do Buffon, well known to Philip Bgalitd, having 
turned out ill. Sophie de Ruffey loved wise men, but not at 
that oxtremely advanced period of life. However, the ques- 
tion for her is: Does she love a Convent better? Hor mother 
and duther are rigidly devout, and rigidly vain and poor: the 
poor gitl, sad-hervie, is probably « kind of freethinker. And 
now, old President Monnier “quarrelling with his danghter;” 
and then coming over to Pontarlior with gold-bags, marringe- 
settlements, and the prospect of dying soon? It is that samo 
miserable tale, often sung against, often spoken against; very 
‘misorablo indood | 

But fancy what an effect the fiery eloquence of a Mirabean 
produced in this scanbre Household; one’s young gitldreams 
incarnated, most unexpectedly, in this wild-glowing inass of 
manhood, though rather ugly; old Monnier himself gleaming 
up into a kind of vitality to hear him! Or fancy whether a 
sad-heroic face, glancing on you with a thankfulness like to 
become glad-hervic, were not ——? Mirmbeau felt, by known 
symptoms, that the sweetest, fatalest incantation was stealing 
over Lim, which could lead only to the devil, for all parties 
interested. He wrote to bis wife, entreating in the name of 
Heaven, that she would come to him: thereby might the 
“sight of his duties” fortify him; he meanwhile would as 





MIRABEAU, oo 


Jeast forbear Pontarlier. The wife “answered by = few ley 
lines, indicating, in a covert way, that she thought me not in 
my wits.” He ceases forbearing Pontarlier; sweeter is it than 
the owl's nest: he returns fegirncieaet chemin 
sweeter weleome; and 5 —! 

(vs Deitch hey Peauialua ah GlA 
foolish Commandant of the Castle of Joux. Hoe, though kind 
to his prisoner formerly, “had been making some pretensions 
to Sophie himself; he was but forty or five-and-forty years 
older than I; my ugliness was not greater than his; and 1 
had the advantage of being an honest man.” Groon-oyed 
Jealousy, in the shape of this old ugly Commandant, warns 
Monnier by letter; also, on some thin pretext, restriets 
Mirabeau honceforth to the four walls of Joax, Mirabeau 
Se aidckates tie aaa mee 

Commandant; indignantly steps over into Switzer. 
TCSSe ea dan ats egal bos cll es veer laceaes Sai 
day or two (it ia dark January, 1776), covertly to Pontarlier, 
‘There is an explosion, what they call éelat. Sophio Mounier, 
sharply dealt with, resists; avows her love for Gabriel 
Honoré; asserts her right to love him, her purpose to ¢on- 
tinue doing it. She is sent home to Dijon; Gabriel Honoré 
covertly follows her thither. 

Explosions: what a continued series of explosions, — 
through winter, spring, summer! There are tears, devotional 
exercises, threatenings to commit suicide; there are stolen 
interviews, perils, proud avowals and lowly concealments. 
He on his part “voluntarily constitutes himself prisoner ;"* 
and does other haughty, vehement things; some Commandants’ 
behaving honorably, and some not: one Commandant (old 
Marquis Mirabeau of the Chateau of Bignon) getting ready 
his thunder-bolte in the distance! “I hnve boen lucky enough 
to obtain Mont Saint-Michel, in Normandy,” says the old 
Marquis: “T think that prison good, becanse there is first the 
Castle itself, then a ring-work all round the mountain; and, 
after that, a pretty long passage among the aands, where you 
need guides, to avoid being drowned in the quicksands." Yes, 
it rises there, that mountain of Saint-Michel, and Mountain of 
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Men) nemeeer sa haalol Daelindse ieee 
only into desolation, sand, salt-water and despair.’ Fly, show 
poor Gabriel Honoré! Thou poor Sophie, return to Pontarliers 
for Convent-walls too are eruel ! 

Gabriel flies; and indeed there fy with him Sister Cabris: 
amd her preterauptial epauletied Briauson, who are eleeady.in 
flight for their own. behoof: into deep thickets and covered 
ways, wide over the Southwest of France. Marquis Mirabeau, 
thinking with a fond sorrow of Mont Saint-Michel and its 
quicksands, chooses the two best bloodhounds the Police of 
Paris has (Inspector Brognidre and another) ; and, unmuzeling 
them, cries: Hunt !— Man being a venatory creature, and the, 
Chase perennially interesting to him, we have thought it might 
be good to present cortaim broken glimpses of this man-hant 
through the Southwest of Frances of which, by a singular 
felicity, some Narrative exists, in the shape of official reports, 
very Ul-spelt and otherwise curious, written down 
by the eblef slot-hound himself, for transmittal to the chief 
hentsman eying it intently from the distance, It is not 
covery day that there is such game afield as a Gabriel Honord, 
such a hunteman tallyhoing in the distance as old Marquis 
Mirabeau; or that you have a bound who can, in paver 
so bad spelling, ¢eZ you what his notions of the business 
are: — 

“On arriving at Dijon, I went to see Madame la, Présidente 
Buffey, to gather new informations from ber. Madame. in- 
formed me that there was in the town a certain Chevalier 
de Macon, a half-pay officer, who was the Sigur Mirabeau’y 
friend, his companion and confidant, and that if anyone could 
get acquainted with Aim "—. “The Sicur Bruguitre went 
therefore to lodge ab this Macon’s inn; finds meana to get 
acquainted with him, affecting the samo tastes, following him 
to fencing-rooms, billiard-tables: and other such plaves!— 

“ Accordingly, on reaching Geneva, we learn that the Sieur 
Mirabeau did arrive thore on the 5th of June, He loft it for 
‘Phonon in Savoy; two women in men’selothes came asking 
for him, and they all went away together, by Chambéry, and 

5 See Méweires de Madame ale Genlis, Ei. 201. 








thence by Turin. At Thonon -we could not learn what rouil 
they had taken; so secret are they, and involve themselves in 
all manner of detours. After three days of incrédiblo fatigue, 
we discover the man that had driven them: it 4s back to 
Genova that they are gone; we hasten hither again, and 
pasa LN pn amp enalapril 
before ! 

“However, what helps Brugalte andl neva little ts this, 
that the Sieur Mirabeao and his train, though already armed 
even  hunting-knife with a seeret pistol for handle; we 
learned thisas Geneva. They take remote disbolic roads to 
avoid entering Franee.... Following on foot the trace of 
them, it brings us to Lyons, where they seem to have taken 
the most obscure methods, uecompanied with impenetrable 
cunning, to enter the town; we lost all track of them; our 
researches were most painful, At length we have come apon 
aman named SaintJean, confidential servant of Madame do 
Cubris."—“On quitting this, along with Brianson, who I 
think is a bad subject, M. de Mirabeau signified to Saint- 
Jean that they were going to Lorgue in Provence, which is 
Brianson's country; that Briunson was then to accompany 
‘him as faras Nioo, where he would embark for Genova and 
pass & mouth there."*— 

“ Following this trace of M. de Mirabeau, who had embarked 
on the Rhone at Lyons; we came to Avignon : here we find he 
took post-horses, having sent for them half a league from the 
town; he had another pair of pistols bought for him here; 
and then, being well hidden in the eabriolet, drove through 
Avignon, pat letters in the post-oflice ; it was about the dusk 
of the evening. But now at that time was the chief tumult 
of the Beaucaire Fair,t and this cabriolet was so lost in the 
crowd that it was impossible for us to track it farther. Tow- 
ever, the domestic SaintJean—. ... a M. Marsaut, 
Advosate,an honorable man, who gave ue all possible direo- 
tions.” He introduced us to this Brianson, with whom we 
contrived to sup. We gave ourselves out for travellers, Lyons 

¥ Napoleon's Seiper we Bemacaire 
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merchants, who were going, the one of us to Geneva and 
Italy, the other to Geneva only; it was the way to make this 
Brianson apedk.” . . . 

“When you leave Provence to pass into the Country of Nice, 
you have to wade scross the Var; a torrent which is almost 
always dangerous, and is often impracticable: it sometimes 
spreads out to a quarter of a league in breadth, and has an 
astonishing rapidity at all times: its reputation’is greater still ; 
and travellers who have to cross speak of it with terror, On 
each bank there are strong men who make a trade of passing 
travellors across; going before them and around them, with 
strong, poles, to sound the bottom, which will change several 
times in a day; they take great pains to increase your fear, 
even when there is not danger. These people, by whose means 
we passed, told us that they had offered to pass a gentleman 
having the same description as he wo seek; that this gontle- 
man would have nobody, but crossed with some women of the 
country, who were wading without guide; that he seemed to 
dislike being looked at too close: we made the utmost me 
searches there. We found that, at some distanos, this peraon 
had entered a hedge-tavern for some refreshment; that he had 
a gold box with a lady’s portrait in it, and, in a word, the 
same description every way; that he asked if they did not 
know of any abip at Nice for Italy, and that they told him of 
one for England. He had crossed the Var, as I had the honor 
of informing you, Monsieur, above: I have the honor af observ- 
ing that there is no Police ab Nice... Found that there 
had embarked at Villefranche, which is another little haven 
near to Nice, a private perton unknown, answering still to the 
sume description (except that he wore a red coat, whereas M. 
de Mirabean has been followed hitherto under a green coat, ® 
red-brown one (mondoré), and a gray ribbed one); and embarked 
for England, In spite of this we sent persons into the Heights 
to get information, who know the secret passages; the Sieur 
Bragniére mounted a mule acoustomed to those horrific and 
terrifying Mountains, took a guide, and made all possible re- 
searches too: in a word, Monsieur, we have done all that the 
human mind (Cesprit humain) can imagine, and this when the 





heats are so excessive; and we are worn out with fatigue, and 
our limbe ewoln.” é 

No: all that the human mind can imagine is ineffectual. On 
elt gen a ee 
clothes, is sealing the Mounier garden-wall at Pontarlier; is 
croming the Swiss marches, wrapped in a cloak of darkuess, 
borne on the wingy af love and despair. Gabriel Honoré, 
wrapped in the like cloak, borne on the like vehicle is gone 
with her to Hollanil, —thencefortli a broken man. 

“Crime forever lamentable,” ejaculates the Fils Adoptif ; 
of which the world bas so spoken, and must forever speak.” 
There are, indeed, many things easy to be spoken of it; and 


wife such a crime, lamentable bo that late date of “forever” ? 
‘The present reviewer fancies them to be the same crime 
Again, might not the first grand criminal and sinner in this 
business be legal President Monnier, the distracted, spleen- 
stricken, moonstricken old man;— lable to, trial, with non- 
apquittal or diffleult acquitzal, st the great Bar of Natore 
herself? And then the second sinner in it? and the third 
and the fourth?‘ He that is sithowt sin among you'?!—One 
thing, therefore, the present reviewer will speak, in the words 
of old Samuel Johnson: My dear Fide ddopeif, my dear hreth- 
renof Mankind, “endeavor to clear yourtmind of Cant!” It 
is positively tho prime necessity for all men, and «ll women 
and children, in these days, who would have their souls live, 
were iteven feebly, and not die of the detestablest asphyxia, 
—as.in carbonic vapor, the more horrible, for breathing of, 
the moro cieem it looks. 

‘That the Parlement of Besangon indicted Mirabeau for nape 
et vol, abduction and robbery; that they condemned him “in 
contumacious akeence,” and went the length of beheading a 
Paper Effigy of him, was perhaps extromely suitable ;— bat 
not-to be dwelt on here. Neither do we pry curiously into the 
garretlife in Holland and Amsterdam ; being straitened for 
room. ‘The wild man and his beaatifu) and-heroic woman lived 
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‘out their romance of reality, as well ax was to be expected 
‘Hot tempers go not always softly together; neither did the 
course of trae love, either in wedlock or in elopement, ever 
ran smooth, Yet it did run, in this instance, copious, if not 
smooth ; with quarrel und reconcilement, tears and heart effa- 
sion; sharp tropical squalls, and also the gorgeous effulgence 
and exuberance of general tropical weather, It was like a 
little Paphos islet in the middlo of blackness; the very danger 
and despair that environed it made the islet blissful ;—even 
as in virtue of death, life to the fretfulest becomes tolerable, 
becomes sweet, death being so nigh, At any hour, might not 
King’s exempt or other dread alguazil knock at our garret estab- 
lishment, here “in the Kalbestrand, ab Lequesne the tailor's,” 
and dissolve it? Gabriel toils for Dutch booksellers; bearing 
their heavy load; translating Watson's Philip Second ; doing 
endless Gibeonite work ; earning, however, his gold louis a 
day. Sophie sews and scours beside him, with her soft fingers, 
not gradging it: in hard toils, in trembling joys begirt with 
terrors, with one terror, that of being parted, — their days roll 
swiftly on. For eight tropical months!— Ah, ab the end of 
some eight months (14th May, 1777) enter the alguazil! Ho 
is in the shape of Bragnibre, our old slot-hound of the South- 
west; the swelling of his legs is fallen now; this time the 
human mind haa been able to manage it. He carries King's 
orders, High Mightiness’s sanctions; sealed parchments, Ga- 
briel Honoré shall bo carried this way, Sophie that ; Sophie, 
like to be a mother, shall behold him no more. Desperation, 
even in the female character, can go no farther: she will kill 
herself that hour, as even the slot-hound believes, —had not 
the very slothound, in morey, undertaken that they should 
hare some means of correspondence; that hope should not 
utterly be cut away. With embracings and interjections, 
sobbings that cannot be uttered, they tear themselves asunder, 
stony Paris now nigh: Mirabeau towards his prison of Vin. 
cennes; Sophie to some milder Convent-parlor relegation, there 
to await what Fate, very minatory at this time, will see good 
to bring. 

Conceive the giant Mirabeau locked fast, then, in Doubtingy 


oe 





then ! answers the old Marquis. Count de Mirabeau “rides in 
the garden of forty paces;” with quick turns, hamperedly, 
overlooked by donjons and high stone barriors. 

And yet faney not Mirabeau spent his time in mere wailing 
snd zaging, Far from that! — 


* To whine, put finger i" the oye, and sob, 
‘Becanue bo had ne'er anothor tub,” 


was in no case Mirabean’s mothod, more than Diogenes’s 
Other such wild-glowing mass of life, which you might beat 
with Cyclops’ hammors (and, alas, not beat the dross ut of), 
was not in Europe ab that time. Call him nob. the strongest 
vaan then living; for light, ss we said, and not fire, is the 
strong thing: yet call him strong too, very strong; and for 
toughness, tenacity, viraciousness and a fond gailland, cal) 
him toughest of all. Raging passions, ill-gororned; reckless 
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tumult from within, merciless oppression from without; ten 
men might have died of what this Gabriel Honoré did not 
yet die of. Polico-captain Lenoir allowed him, in merey 
and according to engagement, to correspond with Sophie; 
the condition was, that the letters should be seen by Lenoir, 
and be returned into his keeping. Mirabeau corresponded; 
in fire and tears, copiously, not Werterlike, but Mirabeau- 
like, Then he had penitential potitions, Pater-Peccavis to 
write, to get presented and enforced ; for which end all man- 
ner of friends must be urged: correspondence enough. Be 
sides, he could read, though very limitedly: he could even 
compose or compile; extracting, sof in the manner of the bos, 
from the very Bible and Dom Calmet, a " Bidlion Kroticon,” 
which can be recummended to no woman or man. The pious 
Fils Adoptif drops a veil over his face at this scandal; and 
says lamentably that there is nothing to be eaid. As for 
the correspondence with Sophie, it lay in Lenoir’s dosk, for- 
gotten; but was found there by Manuel, Procureur of the 
Commune in 1702, when so many desks Hew open, ani by 
him given to the world. A book which fair sensibility 
(rather in a private way) loves to weep over: not this 
reviewer, to any considerable extent; not at all hers, in his 
present strait for room. Good love-letters of their kind not 
withstanding. 

But if anything can swell further the tears of fair senat- 
bility over Mirabeau’s Correspondence of Vincennes, it must 
be this: the issue it ended in. After a space of years, these 
two lovers, wrenched asunder in Holland, and allowed to cor- 
respond that they might not poison themselves, met again: 
it was under cloud of night; im Sophie’s apartment, in the 
country; Mirabean, “ disguised ns a porter,” had come thither 
from a considerable distance. And they flew into each other's 
arms; to weep thoir child dead, their long unspeakable woes ? 
Not at all. They stood, arms strotshed oratorically, calling 
‘one another to aeeount for cansea of jealousy; grew always 
louder, arms set akimbo; and parted quits loud, never to 
moot more on earth. In September, 1789, Mirabeau had risen 
to be a world’s wonder: aud Sophie, far from him, had sunk 








out of the world’s sight, respected only in the little town of 
Gien. On the 9th night of September, Miraboau might bo 
thundering in the Versailles Salle des Menus, to be reported of 
all Journals on the morrow; and Sophie, twico disappointed 
of new marriage, the sad-heroic temper darkened now into 
. perfect black, was reclining, self-tied to her sofa, with a pan of 
charcoal burning near; to die as the unhappy die. Said we 
not, “the course of true love never did run emooth " ? 
However, after two-und-forty months, and negotiations, and 
more intereessions than in Catholic countries will free a soul 
out of Purgatory, Mirabeau is once more delivered from the 
strong place: not into his own home (home, wife and the 
whole Past are far parted from him); not into his father's 
home; but forth; — hurled forth, to seek his fortune Ishmael 
like in the wide buntingield of the world. Consider him, 
© reader; thou wilt find him very notable. A disgraced 
man, not a broken one; ruined outwardly, not ruined in- 
warily 5 not yet, for there is no rnining of him on that side. 
Suoh a buoyancy of radical fire and fond gaitlard he has; with 
his dignity and vanity, levity, solidity, with his virtues and 
his vices, what a front he shows! You would say, he bates 
not a jot, in these sad circumstances, of what he claimed from 
Fortune, but rather enlarges it: his proud soul, so galled, 
Qeformed by manucles and bondage, flings away its prison- 
gear, bounds forth to the fight again, as if victory, after all, 
were cortain. Post-horses to Pontarlior and the Bosangon 
Parlement; that that “sentence by contumacy” be annulled, 
and the Paper Effigy have its Head stuck on again! The 
wild giant, said to be “absent by contumacy,”’ sits voluntarily 
in the Pontarlier Jail; thunders in pleadings which make 
Parlementeers quake, and all Franco listen; and the Head 
reunites itself to the Paper Effigy with apologies. Mounier 
and the De Ruffeya know who is the moet impudent man 
alive: the world, with astonishment, who is one of the 
ablest. 
Byen the old Marquis suuffles approval, though with quali- 
fication. Tough old man, he has lost his own world-famous 
Lawsuit and other lawsuits, with rainous expenses; has seen 
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his fortuno and projects fail, and even lettres de cachet tarn 
cut not always satisfactory or sanutory: wherefore he sum- 
mona his children about him; and, really in a very serene 
way, declares himself invalided, tit only for the chimney-nook 
now; to sit patching his old mind together again (@ redeuter 
a téte, & se recoudre pitce & piéce); advice and countenance 
they, the deserving part of them, shall always enjoy; but fet- 
tres de cachet, or other the like benefit and guidance, not any 
mon, Right so, thou best of old Marquises! ‘There he rests, 
then, like the still evening of a thundery day; thunders no 
moro; but rays forth many 4 curiously tinted light-beam and 
remark on life; serene to the last. Among Mirabean's small 
catalogne of virtues, very small of formulary and conventional 
virtues, lot it mot be forgotten that he loved this old father 
warmly to the end; and forgave his cruelties, or forgot them 
in kind interpretation of them. 

For the Poutarlier Paper Diligy, therefore, it is well: and 
yet a man lives not comfortably without money. Ab, were 
one’s marriage not disrupted; for the old fatherindaw will 
soon die; those rich expectations were then fruitions! The 
ablest, not the most shamefaced man in France, is off, mext 
spring (1783), to Aix; stirring Parlement and Heaven and 
Earth there, to have his wife back. How he worked; with 
what nobleness and courage (according to the Fils Adapti~’); 
giant's work! ‘The sound of him is spread over France and 
over the world; English travellers, high forcign lordships, 
turning aside to Aix; and “multitudes gathered even on the 
roofs” to hear his, the Court-house being crammed to burst- 
ing! Demosthenic fire and pathos; penitent husband calling 
for forgiveness and restitution: —“ce n'est qu'un cloguedente 
et um fol,” rays forth theold Marquis from the chimney-nooks 
“a olatter-teeth and madman!” The world and Parlement 
thought not that; knew not what to think, if not that this was 
the qnestionablest able man they had ever heard; and, alas, 
still farther, —that his cause was untenable. No wife, then; 
and no money! From this second attack on Fortune, Mira- 
beau returns foiled, and worse than before; resourccless, for 
now the old Marquis too again eyes him askance. He must 
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bunt Ishmael-like, as we said. Whatsoever of wit or strength 
‘he has within bimsolf will stand true to him; on that he can 
count; unfortunately on almost nothing but that. 


Mirabean’s life for the next five years, which creeps troub- 
Tots, obscure, through several of these Eight Volumes, will 
, in the One right Volume which they hold imprisoned, 
be delineated briefly. It is the long-drawn practical improve. 
ment of the sermon already preached in Rh, in If, in Joux, 
in Holland, in Vincennes and elsewhere, A giant man in the 
flower of his years, in the winter of his prospects, has to seo 
how be will reconcile these two contradictions, With giaut 
energics and talents, with giant virtues even, he, burning to 
unfold himself, has got put into his hands, for implements and 
méans to do it with, disgrace, contumely, obstruction; char- 
acter elevated only as Haman was; parse full only of debt- 
summonses; household, home and possessions, as it were, sown 
with salt; Ruin’s ploughshare furrowing too deeply himself 
and all that was his. Under these, and not under other condi- 
tions, shall this man now live and struggle. 
Well might he “weep” long afterwards (though not given 
to the molting mood), thinking over, with Dumont, how his 
fife had been blasted, by himself, by others; and was now so 
Gefaced and thunderriven, no glory could make it whole again, 
‘Truly, as we often say, a weaker, and yet very strong man, 
might have died, —by hypochondria, by brandy, or by arsenie: 
but Mirabeau did not die. The world is not his friend, nor the 
‘world’s law and formula? It will be his enemy, then; his con- 
queror and master not altogether. There are strong men who 
Can, in case of necessity, make away with formulas (humer les 
formules), and yet find a habitation behind them : theso are the 
ery strong; and Mirabeau was of these. ‘Tho world’s esteem 
having gone quite against him, and most circles of society, with 
their codes and regulations, pronouneing little but anathema 
on him, he is nevertheless not lost; he does not sink to des- 
Pperation; nob to dishonosty, or pusillanimity, or splenetio 
aridity. Nowise! Tn spite of the world, he is a living strong 
mio there: the world cannot take from his his just consclous- 
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ness of himself, his warm open-hearted feeling towands othera; 
there are still limits, on all sides, to which the world and the 
devil cannot drive him. The giant, we say! How he stands, 
like a mountain; thunder-riven, but broad-based, rooted in the 
Earth's (in, Natare’s) own rocks; and will not tamble pros- 
trate! So true is it what 2 moralist has eaid: “One could not 
wish any man to fall intoa fault; yet is it often precisely after 
a fwult, or @ crime even, that the morality which is ina man 
first unfolds itself, and what of strongth he as a man possesses, 
now when all else is gone from him.” 

Mirabeau, through these dim years, is seen wandering from +> 
place to place; in France, Germany, Holland, England ; finding 
no rest for the sole of his foot. It is a life of shifts and ox- 
pedients, au jour Ze jour. Extravagant in his expenses, thrift 
Jess, swimming in a welter of debts and difficulties; for which 
he haz to provide by fierce industry, by skill in financiership. 
‘The man's revenue is his wits; he has a pew and a head; and, 
happily for him, “is the demon of the impossible” At no 
time is bo without some blazing project or other, which shall 
warm and illuminate far and wide; which too often blazes out 
ineffectual ; which in that case he replaces and renews, for his 
hope is incxhaustible. He writes Pamphlets unweariodly as 
@ staamdnging: on Tho Opening of the Scheidt, and Kaiser 
Joseph; on The Order of Cincinnatus, and Washington; on 
Count Cagliostro, ani the Diasnond Necklace. Innumerable 
aro the helpers and journeymen, respectable Mauyillons, ro- 4 
spectable Dumonts, whom ho can set working for him on such 
matters; it is a gift he has. He writes Books, in as many a8 
eight volumes, which are properly only a larger kind of pam- 
phlets,..He has polemics with Caron Beaumarchais on the 

y of Paris; lean Caron shooting sharp arrows into 
him, which he responds to demoniacally, “flinging hills with 
all their woods.” 

Ho is intiniate with many men; his terrible gift of famil- 
arity,” his joyous courtlership ana faculty of pleasing, do not 
forsake him : but it iva questionable intimacy, granted to the 
man’s talents, in spite of his character: a relation which the 
proud Riquettt, not the bumbler that he is poor and ruined, 
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correctly feels. Rival nip peeseiabe ls teenes 
a whole syatem of intrigues in that sort, wherever ho 
jokdoes eatollngwitboaka—wilo Cob tell bes) 


him Stentorlike denouncing stock-jobbing (Dénonciation. de 
FAgiotage); commanes with him, corresponds with him ; is glad 
to get him sent, in some semiostensible or spy-diplomatist 
sharacter, to Berlin; in.any way to have him stopped and 
auicted. Tho Great Froderic was still on the scone, though 
now very near the side-scenes: the wiry thin Drill-sergeant of 
the World, and the broad burly Matieoreot the World, glanced 
into one another with amazement; the one making entrance, 
the other making exit. To this Berlin business wo owe pam- 
phletss wa owe Correspondences (“surreptitiously published” 
—with consent): we owe (brave Major Muurillon serving as 
hodman) the Monarchie Prussienne, & Pamphlet in somo oight 
octavo volumes, portions of which are stil] well worth reading. 
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‘Generally, on first making personal acquaintanoe with Mirae 
‘beaa as a writer or speaker, one is nota Little surprined, Ene 
stead of Irish oratory, with tropes and declamatory fervid 


ness, & totally unornamented fores and massiveness: clear 
perspicuity, strong perspicacity, conviction that wishes to con- 
‘vines, — this beyond all things, and instead of all things. You 
would say the primary character of those utterances, nay of 
the man himself, is sincerity and insight; strength, and the 
honest use of strength. Which indeed it ie, O reader! Mirs- 
Dean's spiritual gift will be found, on examination, to be verily 
an honest and a great one; far the strongest, best practical 
intellect of that time; entitled to rank among the strong of all 
times, These books of his onght to be riddled, like this beok 
of the Fils Adoptif. There is precious matter im them; too 
good to lic hidden among shot-rubbish. Hear this man on 
any subject, you will find him worth considering. He has 
words in him, rough deliverances ; such as men do not -forget 
‘As thus: “I know bat three ways of living in this worlds by 
wages for work; by begging; thirdly, by stealing (so named, 
or not so named).” Again: “Malcbranche saw all things in 
Goi; aud M. Necker sees all things in Necker!" There are 
nicknames of Mirabean’s worth whole treatises.“ Grandison- 
Cromwell Lafayette:” write a volumo on the man, as many 
volumes have been written, and try to say more! It is the 
best likeness yet drawn of him,— by « flourish and ¢wo dots. 
OF such inoxprossiblo advantage is it that a man have “an 
eye, instead of a pair of spectacles morely ;” that, scoing 
through the formulas of things, and even “making away” 
‘with many a formula, he see nt Nig ben ers oop 
it and be roaster of it! 

‘As the yeam roll on, and that) portontous acne ctsian 
Bighties, or “Era of Hope,” draws towards completion, and it 
becomes ever more evident to Mirabeau that great things are 
in the wind, we find his wanderings, as it were, quicken, Sud- 
denly emerging out of Night and Cimmeria, he dashes down 
on the Paris world, time after time; flashes into it with that 
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fireglanes of his; disoorns that tho time is not yet come; and 
then merges back again. Occasionally hix pamphlets provoke 
a fulmination and order of arrest, wherefore he must morge 
tho faster. Nay, your Calonne is good enough to signify it 
beforehand: Qn such and such a day I shall order you to be 
arrested ; pray make speed therefore. When the Notables 
moet, in the spring of 1787, Mirabeau spreads his pinions, 
alights on Paris and Vorsailles; it seems to him he ought 
to be secretary of those Notables. No! friend Dupont de 
Nemours gets it> the time is not yet come, It is still bab the 
timo of “ Crispin-Catiline” d’Espréménil, and other such animal- 
magnetic persons, Nevertheless, the reverend Talleyrand, 
judicious Dukes, liberal noble friends nota few, are sure thas 
the time will come. Abide thytima 

Hark! On the 27th of December, 1788, here finally ie the 
long-expested announcing: itself: royal Proclamation defini- 

the States-General for May next! Need we 
ask whether Miraboau bestirs himeclf now ; whether or not he 
is off to Provence, to the Assembly of Noblesse there, with all 
his faculties serewed to the stieking-place? One strang dead- 
lift pall, thou Titan, aud perhaps thou carriest it! ‘How Mira- 
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also suffering much, gathering his wild soul together, motion- 
Joss under reproaches, under drawn swords oven, leat his eno- 
‘mies throw him off his guard; how he agitates and repreeses, 
unerringly dexterous, sleeplessly unwearied, and is a very 
“demon of the impossible,” let all readers fancy. With a 
body of Noblesse more ignorant, gréedier, more insolent than 
any I have ever seen,” the Swallower of Formulas was like to 
have rough work. . We must give his celebrated finging up of 
the handful of dust, whon they drove him ont by overwhelm 
ing majority :— 

“What have T done that waa so criminal? I have wished 
that my Order were wise enough to give to-day what will infal- 
libly be wrested from it tommorrow; that it should receive the 
merit and glory of sanctioning the assemblage of the ‘Three 
Orders, which all Provence loudly demands. This is the crime 
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of your ‘enemy of peace’! Or ratbor, I have ventured to 
believe that the people might be in the right. Ab, doubtless, 
4 patrician soiled with such a thought deserves vengeance! 
But I am still guiltier than you think; for it is my belief 
that the people which complains is always in the right; that its 
indefatigable patience invariably waits the uttermost excesses: 
of oppreesion, before it can determine on resisting ; that it never 
resists long enough to obtain complete redress; and does not 
sofficiently know that to strike its enemies into terror and sub- 
taission, it has only to stand still; that the most innocent a3 
the most invincible of all powers is the power of refusing to do, 
T believe after this manner: punish the enemy of peace! 

“ But you, ministers of a God of peace, who are ordained to 
bless and not to curse, and yet have launched your anathema 
on me, without even the attempt at enlightening me, at reason- 
ing with me! And you, ‘friends of peace,’ who denounce’ to 
the people, with all vehemence of hatred, the one defender it 
‘has yet found, out of its own ranks;— who, to bring about 
concord, are filling capital and province with placards calou- 
lated to arm the rural districts against the towns, if your 
doods did not refute your writings ;— who, to preparo ways of 
conciliation, protest against the royal Regulation for convok- 
ing the States-General, because it grants the people as many 
deputies as both the other orders, and against all that the 
coming National Assembly shall do, unless its laws secure the 
triumph of your pretensions, the eternity of your privilogest 
Disinterested ‘friends of peace’! I have appealed to your 
honor, and summon you to state what expressions of mine 
have offended against wither the respect we owe to tho royal 
authority or to the nation’s right? Nobles of Provence, 
Enrope is attentive; weigh well your answer, Men of God, 
beware; God hears you! 

“ And if you do not answer, but keep silonce, shutting your- 
selves up in the vague declamations you have hurled at me, 
then allow me to add ono word, 

“Tn all countries, in all times, aristocrats bave implacably 
perscouted the people’s friends; and if, by some singular com- 
bination of fortune, there chanced to arise such a onc in their 
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own circle, it was he above all whom they streck at; eager to 
inspire wider terror by the elevation of their victim. Thus 
perished the last of the Graechi by the bands of tho patri. 
cians; but, being strack with tho mortal stab, he fiung dust 
towards Heaven, and called on the Avenging Deities; and 
from this dust sprang Marius,—Marius not so illustrioas for 
exterminating, the Cimbri as for overturning in Rome the 
tyranny of the Noblesse |” 

‘There goes some foolish story of Mirabeau's having now 
opened a cloth-shop in Marseilles, to ingratiate himself with 
the Third Estate; whereat we have often laughed. The image 
of Mirabeau messuring out drapery to mankind, and deftly 
anipping at tailors’ measures, haa/somothing pleasant for the 
mind. So that, though there is nota shadow of trath \in this 
story, the very lie may justly sustain itself for u while, in the 
character of lie. Far otherwise was the reality there: “yolun- 
tary guard of a hundred men;" Provence crowding by the 
ten thonsand round his chariot-wheels; explosions of rejoicing 
musketry, hearén-rending, acclamation; “ people paying two 
louis for a place at the window”! Hunger itself (very consid- 
erable in those days) be can pacify by speech. Violent moul- 
mobs at Marseilles and at Aix, unmanageable by firvarmns und 
governors, he smooths down by the word of his mouth; the 
governor soliciting him, though unloved. It is as 9 Roman 
‘Triumph, and more. He is chosen deputy for two places; has 
to decline Marseilles, and honor Aix. Let his encinies look 
and wonder, and sigh forgotten by him, For this Mirabeau 
top the carvor at last opens. 

At last! Does not the benevolent reader, though never so 
unaunbitious, sympathize a little with this poor brother mortal 
im such a case? Victory is alwaya joyful; but to think of 
such aman, in the hour when, after twelve Hercules’ Labors, 
he does finally triumph!) 80 long he fought with the many- 
headed coil of Lernean serpents; and, panting, wrestled and 
‘wrang with it for life or death, —forty long stern years; and 
now he has it under his heol! The monntain-tops are scaled, 
are sealed; where the man climbed, on sharp fiinty precipices, 
slippery, abysmal; in darkness, seen by no kind eye;—amid 
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the brood of dragons; and the hoart, many times, was like to 
fail within him, in his loneliness, in his extreme need: yet he 
climbed, and climbed, gluing his footsteps in his blood; and 
now, behold, Hyperiomlike he has sealed it, and on the sum- 
mit shakes his glittering shafts of wart What «scene and 
new kingdom for him; all bathed in auroral radiance of Hope; 
for-strotching, solemn, joyful: what wild Memnon’s music, 
from the depths of Nature, comes toning through tho soul 
raised suddenly out of strangling death into victory and life! 
The very by-stander, we think, might weep, with this Mirabeau, 
tears of joy. 

Which, alas, will become tears of sorrow! For know, O 
Son of Adam (and Son of Lucifer, with that accursed ambi- 
tion of thine), that they are all a delusion and piece of de 
monic necromancy, these same auroral splendors, enchantments 
‘and Memnon’s tones! The thing thou as mortal wantest is 
‘equilibrium, what is ealled rest or peace; which, God knows, 
thou wilt never got so. Happy they that find it without such 
searching. But in some twenty-three months moro, of blaz- 
ing solar splendor and conflagration, this Mirabesu will be 
ashes; and lie opaque, in the Pantheon of great men (ar say, 
French Pantheon of considerable, or even of considored and 
smallnoisy men),—at rest nowhere, save on the lap of his 
mother Earth. There are to whom the gods, in their bounty, 
give glory; but far oftener is it given in wrath, as a curse and 
& poison; disturbing the whole inner health and industry of 
the man; leading onward through dizzy staggerings and taran- 
tula jiggings, towards no saint's shrine. Truly, if Death 
did not intervene; or still moro happily, if Life and the Pub- 
Ve were not a blockhead, and sudden unreasonable oblivion 
were not to follow that sudden unreasonable glory, and benefi- 
contly, though most painfully, damp it down,—one sees not 
where many a poor glorious man, still more many a poor glo- 
rious woman could terminate, —far short of Bedlam. 


On the 4th day of May, 1789, Madame de Stail, looking 
from a window in the main street of Versailles, amid an as 
sembled world, as the Deputies walked in provesston from tho 
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eharch of Notre-Dame to that of St, Louis, to hear High Mass, 
and be constituted States-General, saw this: “Among these 
Nobles who had been deputed to the Third Estate, above al! 
others the Comte de Mirabeau. The opinion men had of his 


secure him. You could not but look Jong at this man, when 
onee you had noticed him: his immense black hoad of hair 
distinguished him among them all; you would have snid his 
Sec Nee ete Cass elke eben! ‘his face borrowed 


Sei ssrerar pe esate Mo bame tube seine ring 
would figuro in a Tribune:of the People.” 

Mirabeau’s history through the first twenty-three months 
of the Revolution falls not to be writton here: yot it is well 
worth writing somewhere, The Constituent Assembly, when 
his name was first read out, received it with murmurs; not 
knowing what they murmured at! ‘This honorable meniber 
they were murmaring over was’ the member of ‘all members; 
the august Constituent, without him were no Constituent at 
all. Very notable, truly, is his procedure in this section of 
world-history ; by far the’ notablest eingle element there: none 
like to him, or seeond to him. Once he is seen visibly to 
have saved, as with his own force, the existence of the Con- 
atituent Assombly ; to have tarned the whole tide of things: 
fn one of those moments which are cardinal ; decisive for cen- 
tures. The royal Declaration of the Twenty-third of June is 
promulgated; there is military force enough; there is then 
the King’s express order to disperse, to meet a3 separate Third 
Estate on the morrow. Bastilles and seaffolds may be the 
penalty of disobeying. Mirabeau disobeys; lifts his voice to 
eheourage others, all pallid, panic-stricken, to disobey. Su- 
promo Usher De Brézé enters, with the King’s renewed onder 
todepart. “ Messieurs,” said De Brisé, “you heard the King’s 
onler?" The Swallower of Formulas bellows out these words, 
that have become memorabl Yos, Monsieur, we heard what 
the King was advised to say; and you, who 
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preter of his meaning to the States-General; you, who bave 
neither vote, nor seat, nor right of speech here, you are not 
the man to remind us of it. Go, Monsieur, tell those who 
vent you, that we are here by will of the Nation; and that 
nothing but the force of bayonets can drive us hence!” And 
poor De Brézé vanishes,— back foremost, the Fils Adoptif 
ways, 

But this, cardinal moment though it be, is perhaps intrinsi- 
cally among his smaller feats. In general, we would say once 
more with emphasis, He has “‘humé ¢outes les formules.” He 
goes through the Revolution like a substance anda forve, not 
like a formula of one. While innumerable barren Sieyéses 
and Constitution-pedants are building, with such hammering 
and trowelling, their august Paper Constitution (which en- 
dured, eleven months), this man looks not at cobwebs and 
Social Contraets, but at things and men; discerning what is 
to be done,—proceeding straight to do it, He shivers out 
Usher De Brézé, back foremost, when that is the problem, 
“Mario-Antoinotte is charmed with him,” when it comes to 
that. He isthe man of the Revolution, while he lives; king 
of it; and only with life, a8 we compute, would have quitted 
his kingship of it. Alono of all these Twelve hundred, there 
is in him the faculty of a king. ‘or, indeed, have we not. 
seen how assiduously Destiny had shaped him all along, as 
with an expresa eye to the work now in hand? O erabbed 
old Friend of Men, whilst thou wert bolting this man into 
Isles of Rhé, Castles of If, and training him so sharply to be 
thynelf, not Aimsclf,—how little knewest thou what thou 
wert doing! Let us add, that the brave old Marquis lived 
to see his son's victory over Fate and men, and rejoteed in it; 
and rebuked Barrel Mirabeau for controverting such a Brother 
Gabriel. In tho invalid chimnoy-nook at Argenteuil, near 
Paris, he sat raying out curious observations to the Inst; 
and died three days before the Bastille fell, precisely when the 
Culbute Générale was bursting out, 

But finally, the twenty-three allotted months are over. 
Madame de Stai,on the 4th of May, 1789, saw the Roman 
Tribune of the People, and Samson with his long black bairr 
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Charch of Athens; and very intemperate things were spoken, 
and also done. Thus too, Marcus Brutus and the elder Junius, 
are they not palpable Heroes? Their praise is in all Debut- 
ing Societies ; but didst thou read what the Morning Papers 
said of those transactions of theirs, the week after’ Nay, 
Old Noll, whose bones were dug up and hung in chains here 
at home, as the just omblem of himself and his deserts, the 
offal of creation at that timc,—has not he too got to be a 
very respectable grit bronze-figure, though it is yet only a 
century and half sinee; of whom England seems proud rather 
than otherwise ? 

Moral reflection ‘Aird and last: That neither thow nor I, 
good reader, had any hand in the making of this Mirabeau ; 
—celse who knows but we had objected, in our wisdom? But 
it was the Upper Powers that made him, without one con- 
sulting us; they and not we, so and not otherwise! To en- 
deavor to understand a little what manner of Mirabeau he, 80 
made, might be: this we, according to opportunity, have donc ; 
and thoreforo do now, with a lively sativinction, take farewell 
of him, and leave him to prosper as he can 








PARLIAMENTARY HISTORY OF THE 
FRENCH REVOLUTION. 
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Ir appears to be, if not stated in words, yct tacitly felt and 
tunderatood everywhere, that the event of these modern ages 
is the French Revolution. A huge explosion, bursting through 
all formulas and customs; confounding into wreck and chaos 
the ordered arrangements of earthly life; blotting out, one 
may say, the very firmament and skyey loadstars,—thongh 
only for a season. Once in the fifteen hundred years such a 
thimg was ordained to come. ‘To those who stood present in 
the actual midst of that smoke and thunder, the effect might 
well be too violent: blinding and deafening, into confused 
exasperation, almost into madness, These on-lookers have 
Played their part, were it with the printing-press or with the 
Dattle-cannon, and are departed; thelr work, such as it was, 
remaining behind them ;— where the French Revolution also 
Temains. And now, for us who have receded to the distance 
of some half-century, the explosion becomes a thing visible, 
surveyable: we see its flame and sulphursmoke blend with 
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the clear air (far under the stars); and bear its uproar as part 
‘of the nick noise of life, —loud, indeed, yet embosomed too, 
as all noise is, in the infinite of silence. It is an event which 
can be looked on; which may still be execrated, still be ccle- 
brated and paalmodied; but which it were better now to be- 
gin understanding. Really there are innumerable reasons why 
we ought to know this same French Revolution as it was: of 
which reasons’ (apart altogether from that of “ Philosophy 
tenehing by Experience,” and so forth), is there not the best 
summary in this one reason, thatwe 80 wish to know it? Cou- 
sidering the qualities of the matter, one may perhaps reason- 
ably fool that sinoe the time of the Crusades, or earlier, there 
is no chapter of history so well worth studying. 

Stated or not, we say, this persuasion is tacifly admitted, 
‘and acted upon. In these days everywhere you find it one 
‘of the most pressing duties for the writing guild, to produce 
history on history of the French Revolution. In France it 
would almost scom as if the young author felt that he must 
make this his proof-shot, and evidence of craftsmanship : 
accordingly they do fire off Histoires, Précie of Histoires, 
Annales, Fustes (to say nothing of Historical Novels, Git 
Blases, Dantons, Barnaves, Grangenewees), in rapid succes- 
sion, with or without effect. At all events it is curious to 
lock upon; curious to contrast the pictuting of the same fact 
by the men of this gencration and position with the picturing 
of it by the men of thé last, From Barruel and Fantin Dego- 
doards to Thiers and Mignet thers is a distance! Each indi. 
‘vidual takes up the Phenomenon according to his own point 
of vision, to tha structure of his optic organs ;— gives, con- 
sciously, some poor crotchety picture of several things; 
unconsciously some picture of himself at least, And the Phe- 
nomenon, for its part, subsists there, all the while, unaltered; 
whiting to be pictured as often as you like, its entire meaning 
not to be compressed into any picture drawn by man, 

‘Thiers's History, in ten volumes fooleeap-octavo, contains, if 
wo remember rightly, one reference; and that toa book, not 
to the page or chapter of a book, It has, for these Inst seven 
or eight years, a wide or aven high reputation ; which latter 
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it is as far as possible from meriting, A superficial air of 
order, of clearness, calm candor, is spread over the work; but 
inwardly, it is waste, inorganic; no human head that honestly 
tries can conceive the French Revolution so. A eritic of our 
acquaintance undertook, by way of bet, to find four errora per 
hour in Thiers : he won amply on the first trial or two? And 
yet readers (we must add), taking all this along with them, 
may peruse Thiers with comfort in certain cireamstances, nay 
even with profit; for ho is a brisk man of his sort; and docs 
tell you much, if you knew nothing. 
Mignst's, again, is a much more honestly written book; yet 
also an eminently unsatisfactory one. His two volumes contain 
far more meditation and investigation in them than Thiers’s 
ten: their degree of preferability, therefore, is very high; for 
‘it may be said: Call a book diffuse, and you call it in all senses 
bad; the writer could not find the right word to say, and 
so said many more or less wrong ones; did not hit the nail 
om the head, only smote and bungled about it and about it, 
Mignet’s book has a compactness, a rigor, as of riveted rods 
of iron: this also is an image of what symmetry it has;— 
symmetry, if not of a living earth-born Tree, yet of a firm 
well-cmanufactured Gridiron. Without life, without color or 
verdure: that is to say, Mignet is heartily and altogether a 
ie you are too happy thathe is nota quack aswell! It 
very mortifying, also, to study his philosophical reflections ; 
Raa pa ae area Esnr ow 
and dead logical formulas, and ealls it Thinking ;— rumbles 
and rumbles, till be judges there may be enough ; then begins 
again narrating. As thus :-— 
“The Constitution of 1791 was made on such principles as 
had resulted from the ideas and the situation of France, It 
wan the work of the middle class, which chanced to be the 


4 Thiers mays, “ Notables cceseated sith eagernes™ (vol. Lp. 10), whereas 

they properly did nce consent at all; " Fartament recalled en the lorh of 

” (for the 18th) ; and then “Séance Royale took place on the 20h 

‘of the same mouth” (19th of quite a different sont, oof the saewe, nor next 

0 the sane): " DEaprémdnll « young Counselor (of forty and obd); 
“Duport a yousg man” (turned of vixty), de. be 
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strongest then: for, as is well known, whatever force has the 
Jead will fashion the institutions according to its own aims, 
Now this force, when it belongs to one, is despotism ; when 
to several, it is privilege; when to all, it is right; whioh later 
state is the ultimatum of society, ax it wax ite beginning, 
France had finally arrived’ thither, after passing through fea- 
dalism, which is the aristocratic institution ; and then through 
absolutism, which is the monarchie one. 

“The work of the Constituent Assembly perished, not so 
much by its own defects as by the assaults of factions, Stand- 
ing between the aristocracy and the multitude, it was attasked 
‘by the former, and stormed and won by the latter, ‘The multi- 
tude would never have become supreme, had not civil war and 
‘the coalition of foreign states rendered ite intervention and 
help indispensable, ‘Lo defend the country the multitude re- 
qnired to have the governing of it: thereupon (alors) it rade 
its revolution, as the middle class had made its. ‘The multitude 
too had its Fowrteonth of July, which was the Tonth of Auguat ; 
its Constituent, which was the Convention; its Government, 
which was the Committee of Salut Public; but, as we shall 
tee,” &o.t 

Or thus; for there is the like at the end of every chapter + 

“But royalty had virtually fallen, onthe Tenth of August; 
that day was the insurrection of the multitude against the 
middle class and constitutional throne, as the Fourteenth of 
July had been the insurrection of the middle classes against 
the privileged classes and an absolute throne, The Tenth of 
‘August witnessed the commencement of the dictatorial and 
arbitrary epoch of the Revolution, Cirenmstancos becoming 
more and more difficult, there arose a vast war, which required 
increased energy ; and this energy, unregulated, inasmuch as 
it was popalar, rendered the sway of the lower class:am an- 
quiet, oppressive and erucl sway. It was not any way possible 
that the Bowrgecisie (middle class), which had been strong 
enough to strike down the old government and the privileged 
classes, but which had taken to repose after this victory, cond 
repulse the Emigration and united Hurope. Thore was needed 

+ Chap. fv. vol. Lp 271. 
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for that a now shock, a new faith; thete was necded for that 
“3 new Clase, numerous, ardent, not yet fatigued, and which 
‘loved its Tenth of August, ax the Burgherhood loved its Four. 
teenth of," &o. &o,! 
So uncommonly ively are these Abstractions (at bottom 
only occurrences, similitudes, days of the month, and such 
Tike), which rumble here in the historical head! Abstractions 
really of the most lively, insurrectionary character; nay, which 
offspring, and indeed are oftenest parricidally devoured 
thereby ; —such is the jingling and rambling which calls itself 
‘Whinking. Nearly so, though with greater effect, might alge- 
‘brsical 2’s go rumbling in some Puacal’s or Babbage’s mill. 
“Just #0, indeed; do the Kalmuck people pray: quantities of 
written: prayers are put in some rotary pipkin or ealabash 
‘Ghung on a tree, or going like the small barrel-churn of agei- 
‘cultural districts); thie the devotee has only to whirl and 
‘churn; so long as he whirls, it is prayer; when he ceases 
whirling, the prayer is done. Alas, this is a som, error, 
“very generally, among French thinkers of the present time, 
‘Oue ought to add, that Mignet takes his place at the head of 
‘that brotherhood of his; that his little book, though abound- 
ing too in errors of detail, better deserves what place it has 
‘than any other of recent date. . 
The older Desodoardses, Barruels, Lacretelles, and. such like, 
exist,but will hardly profit much. Toulongeon, a man of talent 
‘and integrity, is very vague ; often incorrect for an cye-witness; 
‘hig military details used to be reckoned valuable; but, we sup- 
pose, Jomini has eclipsed them now, The Abbé Montgaillard 
has shrewdness, decision, insight; abounds in anecdotes, strange 
facts and reports of facts: his book being written in the form 
Gf Annals, is convenicnt for consulting, For tho rest, he is 
acrid, exaggerated, occasionally altogether perverse; and, with 
‘his astes and his hatreds, falls into the strangest hallucina- 
‘tion ; —as, for example, when he coolly records that “ Madama 
de Stasi, Nocker's daughter, wa seen (on vif) distributing 
‘brandy to the Gardes Frangaises in their barmeks;” that 
“DOrléans Figalité had a pair of man-skin breeches,” — leather 


4 Chisp.we vols ke pe aat 
= — 
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‘breeches, of human skin, such 4s they did prepare in the tam 
nery of Meudon, but too late for D’Orléans! The histary by 
Deus Amis de la Liberté, if the reader secure the original 
edition, is perhaps worth all the others; and offers (at least 
till 1792, after which it becomes convulsive, semi-fatuous here 
and there, in the remaining dozen volumes) the best, correctest, 
most picturesque narrative yet published. 1t is very correct, 
very picturesque ; wants only foreshortening, shadow and com- 
pression; a work of decided merit; the authors of it, what is 
singular, appear not to be known. 

Finally, our English histories do likewise abound: copious 
if not in facts, yet in reflections on facta. They will prove 
to the most incredulous that this French Revolution was, as 
Chamfort said, no “rose-water Revolutions” that the univer- 
sal insurrectionary abrogation of law and custom was managed 
ina most unlawful, uncustomary manner, He who wishes to 
know how « solid Custos rotulorum, speculating over bis port 
aftor dinner, interprets tho phenomena of contemporary Uni- 
versal History, may look in these books: he who does not wish 
‘that, need not look. i 

On tho wholo, after all these writings and printings, the 
‘weight of which would sink an Indiaman, there are, perhaps, 
only some three publications hitherto that can be considered 
aa forwarding essentially a right knowledge of this matter. 
‘Tho first of these is the Analyse du Monitour, complete exposi- 
tory Index, and Syllabcs of the Moniteur Newspaper from 
1789 to 1799; a work carrying its significance in its title;— 
provided it be faithfully exeouted; which it is woll known to 
‘be. Along with this we may mention the series of Portraits, 
& hundred in number, published with the original edition of 
it: many of them understood to be accurate likenesses, The 
natural face of 4 man is often worth moro than several biog- 
raphies of him, as biographies are written, These hundred 
Portraits have been copied into a book called Sednes de la Révo- 
Aution, which contains other pictures, of small value, and some 
not useless writing by Chamfort; and aro often to be found in 
libraries, A republication of Vernet’s Caricatures? would be 

* Seo Mercior’s Nowwau Paris, vol iv. p- 284. 


“@ most acceptable service, but has not been thoaght of hither- 
‘ta The second work to be counted here is the Choiz des Rap- 
ports, Opinions et Discours, in some twenty volumes, with an 


Thirdiy, we have to name the Collection of Memoirs, completed 
several years ago, in above a hundred volumes. Booksellers 
Bandouin, Editors Berville and. Barritre, have done their 
traits alsodf you ike: Lowvet, Riouffe and the two volumus of 
‘Memoirs om the Prisons are the most attractive pieces, This 
‘Baudouin Collection, therefore, joins itself to that of Petitet, 
asa natural sequel. 

‘And now 2 fourth work, which follows in the train of these, 
and deserves to be reckoned along with theay, is this Histoire 
Parlementaire of Messieurs Buchez and Boex. The Authors 


eects c Scat Ullmann sso. petite te Pei 
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Paintings, such as the day beought them forth, lie there with- 
extend’ Into this warchouse, as indeed into all manner of 
other repositories, Mesers. Buchez and Roux have happily 


4 Ih is gmerally kaown that a similar collection, perbaps still larger and 
ee a in ete sa ts a oa 
Proper cataloges Some eighteen months ago, ths respectable sal 

reed char mnteobingextanrainatgniy copes cipmetis 
as, you coal! gain accom to his mom, aod bare the satisfaction of mount. 
om ludiders, and reading the outeble tithes of hie books, which was a groat 
Othersiao yom cond not in many weeks sicertais so mach as the table 

of contents of thls reposltory ; ant after days of weary waiting, duaey rom- 
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found access: the Histoire Parlementaire is the fruit of their 
labors there. A Number, two forming a Volume, is published 
every fortnight: we have the first Twonty-two Volumes before 
us, which bring down the narrative to January, 1793; there 
must be several other Volumes out, which we have not yet 
seen. 

Conevive a judicious compilation with such resources, Par- 
liamontary Debates, in summary, or (where the occasion 
warrants it) given at large; this is by ao means the most in- 
teresting part of the matter: we have excerpts, notices, hints 
of all imaginable sorts; of Newspapers, of Pamphlets, of Sec- 
tionary and Municipal Records, of the Jacobins! Club, of 
Placard-journals, nay of Placards and Caricatures. No livelier 
emblem of the time, in its actual movement and tumult, could 
be presented, The Editors connect these fragments by expo 
sitions such as are needful; so that a reader coming unpre- 
pared to the work can still know what he is about. Their 
expositions, as we can testify, ars handsomely done: but alto 
gether apart from these, the excerpts themselves are the valu- 
able thing. ‘The scissors, in such a case, are independent of 
the pen. Ono of the most interesting English biographies wo 
have is that long thin Folio on Oliver Cromwell, published 
some fiveand-twenty years ago, where the editor has merely 
clipt out from the contemporary newspapers whatsoever article, 
paragraph, or sentence he found to contain the name of Old 
Noll, and printed them in the order of their dates, It is sur 
prising that the like has not been attempted in other cases 
Had seven of the cight ‘Translators of Faust, and seventy- 
times-seven of the four-hundred-fourscore-and-ton Imaginative 
Authors, but thrown down the writing-instrument, and turned 
to the old newspaper files judiciously with the cutting one! 

‘We oan testify, after not a little examination, that the 
Editors of the Histoire Parlementaire are men of fidelity, of 
diligence ; that their accuracy in regard to facts, dates and so 
forth, is far beyond the average. Of course they have their 
own opinions, prepossessions even; but these are honest pre- 
possessions, which they do not hide; which one can estimate 
the force of, allow for the result of. Wilfal falsification, did 
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the possibility of it lie in their character, is otherwise out 
of the question. But, indeed, our Editors are men of earnest- 
ness, of strict principle; of a faith, were it only in the repub- 
licean ricolor.  Xheir democratic faith, truly, is palpable, 
thorough-going ; as it has a right to be, in these days, since it 
likes. The thing you have to praise, however, is that it isa 
quiot faith, never an hysterical onc; never expressed iteelf 
otherwise than with a becoming calmness, especially with a 
becoming brevity. ‘The hoarse deep croak of Marat, the bril- 
liasit sharp-outting gaycty of Desmoulins, the dull bluster of 
Prudhomme, the cackling garrulity of Briesot, all is weleomed 
with a cold gravity and brevity ; all is illustrative, if not of 
one thing, then of another. Nor are the royalist Royous, 
Suleaus, Peltiers forgotten : ets of the Apostles, King's Friend, 
nor Croming of the Cock: these, indeed, are more sparingly 
aiministered ; bat at the right time, a3 is promised, we shall 
‘have more. In a word, it may be said of this /istoire Parle 
mentaire, that the wide promise held out in its titlepage is 
really in some respectable measure fulfilled. With a fit Index 
to wind it up (which Index ought to be not good only but ex- 
eellent, x0 much depends on it here), this Work bids fair to be 
one of the most important yet published on the History of 
the Revolution. No library, that professes to have a collec 
tion in this sort, can dispense with it, 

A. Histoire Parlementaira is preciecly the house, or say 
rather, the unbuilt city, of which the single brick can form a 
specimen, Tn so rich a variety, tho only difficulty is where to 
choose, We have scenes of tragedy, of comedy, of farce, of 
farce-tragedy oftenest of all; there is eloquence, gravity ; there 
is bluster, bombast and absurdity: scones tender, scenes bar- 
harous, spirit-stirring, and then flatly wearisome: a thing 
waete, incoherent, wild to look upon ; but great with the great- 
noes of reality ; for the thing exhibited is no vision, but a fact. 
Tat us, as tho first excerpt, give this tragedy of ol Foulon, 
which all: the world has heard of, perhaps not: tery accurately, 
Fonlon’s lifedrama, with its hasty crucl sayings and mean 
doings, with ita thousand-fold intrigues, and “the people eat- 
ing grwe if they like’ ends in this miserable manner. It ia 
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the Editors themselves who speak; compiling from various 
‘sources 5 — 

“Towards five in the morning (Paris, 224 July, 1789), M. 
Foulon was brought in; he had been arrested at Vitry, near 
Fontainobleau, by the peasants of the place. Doubtless this 
man thonght himself very guilty towards the people [say, very 
hateful]; for he bad spread abroad a report of his death ; and 
had even buried ono of his servants, who happened to die then, 
under his own name. He had afterwards hidden himself in an 
estate of M. de Sartines’; where he was detected and seized. 

“MM. Foulon was taken to the Hotelde-Ville, where they 
made him wait. Towards nine o'clock, the assembled Commit- 
tee had decided that he should be sent to the Abbaye prison. 
MM. de Lafayette was sent for, that he might execute this order; 
he was abroad over the Districts: he could not be found. 
During this time a crowd collected in the square ; and required 
tosce Foulon. It was noon: M. Bailly came down; the peo- 
ple listened to him; but still persisted. In the end they 
penetrated into the great hall of the Hatel-de-Ville; would 
see Foulon, ‘whom,’ say they, ‘you are wanting to smuggle 
of from justice.’ Foulon was presented to them, Then 
began this remarkable dialogue. M. de la Poize, an Blector: 
‘Messiours, every guilty person should be judged’ ‘Yes, 
judged directly, and then hanged.’—M. Osselin: *To judge; 
one must have judges; let us send M. Foulon to the tribunals” 
*No, no,’ replied the people; ‘judge him just now,’—*Since 
you will not have the common judges,’ said M. Osselin, ‘it is in- 
dispensable to appoint others? ‘Well, judge him yourselves? 
—‘Wo have no right either to judge or to create judges; do 
youname thom,’ * Well,’ eriod the people, (M. le Curé of Saint- 
Etienne then, and M, le Curé of Saint-André.’ —Osselin: “Two 
judges are not enough ; there needs seven.’ Thereupon the peo- 
plonamed Meesre. Quatremere, Varangue, &c. ‘Here are seven 
judges indeed,’ said Osselin; ‘but wo still want a clerk” ‘Be 
you clerk.’—*A king's Attorney’ ‘Let it be M. Duveyrier? 
—‘Of what crime is M, Foulon accused?’ asked Duveyrier. 
‘Ho wished to harass the people; he said ho would make 
them eat grass; he was in the plot; he was for national bank= 
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Rue de la Vannerie. The rope was afterwards cut; the head 
was put ona pike, and paraded,” —with “grass” in the mouth 
of it, they might have added !* 

‘The Hévolutions de #rance et do Brabant, Camille Des- 
moulins's Newspaper, fornishes numerous extracts, in the 
earlier Volumes; always of a remarkable kind. This Pro 
curcur-Géndral de la Lantarne has 4 place of his own in the his- 
tory of the Revolution; there are not many notabler persons 
in it thanthe. A light harmless creature; as he says! of bim- 
sclf, “a man born to write verses;” but whom Destiny directed 
to overthrow Bastilles, and go to the guillotine for doing that 
‘How such a man will comport himself in a French Revolution, 
as he from time to time turns up there, is worth seeing. Of 
loose hondlong character; a man stuttering in speech; abutter- 
ing, infiem in conduct too, till one huge idea laid hold of Bim: 
a manfor whom Art, Fortune or himself would never do much, 
Imt to whom Nature had been very kind! Ond meets him 
always with a sort of forgivences, almost of undarhand lore, 
as fora prodigal son, He has good gifts, and even sequire. 
ments; elegant law-scholarship, quick sense, the freest joyful 
heart: arfellow of endless wit, clearness, soft lambent:brils 
Haney; on any subject you can listen to him, if without approv- 
ing, yet without yawning. Asia writer, in fact, there is noth- 
ing French, that we have heard of, superior or equal’ to him 
for these fifty years. Probably some Freuch editor, soue day 
or other, will sift that journalistic rubbish, and produce out 
of it, im small neat compass, a Life and Remains of this poor 
Canille. We pick up three light fractions, illustrative of him 
ani of the things he movod in; they rolate to the famous 
Fifth of October (1789), when the women rose in insurrection. 
‘The Palais Royal and Marquis Saint-Huruge have been basy 
on the King’s vets, and Lally Tollendal’s proposal of an upper 
house: — 

“Was the Palais Royal so far wrong,” says Camille, “to ery 
out against such things? Cknow that the Palais Royal Prome- 
nado is strangely miscollanoous; that pickpockets frequently 
employ the Ziberty of the pres there, and many a zealous patriot 

F Vola p48, 
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has lost his handkerchief in the fire of debate: But, for all 


magnificent spectacle of the Revolution of 1789, and not to 
wituess without aiding in it. ‘They are Frenchmen; they have 
an interest in tho Constitution, and a right to coneur in it. 
How many Parisians too, instead of going to their Distriets, 
find it shorter to oome at once to the Palais Royal! Here you 
have not to ask a President if you may speak, and wait two 
hours till your turn comes. You propose your motion; if ft 
find supporters, they set you on a chair; if you are applauded, 
you proceed to the redaction; if you are hissed, you go your 
ways. It is very much the mode the Romans followed their 
Foram and our Palais Royal resemble one another.** 

‘Then, a few days farther on,—the celebrated military 
dinnor at Vorsailles, with the white cockades, black cockades, 
and “0 Richard, O mon Roi /” having been transacted ;>— 

“Paris, Sunday, 4th October. The King’s Wife bad been so 
gtatified with it, that this brotherly repost of Thursday must 
needs be repeated. It was so on the Saturday, and with aggra- 
vations. Our patience was worn out: you may suppose what- 
over patriot observers there were at Versailles hastened to 
Paris with the news, or at least sent off despatches containing 
them, ‘That same day (Saturday evening) all Paris set itself 
astir. Tt was lady, first, who, seeing that her husband was 
not listened to at his District, came to tho bar of the Café de 
Foi, to denounce the anti-national cockades. M. Marat files 
to Versailles; returns like lightning; makes a noise like the 
four blasts of doom, erying to us, Awake, ye dead! Danton, 
on his side, sounds the alarm in the Cordaliers, On Sunday 
this fmmortal Cordeliers District posts its manifesto; and 
that very day they would have gone to Versailles, had not M. 
Crevecamur, their commandant, stood in the way. People seek 
out their arms, however; sally out to the streets, in chase of 
vntinational cockades. The law of reprisals is in force; these 
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eockades are torn off, trampled under foot, with menses of the 
Lanterne in case of relapse. A military gentleman, picking up 
his cockade, is for fastening it\ou again: a hundred cones staré 
into theair, saying Peto. The whole Sunday passes in hunt 
ing down the white and the black cockades ; in holding couneil 
at the Palais Royal, over the Faubourg Saint-Antoine, ab the 
end of Bridges, on tho Quais. At the doors of the coffee 
houses, there arise free conferences between the Upper House, 
of the coats that are within, and the Lower House, of juskets 
and wool-caps, assembled extra muses. It is agreed-upon that 
the audacity of the aristocrata increases rapidly; that Madame 
Villepatour and the Queen's women are distributing enormous 
white cockades to all comers in the CEil<le-Bout > that M. 
Leoointre, huying refused to take one from their hands, has 
all but been assassinated. It is agreed upon that we have mot 
8 moment to lose; that the boat whieh used to bring us flour 
from Corbeil morning and evening, now comes only ones in 
two days: —do they plan to make their attack at the moment 
when they have kept us for cightand-forty hours in a) fasting 
atate? Tk is agreed upon,” &e.* 

— We hasten to the catastrophe, which arrives om the mor 
row, It is related clsowhore, in another leading article; — 

4 At break of day, the women rush towards the Hotelde- 
Ville. All the way, they reeruit, fresh hands, among their own 
sex, to march with them; as sailors are recruited at London: 
there is an active press of women. The Quai de la Forraille 
is covered with female erimps. ‘Lhe robust, kitchen-maid, the 
slim mantua-maker, all most go to swell the phalwnx; the am 
client devotes, tripping to :nass in the dawn, sees herself for 
the first time carried off, and shricks Help/ whilst more than 
one of the younger sort sscratly is not so sorry at. going, with 
out mother or mistress, to Versailles to pay her respects to the 
august Assembly. At the same time, for tho accurady of this 
narrative, 1 must remark that these women, at least the bat 
talion of them which encamped that night in the Assembly Hall, 
nnd had marched andor the flag of M. Maillard, had among 
themselves a Presidentess and Staff; and that every woman, 


4 Voli iit. p63. 
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on being borrowed from hor mothor or husband, was presented 
to the Presidentess or some of her aides-de-camp, who engaged to 
watch over her morality, aud insure her honor for this day. 

“Onos arrived on the Place de Gréve, these women piously 
begin letting down the Lanterne; a8 in grea calamitios, you 
let down the shrine of Saint Genevibve. Next they are for 
‘mounting into the Hotelde-Ville. The Commandant had been 
forewarned of this movement; he knew that all insurreo- 
tions have begun by women, whose maternal bosom the bayo- 
net of the satellites of despotism respects. Four thousand 
soldiers presented a front bristling with bayonets; kept them 
Ieick from the step: but behind these women there rose and 
grew every moment 3 nucleus of men, armed with pikes, axes, 
hills; blood is about to flow on the place; the presence of 
these Sabine women hindered it. The National Guard, which 
is not purely a machine, as the Minister of War would have 
the soldier be, makes use of its reason. It discerns that 
these women, now for Versailles, are going to the root of the 
mischief. The four thousand Guards, already getting saluted 
with stones, think it reasonablest to open a paseage; and, like 
waters through a broken dike, the floods of the multitude 
inundate the Hétel-de-Ville. 

“It is a picture interesting to paint, and one of the greatest 
4n the Revolution, this same army of ten thousand Judiths 
setting forth to eut off the head of Holofernes; forcing the 
Hételde-Ville; arming themselves with whatever they can lay 
hands on; some tying ropes to the cannon-traing, arresting 
carts, loading them with artillery, with powder and balls for 
the Versailles National Guard, which is left without ammuni- 
tion; others driving on the horses, or seated on cannon, holding 
the redoubtable match; seeking for their generalisaimo, not aris- 
tocrata with epaulettes, but Conquerors of the Bastille !”"* 

So far Camille on veto, scarcity and the Insurrection of 
‘Women, in the end of 1789. As it is not fit that all our soenes 
should be of tragedy or low-tragedy, the reader will perhaps 
consent now to a touch of the moral-sublime, Let him enter 
the Hall of the Jacobins with us All men hare heard of the 


4 Vol iit. p. 110, 
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Jacobing’ Club; bat not ail would think of looking for comedy 
orthe moraleublime there. Nevertheless so it is: Ab! the 
sublime of the Jacobins was not always of the dluelight pande- 
tuonial sort; far otherwise once! We will give this passage 
from the Journal of the Jacobins’ Debates ; not as one of the 
best, but as one of the pleasantest for English readers. Fancy 
that high Hall, with its seats for fifteen hundred, “rising in 
amphitheatre to the cornice of the dome;" its Tribune ele- 
vatod to mid-air; Galleries und Ladies’ Gallery full; President 
seated; shrill Huissiers perambulating with their rods and 
liveries, soundingforth “Silence! Silence!" Consider that it 
is the 18th of December, 1791 (free monarchic constitation 
solomnly accepted six weeks ago); and road: — 

“The confluence of strangers was so great that besides! the 
new gallery erected for them, the old ones were quite full, as 
well a3 those on the opposite side of the Hall; and neyerthe- 
Jose a great multitude of citizens who could not find room or 
admittance on any terms. 

“The reading of the announcements and select correspond- 
ente wus soarcely began, when the Hall resounded with 
applauses at the entrance of the three united Flags, of the 
English, the American and French Nation, which were to be 
placed in the Hull; as the Society of Jrionds of tho Revolution 
in London had placed them in theirs. 

“Cries of ‘Liberty forever! The Nation) forever! The 
three Free Peoples of the Universe forever (Vivent les trois 
peuples libres de Eunivers)!' are ro-ochood with enthusiasm by 
the galleries and visitors: the expression, no less sineore than 
lively, of that ardor, of that love for Equality and Brother. 
hood, which Nature has engraved on the hearts of all men; 
and which nothing but the continued efforts of despots, in all 
classes, have managed to efface more or less. 

“A Depntation of Ladies is introduced; Ladies accustomed 
to honor the gallerics with their presence: they had solicited 
permission to offer a pledge of their enthusiasm for Liberty 
tw the Constitutional Whig, who came lately to the National 
Asvombly with the congratulation of this class of froo English 
inen. 








‘@Th. Deputation enters, amid the applanses of the meet 
‘dng: 5 young Citizeness carries in her hand the Gift of thes 
Undies, lays it cu the President's table, while the Laity. 
Deputies moant to the 


“From all sides. The Three Nations, Visout ler trois ao 
tions! VFiwe le Liberté! 

 Ladyepeaker. The union af the Three free Peoples is to 
‘be cemented: forbid not us also, Meesicars, to contribute 
towarls that’ Your pare feelings prescribe it for us.as a duty. 
‘Messieurs, accept a garland. —And you, English Brother, 
accept another from the hands of innocence: it is the work 


Flags; a National Cockade; and these words in tha two lan- 
guages, To live free or die, 

4 The whole Holt. To live free or ditt 

“ Ladg-speaker. Let this immortal homage dove to Liberty 


vite all Englishmen to participate in this family ach Let 
it be precious to them as Nature herself.— Tell your wives, 
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repeat to your children, that innocent maids, faithful spouses, 
tender mothers, after having done their household duties, and 
contributed to make their familics and husbands happy, camo 
and made this offering to their Country. Let one cry of glad- 
noss peal over Europe ; let it roll across the waters to America. 
Hark! Aid the echoes, Philadelphia and the Far West 
repeat like us, Liberty forever / 

“The whole Hall. Liberty forever | 

“ Ladyspeaker. Tyrants! your enemies declare themselves. 
Nations will no longer batile with each other; straitly united, 
they will possesa all Languages, and make of thom but ono 
Language. Strong in their Freedom they will be inseparable 
forever. — 

“Universal applauses: the Hall resounds long with cries, 
repeated by the Galleries and the Society, of Vive la Nation, 
vive la Liberté ¢ Tho Three Nations! The Patriot Women! 

“M, de la Source, Vice-president, Since Nature bas willed 
that the world should owe to you its sweetest momenta, this 
enthusiasm of yours with which you fill all hearts shall never 
be lost, never forgotten in the flightof ages: it stands engraved 
‘on our hearts in indelible characters. —(Zven turning to the 
Deputies of the Whigs) As for you, Brothors, tell your country- 
men what we are; tell them that in France the women too can 
love their country and show themselves worthy of Liberty; 
tell them that the union, of which you see the emblems, shall 
‘bo imperishable as the Free Peoples aro; that we havo hence- 
forth only one sort of bonds, tho bonds which unite us to the 
Free, and that these shall be eternal as virtue, 

“The Whig Deputy. Mosdames and M. le Président, I really 
am not prepared to make a speech [how true to the ‘legof 
mutton or postprandial style?! ]— for really I did not expeot 
such a reception; but I hope you will excuse me. I have 
written to England, I have deseribed the reception I met with 
here: Lhave had answers, but not from our Society, because 
that requires time; the Society must meet first and thon an- 
swor.—I wish it were in my power [postprandially !] tooxpress 
what my heart feels. This feeling towards you is not the 
work of a day, but indeed that of a year (1), for in August last, 
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our Society wrote to M. Pdtion, who, however, assures me that 
the Letter never reached him ; and therefore —"* 


—and so on, in the postprandial style; bringing down mnt 
ters to the solid business-level again. Few readers, it is to 
‘be expected, have witnessed on the unelastic stage of mere 
Earth anything so dramatic as this. 

‘We terminate with scene of a very different complexion, 
though but some few months farther on, that is to say in 
September, 17921 Félémhesi (anagram for Méhée Fils), in his 
Vérité toute entitre, 2 Pamphlet really more veracions than 
most, thus testifies, after a good deal of preambling: — 

“Twas going to my post about half-past two [Sunday the 
‘2d of September, toosing all ringing; and Brunswick just at 
band]; I was passing along the Rue Dauphine; suddenly 1 
hear hisses. I look, I observe four hackney-coaches, coming 
in a train, escorted by the Fédérés of the Departments. 

“Each of these coaches contained four persons: they were 
individuals (priests) arrested im the preceding domiciliary vis- 
its. Billaud-Varennes, Procureur-Substitute of the Commune, 
had just been interrogating them st the Hotel-de-Ville; and 
now they were proceeding towards the Abbaye, to be provia- 
ionally detained there, A crowd is gathering; the cries and 
‘hisses redouble: one of the prisoners, doubtless ont of his 
senses, takes fire at these murmurs, puts his arm over the coach- 
door, gives one of the Fuddris a stroke over the head with his 
cane. The Fédért, in a, rage, draws his sabre, springs on the 
carriagesteps, and plunges it thries over into the heart of 
his aggressor. I saw the blood come out in great jets, * Kill 
every one of them; they ara scoundrels, aristocrats |’ ery the 
people. The Pidérts all draw their sabres, and instantly kill 
the threo companions of the one who had just perished. I 
saw, at this moment, a young man in a white nightgown 
streteh himself out of that samo carriage: his countenance, 
expressive but pale and worn, indicated that he was very sick; 
he had gathered his staggering strength, and, though already 
wounded, was erying still, ‘Grdee, yrice, Meroy, pardon!’ 


+ Tome, xii. p. 379. 
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thus: ‘People, thou art sacrificing thy enemios; thou art in 
thy duty,’ This cannibal speech leudy them new animation. 
‘The killers blaze up, cry louder than 6ver for now victims: — 
how to stanch this new thiret-of blood ? A voice speaks from 
beside Billaud; it was Maillani's voice: ‘There is nothing 
mare to do here; let us toithe Carmes {* They ran thither: 
in five minutes more; 1 saw them trailing corpees by the heels. 
Akiller (I cannot say 4 man), in vory coarse clothes, had, as 
it would seem, been specially commissioned to despatch the 
Abbé Lenfatit'; for, apprehensive lest the prey might bo 
missed, he takes water, flings it on the corpses, washes their 
Dlocd-smeared faces, turns them over, and seems at last to 
aacertain that the Abbé Lenfant is among them.’? 

This is the Scptember Mazemore, the last Scene we can give 
asaspecimen. Thus, in these curious records of the FHistoire 
Parlementaire, ss in soine Ezekiel Vision become real, does 
Scene after Scene disclose itself, now in roselight, now in 
sulphurous black, and grow ever more fitful, dreamlike, —till 
the Vendémiaire Scene come, and Napoleon blow forth his 
grapeshot, and Sansculottism be no more! 


Touching the political and metaphysical speculations of our 
two Editors, we shall say little. They are of the sort we 
lamented in Mignet, and goncrally in Frenchmen of this day: 
& jingling of fortnlas;—unfruitful as that Kalmuck prayer! 
Perhaps the strangestelooking partienlar doctrine we have 
noticed ia this; that the French Rerolution was at bottom an 
attempt to realize Christianity, and fairly put it in section, in 
our world. For eighteen centuries (it is not denied) men had 
been doing more or lees that way; but they sob their shoulder 
rightly to the wheel, and gave a dead-lift, for the first time 
then. Good M. Roux! And yet the good Ronx does mean 
something by this; and even something true, But a marginal 
annotator has written on our copy, “ For the love of Heaven, 
Moeasiours, humes vos formues:" make away with your for 
mulag; take off your fucoted spectacles; open your eyes a 
little, and look! There is, indeed, here and there, consider 

1 Vol. xviii. p, 169, 
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able rumbling of tho rotatory calabash, which rattles and 
rumbles, concerning Progress of the Spocies, Doctrine du Pro- 
gris, Exploitations, le Christ, le Verbo, and what not; written 
in a vein of deep, even of intense seriousness; but profitable, 
one would think, to no man or woman. In this style M. Roux 
(for it is he, we understand) paimfully composes a Preface to 
eah Volume, and has even given a whole introductory History 
of France: we read some seven or eight of his first Prefaces, 
hoping always to get some nourishment; bat seldom or never 
cut him open now. Fighting, in that way, behind cover, he ie 
comparatively harmless; merely wasting you 80 many pence 
per number; happily the space he takes ix small. Whoever 
wants to form for himself an image of the actual state of 
French Meditation, and under what surprising shackles a 
French thinking man of these days finds himself gyved, and 
mechanized, and reduced to the yerge of zero, may open M. 
Roax’s Profaces, and see it as in an expressive summary. 

We wish our two French frionds all speed in their business; 
and do again honestly recommend this Histoire Parlementairé 
to any and all of our English friends who take interest in 
that subject. . 
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Awmrtcaw Cooper asserts, in one of his books, that there 1s 
“an instinctive tendency in men to look at any man who has 
distinguished.” True, surely: as all observation and 
survey of mankind, from China to Peru, from Nebuchadnezzar 
to Old Hickory, will testify! Why do men crowd towands 
the improved-drop at Newgate, eager to catch a sight? Tho 
man about to be hanged is in a distinguished situation. Men 
crowd to such extent, that Greenaare’s is not the only life 
choked ont there. Again, ask of these leathern vehicles, eabrio« 
lets, neat-flies, with blue men and women in them, that scour all 
thoroughfares, Whither so fast? To see denr Mrs, Rigmarole, 
the distinguished female; great Mr. Kigmarole, the distin- 
guished male! Or, consider that crowning phenomenon, and 
summary of modorn civilization, a soirée of lions. Glittering 
are the rooms, well-lighted, thronged; bright flows their un- 
dulatory flood of blonde gowns and dress-coats, a soft smile 
dwelling on all faces; for behold there also flow the lions, 
hovering distinguishod: oracloa of tho age, of one sort or 
another. Oracles really pleasant to see; whom it is worth 
while to go and see: look at them, but inquire not of then, 
depart rather and be thankful. For your Hon-soirée admits 
not of speech; thore lies the specialty of it, A mooting to- 
gether of human creatures; and yet (so high has civilization 
gone) the primary aim of human meeting, that soul might in 
some articulate utterance unfold itself to soul, can be dis- 
pensed with in it. Utterance there is not; nay there is 9 
certain grinning play of tongue-fence, and make-believe of 
1 Lexpow axp Wesrmivernn Ruvinw, No. 12.—Memsirs of the Lift of 
Sir ~~ ‘Scott, Baronet. Vols. iri. Edinburgh, 1837, 
Bt 
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utterance, considerably worse than none. For which reason 
it has been suggested, with an eye to sincerity and silence in 
such lion-soirées, Might not each lion be, for example, ticketed, 
as wine-decanters are? Let him carry, slung round him, in 
such ornamental manner as seemed good, his silver label with 
name engrived; you lift his label, and read it, with whab 
farther ocular survey you find useful, and speech is not needed - 
at all. O Fenimore Cooper, it is most true there is “an in- 
stinctive tendency in men to look at any man that has become 
distinguished ;" and, moreover, an instinctive desire in men 
to become distinguished and be looked at! 

For the rest, we will call it a most valuable tendency thia; 
indigpensable to mankind. Without it, where were starand- 
garter, and significance of rank; where were all ambition, 
money-getting, respectability of gig or no gig; and, in a 
word, the main impetus by which society moves, the main 
force by which it hangs together? A tendency, we say, of 
manifold results; of manifold origin, not ridiculous only, but 
sublime;—which some incline to deduce from the mere gre- 
garious purblind nature of man, prompting him to run, “as 
dim-¢yed animals do, towards any glittering object, were it 
but a scoured tankard, and mistake {t for a solar luminary,” 
or even “sheeplike, to run and crowd because many Aave 
already run”! It is indeed curious to consider how men do 
make the gods that themselves worship. For the most famed 
man, round whom all the world rapturously huzzas and 
vencrates, as if his like were not, is the same man whom all 
the world was wont to jostle into the kennels; not a changed 
man, but in every fibre of him the same man. Foolish world, 
what went ye out to see? A tankard scoured bright: and 
do there not lie, of the selfsame pewter, whole barrowfuls 
of tankards, though by worse fortune all still in the dim 
state? 

And yet, at bottom, it is not merely our gregarious sheep- 
like quality, but something better, and indeed best: what has 
been called “the perpetual fact of here-worship:” our inborn 
sincere love of great men! Not the gilt farthing, for its own 
bake, do even fools covet; but the gold guinea which thoy 
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mistake it for. Veneration of great men is perennial-in the 
nature of man; this, in all times, especially in these, is one of 
‘the blessedust facts prodicable of him. In all times, even in 
these seemingly so disobedient times, “it remains a blessed 
fact, so cunningly has Nature ordered it, that whatsoewer man 
ought to obey, he cannot but obey. Show the dullest clodpoll, 
ehow the haughtiest featherhead, that a eoul higher than bin- 
self is actually here; were his knees stiffened into brass, he 
must down and worship.” So it has been written; and may 
be cited and reponted till known to all. Understand it well, 
this of “hero-worship” was the primary creed, and has intrin- 
sieally beon the secondary and ternary, and will be the ulti- 
mate and final creed of mankind ; indestructible, changing in 
shape, but in essences unchangeable; whereon polities, relig. 
ions, loyalties, and all highest human interests have been and 
can be built, as on a rock that will endure while man endures, 
‘Such is hero-worship; so much lies in that our inborm sincere 
love of great men!—In favor of which unspenkable benefits 
of the reality, what can we do but cheerfully pardon the mul- 
tiplex ineptitudes of the semblance; cheerfully wish even 
Tion-soiréea, with Inbels for their lions or without that improve- 
ment, all manner of prosperity? Let hero-worthip flourish, 
say we; and the more and more assiduous chase after gilt far- 
things while guincas are not yet forthcoming. Herein, at 
lowest, is proof that guineas exist, that they aro believed to 
exist, and valued. Find great men if you ean; if you cannot, 
still quit not the search; in defect of great men, let there be 
noted men, in such number, to such degree of intensity as the 
public appetite can tolerate, 


Whother Sir Walter Scott was a great man, is still a ques- 
tion with some; but there can be no question with any one 
that he was a most noted and even notable man. Tn this gen- 
eration there was no literary man with such a popularity in 
any country; there have only been a few with such, taking 
in all generations and sll countries, Nay, it is farther to be 
admitted that Sir Walter Scott’s popularity was of a select 
sort rathor; not a popularity of the populace. His admirers 
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were at one time almost all the intelligent of civilized coun- 
tries; and to the last included, and do still include, a great 
portion of that sort. Such fortune he had, and has continued 
to maintain for a space of some twenty or thirty years. So 
long the observed of all observers; a great man, or only 4 
considerable man; here surely, if ever, is a singularly cireum- 
stanced, is a “distinguished? man! In regard to whom, 
therefore, the “instinctive tendency” on other men’s part 
pease es Let men look, where the world has al- 
ready so long looked. And now, while the now, earnestly 
expected Life “by his sondinlaw and literary executor” again 
summons the whole world's attention round him, probably for 
tho last time it will ever be so summoned; and men are in 
some sort taking leave of a notability, and about to go their 
way, and commit him to his fortune on the flood of things, — 
why should not this Periodical Publication likewise publish 
ita thought about bim? Readers of miscellaneous aspect, of 
unknown quantity and ais aro waiting to hear it done, 
‘With small inward vocation, but cheerfully obedient to des 
tiny and necessity, the present reviewer will follow a multi- 
tude: to do evil or to do no evil, will depend not on the 
multitude but on himself. One thing he did decidedly wish ; 
at least to wait till the Work were finished: for the Six prom- 
ised Volumes, as the world knows, have flowed over into a 
Seventh, which will not for soma weeks yet see the Hght 
But the editorial powers, wearied with waiting, have become 
peremptory; and declare that, finished or not finished, they 
wiil have their hands washed of it at this opening of the year. 
Perhaps it is best. The physiognomy of Scott will not be 
much altered for us by that Seventh Volume; the prior Six 
have altered it but little ; 22, indeed, a man who has written 
some two handred volumes of his own, and lived for thirty 
years amid the universal speech of friends, must have already 
left some likeness of himaclf. Be it as the peremptory edito- 
rial powers require. 
First, therefore, a word on the Dife itself. Mr. Lockhart’s 
known powers justify strict requisition in his case. Our ver- 
dict in general would be, that he has accomplished the work 
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ho schemed for himself in a creditable workmanlike manner 
Jt is true, his notion of what the work was, does not seem to 
have been rory clovated. To picture forth tho life of Scott 
actording to any rules of art or composition, so that a reader, 
on adequately examining it, might say to himself, “There is 
Scott, there is the physiognomy and meaning of Seott’s ap- 

and transit on this carth; such was he by nature, 
so did the world act on him, so he on the world, with sueh 
result and siguificance for himself and us" this was by no 
manner of means Mr. Lockhart’s plan. A plan which, it is 
rashly said, should preside over every biography! It might 
have been fulfilled with all degrees of perfection, from that 
of the Odyssey down to Thomas Bilwood or lower. For there 
is no heroie poem in the world but is at bottom a biography, 
the life of a man: also, it may be said, thers is no life of a 
man, faithfully recorded, bat is a heroie poem of its sort, 
rhymed or unrhymed. It is a plan one would prefer, did it 
otherwise uit; which it does not, in these days, Seven 
volumes sell so much dearer than one; are so much easier 
to write than one, The Olyssey, for instance, what were tho 
‘valuo of the Odyssey eold per sheet 7 One paper of Piskeriek ; 
‘or say, the inconsiderable fraction of one. ‘This, in commercial 
alyebra, were the equation: Odyssey equal to Pickwick divided. 
by an unknown intoger. 

There is a great discovery still to be made in Literature, 
that of paying literary men by the quantity they do not write. 
Nay, in sober truth, is nob this actually the rule in all writs 
ing; and, moreover, in all conduct and acting? Not what 
stands aboveground, but what lies unseen under it, a8 tho 
root and subterrene element it sprang from and emblemed 
forth, determines the value. Under all speech that is good 
for anything there lies a silence that is better. Silence iz 
oop as Eternity; speech is shallow as Time. Paradoxion’ 
does it seem? Woe for the age, woe for the man, quack- 
ridden, bespeeched, bespouted, blown about like barren Sa- 
hara, to whom this world.old truth were altogether strange! 
—Such we say is the rule, acted on or not, recognized or 
mot; and be who departs from it, what can he do but spread 
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himself into breaith and length, into superficiality and sala- 
bility; and, except as filigree, become comparatively uso- 
leas? One thinks, Had but the hogshead of thin wash, which 
sours in a week ready for the kennels, been distilled, been 
concentrated! Our dear Fenimore Cooper, whom we started 
with, might, in that way, have given us one Natty Lowther 
stocking, one melodious synopsis of Man and Nature in tho 
West (for it lay in him to do it), almost as a Saint-Pierre did 
for the Islands of the East; and the hundred Incoherences, 
cobbled hastily together by order of Colburn and Company, 
had slumbered in Chaos, as all incoherences ought if possible 
todo. Verily this same genius of diffise-writing, of diffuse. 
acting, is a Moloch ; and soula pass through the fire to him, 
more than enough. Surely, if aver discovery was valuable 
and needful, it were that above indicated, of paying by the 
work not visibly done!— Which needful discovery we will 
give the whole projecting, raihwaying, knowledge-diffusing, 
march-of-intellect and otherwise promotive and locomotive 
societies in the Old and New World, any required length of 
centuries to make, Once made, such discovery once made, 
wo too will fling cap into the aiz, and shout, “Jo Poan! the 
Devil é conquered;"—and, in the mean while, study to 
think it nothing miraculous that seven biographical volumes 
are given where one had boon better; and that several other 
things happen, very much as they from of old were known to 
do, and are like to continue doing. 


‘Mr, Lockhart’s aim, we take it, waz not that of producing 
any such high-flown work of art as we hint at: or indeed to 
do much other than to print, intelligibly bound together by 
order of time, and by some requisite intercalary exposition, 
all such letters, documents and notices about Scott as he found 
lying suitable, and as it seemed likely the world would under- 
take to read. His Work, accordingly, is not-so much a com- 
position, as what we may call a compilation well done. Neither 
ig this a task of no difficulty ; this too ism task that may be 
performed with extremely various degrees of talent: from the 
Life and Correspondence of Hannak More, for instance, up to 
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this Life of Scott, there is a wide range indeed! Let us take 
the Seven Volumes, and be thankful that they are genuine in 
their kind. Nay, as to that of their being seven and not one, 
it is right to gay that the public so required it, To have done 
other, wonld have shown little poliey in an author, Had Mr. 
Lockhart laboriously compressed himself, and instead of well- 
done compilation, brought out the well-done composition, in 
one volume instead of seven, which not many men in England 
are better qualified to do, there can be no doubt but his read 
ers for the time had been immeasurably fewer. If the praise 
of magnanimity be dented him, that of pradence must be con- 
ceded, which perhaps he values more, 

‘The truth is, the work, done in this mamner too, was good 
to have: Scott's Biography, if uncomposed, lies printed and 
indestructible here, in the elementary state, and can at any 
time be composed, if necessary, by whosoever has a call to 
that, As it is, as it was meant to be, we repeat, the work is 
vigorously done, Sagacity, decision, candor, diligence, good 
manners, good sense: these qualities are throughout observa. 
Lie. The dates, calculations, statements, we suppose to be all 
acournte; much laborious inquiry, some of it impossible for 
another man, has been gone into, the results of which are 
imparted with doc brevity, Scott's letters, not interesting 
generally, yet never absolutely without interest, are copionsly 
given ; copiously, but with selection; the answors to them 
still more select. Narrative, delineation, and at length per- 
sonal reminiscences, occasionally of much merit, of » certain 
rough ‘farce, sincerity and picturesqueness, duly intervene. 
The scattered members of Scott’s Life do lie here, and could 
be disentangled. In a word, this compilation is the work of a 
manful, clear-sceing, conclusive man, and baa been executed 
with the faculty and combination of faculties the public had a 
right to expect from the name attached to it 

One thing we-hear greatly blamed in Mr. Lockhart: that 
he has been too communicative, indiscroct, and has recorded 
much that ought to have lain suppressed. Persons are men- 
tioned, and circumstances, not always of an ornamental sort. 
Tt would appear there is far less reticence than was looked 
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fort Various persons, name and surname, have “received 
yain:” nay the very Hero of the Biography is rendered un- 
Spar ar eae aie anceps ee 
with, being set forth in plain English: henee “personality,” 
“indiscretion,” or worse, “sanctities of private life," &. &e. 
How delicate, decent is English Biography, bless its mcaly 
mouth! A Damocles’ sword of Respectability bangs forever 
over the poor Englih Life-writer (as it does over poor English 
Life in general), and reduces bim to the verge of i 
‘Thus it has beon said,“ there are no English lives worth read- 
ing except those of Players, who by the nature of the case 
have bidden Respectability good-day.” The English biogra- 
pher has long felt that if in writing his Man's Biography, ho 
wrote down anything that could by possibility offend any man, 
he had written wrong. The plain consequence was, that, 
properly speaking, no biography whatever could be produced. 
‘The poor biographer, having the fear nat of God before his 
eyes, was obliged to retire as it were into vacuum ; and write 
in the most melancholy, straitened manner, with only vacuum 
for a result. Vain that he wrote, and that we kept reading 
yolume on volume: there was no biography, but some vague 
ghost of a biography, white, stainless; without feature or 
} vacuum, as we say, and wind and shadow,— which 

indeed the matorial of it was, 

No man lives without jostling and being jostled; in all 
ways he has to eldow himself through the world, giving and 
receiving offence. His life is a battle, in so far as it is an 
entity at all, The very oyster, we suppose, comes in collision 
with oysters: undoubtedly enough it does come in collision 
with Necessity aud Difficulty; and helps itsclf through, not 
asa porfeet ideal oyster, but us on imperfect real one. Some 
kind of remorse must be known to the oyster; certain hatreds, 
certain pusillanimities. But ‘as for man, bis conflict is con- 
tinual with the spirit of contradiction, that is without and 
within ; with the evil spirit (or call it, with the weak, most 
neoessitons, pitiable spirit), that is in others and in himself, 
‘His walk, like all walking (say the mechanicians), is a series 
of falls, To paint man’s life is to represent these things. Let 
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them be represented, fitly, with dignity aud measure; but 
above all, let them be represented. No tragedy of Hamlet 
with the part of Hamlet omitted by particular desire! No 
ghost of a biography, let the Damocles' sword of Respectabil- 
ity (which, after all, is but a pasteboard one) threaten as it 
will! Ono hopos that the public taste is much mended in this 
anatter; that vacuum-biographies, with a good many other 
vacuities related to them, are withdrawn or withdrawing into 
vacuum. Probably it was Mr. Lockhart’s feeling of what the 
great public would approve, that led him, open-eyed, into this 
offence against the small criticising public: we joyfully accept 
the omen. 

Perhaps then, of all tho praises copiously bestowed on Ins 
Work, there is none in reality so oreditable to him as this 
same censure, which has also been pretty copious. It ia a 
censure better.than a good many praises. Ho is found guilty 
of having said this and that, caleulated not to be entirely 
pleasant to this man and that; in other words, calculated to 
give him and the thing he worked in a living set of features, 
not leave him vague, in the white beatified-ghost condition, 
Several men, as we hear, ery out, “See, there is something - 
written not entirely pleasant tome!” Good friend, it is pity; 
but who can help it? They that will crowd about bonfires 
may, sometimes very fairly, get their beards singed; it is the 
price they pay for such illumination; natural twilight is safe 
and free to all. For our part, we hope all manner of biogra- 
phies that are written in England will henceforth be written 
so. If itis fit that they be written otherwise, then it is still 
fitter that they be not written at all; to produce not things 
bat ghosts of things can never be the duty of man, 

‘The biographer has this problem set bofore him : to delineate 
a likeness of the earthly pilgrimage of a man. He will com- 
pute woll what profit is in it, and what disprofit ; under which 
latter head this of offending any of his fellow-creaturea will 
surely not be forgotten. Nay, this may so swell the disprofit 
side of his account, that many an enterprise of biography, 
otherwise promising, shall require to be renounced. But once 
taken up, the rule before all rales is to do it, mot to do the 
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ghost of it. In speaking of the man and men he has to deal 
with, he will of course keep all his charities about him; but 
ail his eyes open, Far be it from him to set down aught 
untrue; nay, not to abetain from, and leave in oblivion, much 
that ia true. But having found a thing or things essential for 
his subject, and well computed the for and against, he will in 
very deed set down such thing or things, nothing doabting, — 
having, wo way say, the fear of God before his eyes, and no 
other fear whatever, Censure the biographer’s prudence; dis- 
sent from the computation he made, or agree with it; be all 
malice of his, be all falschood, nay be all offensive avoidable 
inaccuracy, condemned and consumed ; but know that by this 
plan only, exeented as was possible, could the biographer hope 
to make a biography; and blame biz sot that he did what it 
had been the worst fault not to do. 

As to the accuracy ov error of these statements about the 
Ballantynes and other persons aggrieved, which are questions 
much mooted at present in some places, we know nothing at all. 
If they are inaccurate, let them be corrected ; if the inacouracy 
was avoidable, let the author bear rebuke and punishment for 
it, We can only say, these things earry no look of inaeenracy 
on the face of them; neither is anywhere the smallest trace 
of ill-will or unjust feeling discernible. Decidedly the proba- 
bilities are, and till better evidence arise, the fair conclusion 
is, that this matter stands very much as it ought todo. Let 
‘the clatter of censure, therefore, propagate itself a far as it 
can. For Mr. Lockhart it virtually amounts to this very con- 
siderable praise, that, standing full in the face of the public, 
he has set at nought, and been among the first to do itja 
public pisce of cant; one of the commonest we have, and 
closely allied to many others of the fellest sort, as smooth as 
it looks. 

The other censure, of Scott being mado unheroic, springs 
from the same stem; and is, perhaps, a still more wonderfal 
flower of it. Your true hero must have no features, but be 
white, stainless, an impersonal ghost-hero! But connected 
with this, there is a hypothesis now current, due probably to 
some nan of name, for its own force would not carry it far. 
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‘That Mr. Lockhart at heart has a dislike to Scott, and has 
done his best in an underhand treacherous manner to dishero 
him! Such hypothesis is actually current: be that has ears 
may hea it now and then. On which astonishing hypothesis, 
if a word must be said, it can only be an apology for silence, 
—*'That there are things at which one stands struck silent, as 
at first sight of the Infinite.” For if Mr. Lockhart is fairly 
chargeable with any radical defect, if on any side his insight 
entirely fails him, it seems even to be in this, that Scott is 
altogothor lovely to him; that Scott's greatness spreads out 
for him on all hands beyond reach of eye ; that his very fanits 
become beautiful, his vulgar worldlinesses are solid pradences, 
proprieties; and of his worth there is no measure. Does not 
the patient Biographor dwell on his Addots, Pirates, and hasty 
theatrical scene-paintings ; affectionately analyzing them, as if 
they were Raphael-pictures, time-defying Hamlets, Othellos ? 
‘The Novel-tnanufactory, with its £15,000 a year, is sacred to 
him as creation of a genius, which carries the noble victor up 
to Heaven, Scott is to Lockhart the unparalleled of the time; 
an object spreading out before him like a sea without shor 
Of that astonishing hypothesis, lot expressive silence be the 
only answor, 

And so in sum, with regard to Lockhart's Life of Scott, 
readers that believe in us shall read it with the feeling that a 
man of talent, decision and insight wrote it; wrote it in seven 
volumes, not in one, because the public would pay for it better 
in that state; but wrote it with courage, with frankness, 
sincerity; on the whole, in a very readable, recommendable 
manner, as things go, Whosoever needs it can purchase it, 
or purchase the loan of it, with assurance more than usual 
that he has ware for his money. And now enough of the 
written Life; we will glance a little at the man and his acted 
life. 


Into the quostion whether Scott was a groat man or not, we 
do not propose to enter deeply. Tt is, a8 too usual, a question 
aLout words. There can be no doubt but many men have been 
Bamod and printed great who were vastly smaller than he: a8 
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little doubt moreover that of the specially good, a very large 
portion, according to any genuine standard of man’s worth, 
‘wore worthless in comparison to him. Ho for whom Scott is 
great may most innocently name him so; may with advantage 
admire his great qualities, and ought with sincere heart to 
emulate thom. At the sane time, it is good that there be 
crtain degres of precision in our epithets. It is good to under 
stand, for one thing, that no popularity, and open-monthed 
wonder of all the world, continued eren for a long series of 
years, can make a man great. Such popularity is a remarkable 
fortune ; indicates a great adaptation of the man to his ele- 
ment of circumstances ; but may or may aot indicate anything 
great in the mau. To our imagination, as above hinted, there 
is. a cortain apothoosis in it; but in the reality mo apotheosis 
at all. Popularity isas @ blaze of illumination, or alas, of con- 
flagration, kindled round a man; showing what is in him; not 
putting the smallest item more into him; often abstracting 
much from him; conflagrating the poor man himself into 
ashes and caput mortuum! And then, by the nature of it, 
such popularity is transient; your “series of years,” quite un« 
expectedly, sometimes almost all on a sudden, terminates! For 
the stupidity of men, especially of men congregated im masses 
round any object, is extreme. What illuminstions and con- 
flagrations have kindled themsclves, ag if now heavenly sung 
had risen, which proved only to be tar-barrels and terrestrial 
locks of straw! Profane Princesses cried out, “One God, 
one Farinclli!”—and whither now have they and Farinelli 
danced 2 

In Literature too there have been seen popularities greater 
even than Scott's, and nothing perennial im the interior of 
them. Lope de Vega, whom all the world swore by, and made 
a proverb of; who conld make an acceptable five-act tragedy 
in almost as many hours; the greatest of all popularities past 
or present, and perhaps one of the greatest men that cver 
ranked among popularities: Lope himself, so radiant, fare 
shining, has not proved to bea sun or star of the firmament; 
but is as good as lost and gone out; or plays at best in the 
eyes of some few asa vague aurora-borealis, and brilliant in. 
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effectuality. The great man of Spain gut obscure ut the time, 
all dark and poor, a maimed soldier; writing bis Jon Quizote 
in prison, And Lope’s fate withal was sad, his popularity 
perhaps a curse to him; for in this man there was something 
ethereal too, a divine particle traceable in few other popular 
men; and such farshining diffusion of himself, though all the 
world swore by it, would do nothing for the true life of him 
even while he lived: he had to creep into a convent, into a 
monk's cowl, and learn, with infinite sorrow, that his blessed- 
ness had lain elsewhere ; that when 4 man's life feels itself to 
be sick and an error, no voting of by-standers can make it well 
and a truth again. 

Or coming down to our own times, was not August Kot 
zebue popular? Kotzebue, not so many years since, saw 
himself, if rumor and hand-elapping could be credited, the 
greatest man going; saw visibly his Thoughts, dressed out in 
plush and pasteboard, permeating and perambulating civilized 
Europe; the most izon visages weeping with him, in all 
theatres from Cadiz to Kamtehatka; his own “astonishing 
genius” meanwhile producing two tragedies or so per mouth: 
he, on the whole, blazed high enough: he too has gone out 
into Night and Orews, and already is not. We will omit this 
of popalarity altogether; and account it as making shaply 
nothing towards Scott’s greatness or non-greatness, as an acei- 
dont, not a quality. 

Shorn of this falsifying némdus, and reduced to his own 
natural dimensions, thare remains the reality, Walter Scott, 
and what we cau find in him: to be accounted great, or not 
great, according to the dialects of men. Friends to precision 
Of epithet will probably deny his title to the name “great.” 
‘It seems to us there goes other stuff to the making of great 
men than can be detected here. One-knows not what idea 
worthy of the name of great, what purpose, instinct or ten- 
dency, that could be called great, Scott ever was inspired with. 
His life wax worldly; his ambitions were worldly. There is 
nothing spiritual in him; all is economical, material, of tho 
earth earthy. A love of picturesque, of beautiful, vigorous 
and graceful things; a génuine love, yet not mare genaine 
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than has dwelt in hundreds of men named minor poets: this 
is the highest quality to be discerned in him. 

His power of representing these things, too, his poetic 
power, like his moral power, was a genius in exfenso, a3 we 
may say, not ix intenso, In action, in speculation, droad as he 
‘was, he rose nowhere high; productive without measure as to 
quantity, in quality he for the most part transcended but: a 
little way the region of commonplace. It has been said, “no 
man bas written as many volumes with 80 few sentences that 
can be quoted.” Winged words were not his vocation; noth- 
ing urged him that way: the great Mystery of Existence was 
not great to him; did not drive him into rocky solitudes to 
wrestle with it for an answer, to be answered or to perish. 
‘He had nothing of the martyr; into no “dark region to slay 
monsters for us," did he, either led or driven, venture down: 
his conquests were for his own behoof mainly, conquests over 
common marketdabor, and reckonable in good metallic coin of 
the realm. The thing he had faith in, except power, power of 
what sort socver, and even of the rudest sort, would be diffi- 
cult to point out. One sees not that he believed in anything; 
nay he did not even disbelieve; but quietly acquiesced, and 
made himself at home in a world of conyentionalities; the 
falso, the scmi-false and the truc were alike true in this, that 
they were there, and had power in their hands more or less. 
Th was well to feel so; and yet not well! We find it written, 
“Woe to them that are at ease in Zion;” but surely it is a 
double woe to them that are at caso in Babel, in Domdanicl. 
On the other hand, he wrote many volumes, ainusing many 
thousands of men. Shall we call this great? It seems to us 
thore dwolls and struggles another sort of spirit in the inward 
parts of great mon! 

Brother Ringletub, the missionary, inquired of Ram-Dass, 
a Hindoo man-god, who had set up for godhood lately, What 
he meant to do, then, with tho sins of mankind? To which 
‘Ram-Dass at once answered, He had jire enowgh in his belly to 
‘burn up all the sins in the world. Ram-Dass was right 90 far, 
and had a spico of sense in him; for surely it is the test of 
every divine man this same, and without it he is not divine or 


Fl 
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great, —that he Aave fire in him to burn up somewhat of the 
sins of the world, of the migeries and errors of the world: 
why else is he there? War be it from us to say that a great 
man must needs, with benevolence prepense, become a “frieud 
of humanity ;” nay that such professional self-conscious friends 
of humanity are not the fatalost kind of persons to bo mot 
with in our day. All greatness is unconscious, or it is little 
and nought. And yet a great man without sueh fire in him, 
burning dim or developed, as a divine behest in his heart of 
hearts, never resting till it bo fulfilled, were a solecism in 
Nature, A great man is ever, as the Transcendentalists speak, 
possessed with an idea. 

Napoleon himself, not the superfinest of great men, and 
ballasted sufficiently with prudences and egoisms, had nevor- 
theless, ax is clear enongh, an idea to start with: the idea that 
Democracy was the Cause of Man, the right and infinite Oauss. 
Aovorditigly he made himself “the urmed Soldier of Demoo- 
racy ;" and did vindicats it in a rather great manner. Nay, to 
the very last, he had a kind of idea; that, namely, of “La 
carritrs ouverte atx tatens, The tools to him that can handle 
them;” really one of the best ideas yet promulgated on that 
matter, or rather the one true central ides, towards which all 
the others, if they tend any-whither, must tend. Unhappily it 
was in the military province only that Napoloon could realizo 
this idea of his, being forved to fight for himself the while : 
before he got it tried to any extent in the civil: province of 
things, his head by much victory grew light (no head can 
stand more than its quantity); and he lost head, as they say, 
and became a selfish ambitionist and quack, and was harled 
out; leaving his idea to be realized, in the civil province of 
things, by others! Thus was Napoleon; thus are all great 
men; ehildren of the idea; or, in Ram-Dase’s phraseology, 
furnished with fire to burn up the miseries of men. Conscious 
or unconscious, Jatent or unfolded, there is small vestige of 
any such fire being extant in the inner man of Soot, 

Yet on the other hand, the surliest critic must allow that 
Scott was a genuine man, which itself is a great matter. No 
affectation, fantasticality or distortion dwelt in him; no shadow 
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ofcant, Nay withal, was he not a right brave and strong man, 
according to his kind? What a load of toil, what a moasare 
of felicity, he quietly bore along with him; with what quiet 
strength he both worked om this earth, and enjoyed in it; 
invincible to cvil fortune and to good! A most composed 
invincible man; in difficulty and distress knowing no discour 
agement, Samsonlike carrying off om his strong Samson- 
shoulders the gates that would imprison him; in danger and 
monace laughing at the whisper of fear, And then, with such 
a sunny current of true humor and humanity, a free joyful 
sympathy with so many things; what of fire he had all lying 
80 beautifully da¢en¢, a8 radical latent heat, as fruitful inter- 
nal warmth of life; 2 most robust, healthy man! The truth 
ig, our best definition of Scott were perhaps even this, that he 
was, if no great man, then something much pleasanter to be, 
@ robust, thoroughly healthy and withal very prosperous and 
victorious man, An eminently well-conditioned man, healthy 
in body, healthy in soul; we will call him one of the healthiest 
of men. 

Neither is this a small matter: health is a great matter, 
both to the possessor of {t and to others. On the whole, that 
humorist in the Moral Essay was not so far out, who deter- 
mined on honoring health only; and so instead of humbling 
himself to the high-born, to the rich and well-dressed, insisted 
on doffing hat to the healthy: coroneted carriages with pale 
faces in them passed by as failures, miserable and lament- 
able; trucks with ruddy-chocked strength dragging at them 
were greeted as successful and venerable. For does not health 
mean harmony, the synonym of all that is true, justly ordered, 
good; is it not, in some sense, the net-total, as shown by ¢x- 
periment, of whatever worth is in us? The healthy man is 
A most meritorious product of Nature so far as he goes. A 
healthy body is good; but s soul in right health; — it is the 
thing beyond all others to be prayed for; the blessedest thing 
this earth receives of Heaven. Withont artificial medicament 
of philosophy, or tightlacing of oreeds (always very question- 
able), the healthy soul discerns what is good, and adheres to 
it, and retains it; discerns what is bad, and spontaneously 
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casts it off. An instinct from Nature herself, like that which 
guides the wild animals of the forest to their food, shows 
him what he shall do, what he shall abstain from, ‘The false 
and foreign will not adhere to him; cant and all fantastic 
diseased incrustations are impossible;—as Walker the Oriyi- 
nal, in such eminence of health was he for his part, eould 
not, by much abstinence from soap-and-water, attain to 
dirty face! This thing thou canst work with and profit by, 
this thing is substantial and worthy; that other thing thou 
canst not work with, it is trivial and inapt: so speaks wnerr 
ingly the inward monition of the man’s whole nature, No 
need of logic to prove the most argumentative absurdity 
absurd ; as Goethe says of himself, “all this ran down from 
mo like water from a man in wax-cloth dress." Blessed is the 


monions adjustment and play of all the faculties, the jast 
balance of oneself gives a just feeling towards all men and 
all things. Glad light from within radiates outwards, and 
enlightens and ombellishes. 

Now all this can be predicated of Walter Scott, and of na 
British literary man that we remember in these days, to any 
such extent, —if it be not perhaps of one, the most opposite 
imaginable to Scott, but bis equal in this quality and what 
holds of it: William Cobbett! Nay there are other similari- 
ties, widely different as they two look; nor be the comparison 
disparaging to Scott: for Cobbett also, as the pattern John 
Bull of his century, strong as the rhinoceros, and with singue 
lar humanities and genialities shining through his thick skin, 
if & most brave phenomenon. So bounteous was Nature to 
us; in the sickliest of recorded ages, when British Literature 
lay all puking and sprawling in Werterism, Byrouism, and 
other Scntimontalism tearful or spasmodic (fruit of internal 
wind), Natare was kind enough to send us two healthy Men, 
of whom she might still say, not without pride, “These also 
were made in England; such limbs do I still make there!” 
It is one of the cheerfalest sights, let tho question of its 
greatness be settled as you will. A healthy matere may or 
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may not be great; but there is no great nature that is not 
healthy, 

Or, on the whole, might we not say, Scott, in the now 
vosture of the nineteeuth century, was intrinsically very 
much the old fightiag Bordorce of prior centuries; the kind 
of man Nature did of old make in that birthland of his? In 
the saddle, with the foray-spear, he would have acquitted hin- 
self! ashe did at the desk'with kis pen. Ono fancies: how, in 
stont Beardéeof Harden's time, he could have played Beardie’s 
part; and deen the stalwart buff-bolted ¢errw yilius he in this 
late time-coulibonly delight to.dmaw. Tho same stout self-help 
was in him; the same oak and triple truss round: bis) heart: 
He. too could have fought at Redswire, cracking crowns with 
the; fiercost,.if-that bad been the task; could have harried 
cattle in Tynodale, repaying injury with compound interest; 
a right sufficient captain of men. A man without qualms or 
fantastioulities ; a hard-beaded, sonnd-bearted) man, of joyous 
robust temper, looking to the inuin chance, and fighting direct 
thitherward; valde stalwartus homo! — How much in that 
case had slumbered im him, and passed away without sign! 
Bat indeed, who knows how much slambers in mapy mon? 
Perhaps our greatest poets ary the mute Miltons; the yooals 
are! those whom by happy accident-we lay hold of one hers, 
one there, as it chances, and make vocal. It is even a ques- 
tion, whother, had not want, discomfort and distress-warrants 
been busy at Stratford-on-Avon, Shakspeare himself had not 
lived killing calves or combing wool! Had the Edial Boarding: 
school turned out well, we had never hoard of Samuel John- 
son;"Samuel Johnson had been a fat schoolmaster and’ dog- 
muutie gerund-grinder, nud never known that he was more 
Nature is rich: those two eggs thou art eating carelessly’ to. 
breakfast, could they not have been hatched into a pair of 
fowls, und) have covered the whole world with poultry ? 

But it was not harrying of cattle in Tynedale, or eracking 
of crowns at Redawire, that this stout Borderehief was ap 
pointed to perform. Far other work. To be the song-singer 
and pleasant tale-ellor to Britain und Europe, in the! begin« 
ning of the artificial nineteenth century; here, and not there, 
Vol. 16—F.F 
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lay his business, Beardie of Harden would have found it 
very amazing. How he shapes himself to this new element; 
how ho helps himself along in it, makes it too do for him, 
lives sound and victorious in it, and leads over the marches 
such a spoil as all the cattledroves the Hardens ever took 
were poor in comparison to; this is the history of the life 
and achievoments of our Sir Walter Scott, Baronet ;— whereat 
‘we are now to glance for a little! It is a thing remarkable; 
a thing substantial; of joyful, victorious sort; not unworthy 
to be glanced at. Withal, however, a glance here and there 
will suffice. Our limite are narrow; the thing, were it never 
80 victorious, is not of the sublime sort, nor extremely edify- 
ing; there is nothing in it to censure vehemently, nor love 
vehemently; there ig more to wonder at than admire; and 
the whole secret is not an abstruse one 


‘Till towards the age of thirty, Scott's life has nothing in 
it docisively pointing towards Liternture, or indeed towards 
distinction of any kind; he is wedded, settled, and has gone 
through all his preliminary steps, without symptom of re- 
nown aa yot, It is the life of every other Edinburgh youth 
of his station and time. Fortunate we must name it, in 
many ways. Parents in easy or wealthy circumstances, yet 
unencumbered with the cares and perversions of aristocracy ; 
nothing eminent in place, in faculty or culture, yot nothing 
deficient; all around is methodic regulation, prodence, pros- 
perity, kind-heartedness; an clement of warmth and light, 
of affection, industry and burgherly comfort, heightened into 
elegance; in which the young heart can wholesomely grow. 
A vigorous health seems to have been given by Nature; yet, 
aa if Nature had said withal, “Let it be a health to express 
itself by mind, not by body,’ a lamenoas is added in ehild- 
hood; the brave little boy, instead of romping and bickering, 
must learn to think; or at lowest, what is a great matter, 
to sit still. No rackets and trundling-hoops for this young 
‘Waltor; but ballads, history-books and a world of legendary 
stuff, which his mother and those near him are copiously able 
to furnish. Disease, which is but superficial, and issues in 
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outward lameness, doesnot cloud the young existenee ; rather 
forwards it towards tho expansion it is fitted for. ‘The miser. 
able discase had been onc of the internal nobler parts, marring 
the general organization; under which no Walter Scott could 
have\been forwardoi, or wish ai) his other endowments coaki 
have been producible or possible, “Nature gives healthy 
children much ;-how much! Wise -cdrcation’ ison wise ‘un- 
folding of this; often dt unfolds itself better of its own 
accord.” 


‘Add, one other) circumstance: the place where; namely, 
Presbyterian Scotland. The intiuentes of this are felt inces- 
santly; they stream insat every pore. “There is a country 
accent,” says La Rochefoucauld, “not in speech only, but in 
thought, condact, character: and manner of existing, whith 
never forsakes'a man.” Scott, we believe, was all his'daysan 
Episcopalian Disscoter in Scotland; bat that makes little to 
thermatter. Nobody who-knows Scotland and Seott can doubt 
batiPrpsbyterianism \too had a vast’share in ‘the forming of 
him: ‘Avcountry where the entire people is, on even once has 
‘been, laid hold of, filled'to the heart with an infinite religions 
ideo has “made a step from which it cannot retrograde.” 
‘Phought, eonsviones, the sense that man is denizen of a “Univ 
‘verse, creature of-un Eternity, hag ‘penetrated’ to the remotest 
cottage; to the simplest: heart Beautiful and awfal, the feol- 
ingyofia Heavenly Behest; of Daty god-commanded, over-cano- 
Plea all life. There igian inspiration in euch a peoples one 
may say in a more special sense, ‘the inspiration of the Al- 
mighty giveth them) understanding.” Honor to all the brave 
andetrue; everlasting honor to brave old Knox, one of the 
truest of the true! That, in the moment while he and his 
cause, amid civil broils, in convulsion and confusion, were still 
-but straggling for life, ho sent’ the echoolinaster forth to all 
corners, and said)“ Lot the people be taught: ” this is-but one, 
anti iodeed.an inevitable and comparntively inconsiderable item 
inj his great message to men, His’ message, in its trac com- 
ass was, “Let men know that they are men; created by God, 
responsible to’ God); who work in any meanest moment of time 
what will last through eternity.” Tt is verily @ greab message. 
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Not ploughing and hammering machines, not patent-digesters 
(never so ornamental) to digest the produce of these; no, in 
no wise; born slaves neither of their fellow-men, nor of their 
own appetites; but men! This great message Knox did de- 
liver, with a man's voice and strength; and found a people to 
believe him. 

Of such an achievement, we say, were it to be made once 
only, the results are immense. ‘Thought, in auch a country, 
may change its form, but cannot go out; the country has 
attained majority ; thought, and a certain spiritual manhood, 
ready for all work that man can do, endures there, It may 
take many forma: the form of hard-fisted money-getting ine 
dustry, as in the vulgar Scotchman, in the vulgar New Eng- 
lander; but ag compact developed force and alertness of faculty, 
it is still there; it may utter Stself one day as the colossal 
Scepticism of a Hume (beneficent this too though painfal, 
wrestling Titan-like through doubt and inquiry towards new 
belief); and again, some better day, it may utter itself as the 
inspired Melody of « Burns: in a word, it is there, and continues 
to manifest itself, in the Voice and the Work of a Nation of 
hardy endeavoring considering mon, with whatever that may 
bear in it, or unfold from it. The Seoteh national character 
originates in many circumstances; first of all, in the Saxon 
stuff there was to work on; but next, and beyond all else ex- 
cept that, in the Prosbyterian Gospel of John Knox. It seoms 
4 good national character; and on some sides not so good. 
Let Scott thank John Knox, for he owed him much, little as 
he droamod of debt in that quarter! No Scotchman of his 
time was more entirely Scotch than Walter Scott: the good 
and the not so good, which all Scotchmen inherit, ran through 
every fibre of him, 

Scott's childhood, school-days, college-days, are pleasant to 
read of, though they differ not from those of others in his 
place and time. The memory of him may protably enough 
Inst till thie record of them become far moro curious than it 
now is. “So lired an Edinburgh Writer to the Signet’s son in 
the end of the eighteenth century,” may some fature Scotch 
novelist say to himself in the ond of the twenty-first! ‘Tho 
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UAE DEcAtieae marie, ‘It seems, my mother 
had sent-amaid te take charge of me, ot this farm of Sandy- 
‘Kanowe, thet Eamight be no inreaivenience to the family. Bat 
‘thedamoel senton that importast mission bed Icft ber boat 
bebind ber, in tho keeping of some wild iclow, it is Likely, 
who bad done and said more to ber thas he was like to make 


obber being detained at Sandy-Knewe. This rose, I xuppose, 
tomsort of delirious affection ; for she confrased to old Alison 
‘Wilsen, the housekeeper, that sbe bad carried me up to the 
cmigs uniler 3 strong temptation of the Devil to cut my throat 
with: ber scissors, and bery mein the moss. Alison instantly 

Gon of my person, and took care that her confidant 
thould'not be subject to any farther temptation, at least oo far 
as Dwaseoncerned. She was dismissed of coarse, ami I have 
heard altzrwanis became a lunatic. 


tion and appearance were a little whimsical. Among the 
odditemedics recurred to, to aid my lameness, some one bad 
Teeommenied that so often as a sheep was killed for the use 
ofthe family, I should be stripped, and swathed up in the 
skin-warm-as it was fiayed from the careass of the animal. 
Inithis!Tartarlike babiliment I well remember lying apon the 
flonrvofthe little parlor in the farmhouse, while my crand- 
father, ayrenerable oll aan with white hair, used every exeite- 
Ment to make me try to crawl 1 also distinctly remember 
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the late Sir George M*Dougal of Mackerstown, father of the 
present Sir Henry Hay M‘Dougal, joining in the attempt. He 
was, God knows how, a relation of ours; and I still recollect 
him, in his old-fashioned military habit (he hud beon Colonel 
of the Greys), with a small cosked-hat deaply laced, an em- 
broidered scarlet waisteoat, and a light-colored coat, with milk~ 
white locks tied in a military fashion, knooling on the ground 
before mo, and dragging his watch along the carpet to induce 
me to follow it. The benevolent old soldier, and the infant 
wrapped in his sheepskin, would have afforded an odd group to 
uninterested spectators. This must have happened about my 
third year (1774), for Sir George MDougal and my grand- 
father both died shortly after that period.”"* 

Woe will glance next into the “Liddesdale Raids.” Scott 
has grown up to be a brisk-hearted jovial young man and 
Advocate: in vacation-time he makes excursions to the High- 
lands, to the Border Cheviots and Northumberland ; rides free 
and far, on his stout galloway, through bog and brake, orer 
the dim moory Debatable Land,—over Flodden and other 
fields and places, where, though he yet knew it not, his work 
lay. No land, however dim and moory, but either has had 
or will have its poet, and so become not unknown in song. 
Liddesdale, which was once ax prosaic as most dales, having 
‘now attained illustration, let us glance thitherward ; Liddesdale 
too is on this anciont Earth of ours, under this eternal Sky ; 
and gives and takes, in the most inealoulable manner, with the 
Universe at large! Scott's experiences there are rather of the 
rustic Arcadian sort; the elenent of whiskey not wanting. We 
should premise that here and there a feature has, perhaps, 
boon aggravated for effect’s sake : — 

“During seven successive years,” writes Mr. Lockhart (for 
the Autobiography has long since left us), Scott made a raid, 
as he called it, into Tiddesdale with Mr. Shortreed, sheriff- 
substitute of Roxburgh, for his guide; exploring every rivulet 
to its source, and every ruined pee! from foundation to battle 
ment, At this time no wheeled carriage had ever been soon 
in the district ;— the first, indeed, was a gig, driven by Scott 

} Vol L pp. 15-27, 
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Rimself for a part of his way, when on the last of these seven 
excursions. ‘There was no inn nor public-house of any kind in 
tho whole valley ; the travellers passed from the shepherd's 
‘hut to the minister's manse, and again from the cheerful hor- 
pitality of the manse to the rough and jolly welcome of the 
homestead; gathering, wherever they went, songs and tunes, 
and occasionally more tangible relics of antiquity, —even such 
afrowth of auld knicknackets’ as Burns ascribes to Captain 
Grose. To these rambles Scott owed much of the materials 
of his Minstreley of the Scottish Bowler; ond not less of that 
intimate acquaintance with the living manners of these unso- 
phisticated regions, which constitutes the chief charm of one 
of the most charming of his prose works. Bat how soon he 
had any definite object before him in his researches seems 
vory doubtful. ‘THe was makin’ himsell a’ the time,’ said Mr. 
Shortreed; ‘but he didna ken maybe what he was abont till 
years had passed: at first he thought o? little, I dare say, but 
the queerness and the fun’ 

“(Tn those days) says the Memorandum before mo, ‘ndvo- 
cates wore not so plenty —at least about Liddesdale;’ and the 
worthy Sheriff-substitute goes on to describe the sort of bustle, 
not unmixed with alarm, produced at the first farm-house they 
visited (Willie Elliot's at Millbornholm), when the honest man 
was informed of the quality of one of his guests. When thoy 
dismounted, accordingly, he received Mr. Seott with great cere- 
mony, and insisted upon himself leading his horse to the stable. 
Shortreed accompanied Willie, however; and the latter, after 
taking a deliberate poep at Seott, ‘out by the edge of the door- 
cheek,’ whispered, ‘Weel, Robin, I say, de'il hae me if I's be. 
# bit feared for him now; he’s just a chield like ourselves, I 
think.’ Half a dozen dogs of all degrees had already gathered 
round ‘the advocate,’ and his way of returning their compli 
ments had set Willie Elliot at once at his ease. 

* According to Mr. Shortreed, this good man of Millburn- 
holm was the great original of Dandie Dinmont. . . . They 
dined at Millburnholm ; and, after having lingered over Willie 
Elliot’s punch-bowl, until, in Mr. Shortreed’s phrase, they 
were ‘half-giowrin’,’ mounted their steads again, amd yroceetot. 
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to: DrElliot's at Cleughhead, where (‘for,' saysmy Memoran- 
dam, ‘folk -werena very nice in those days’) the two travellers 
sleptimone and the same bed,—as, indeed, seems to have: 
‘been the'case with them throughout most of their excursions 
inthis primitivedistrict. Dr. Elliot (a clergyman) had already 
adarge MS, collection of the balladsScott was in quost of... . 
‘Next:morning they seem to have ridden along way for the 
express purpose of visiting one ‘auld Thomas 6” Tuzzilehope,' 

‘Gnuther Eliot, Teuppose, who was celebrated for his :akill.on 
the Border pipe, and in particular for being in possession of 
the-real li/t? of Dick ol the Cowe. Before starting, that is, ab 
sixo’clock,-the ballad-hunters had, ‘ just'to lay the: stomach, a) 
devilled duck or twacand some London porter.’ Auld ‘Thomas 
found them, nevertheless;well disposed for ‘ broakfast’ on their: 
arrival at Tuzzilehope ; and this being over, he delighted them 
with one of the most hideous and unearthly of all speetmens- 
of ‘ridingymosio,’ and, moreover, with considerable libations 
of whiskey-punch, manufactured in a-certain wooden vessel, 
resembling ‘avery small milkpail, which he.cailed ‘ Wisdom,’ 
because it ‘made’ only a few spoonfuls of spirits, — though 
hehad the art of replenishing it so adroitly, that it had) been 
celebrated for fifty years'as: more’ fatal to ‘sobriety than any 
bowliin the parish. “Having done due honor to ‘Wisdom,! 
they-again mounted, and proceeded over moss and) moor to 
some other equally hospitable master of the pipe: ‘Ah me,’ 
says Shortreed, ‘sic an endless fund o’ humor and drollery as 
hethon had wi! him! Never ton yards but wo were either 
laughing or ronring und singing. Wherever we stopped, how 
Irawlic he suited himsel) to everybody! He aye did as the 
lave did; never made himsell the great man, or took ony airs 
imtheompany. I?ve seen him ina’ moods in these jaunts, 
graveand gay, daft and serious, sober and deunk— (this, how- 
ever, even in our wildest rambles, was rare)— bat, drunk or 
sober, howasiaye the gentleman, He lookit excessively heavy 
and stupid when hewas ow, but he was never out o' gude 
humor?” 

‘These are questionable doings, questionably narrated ; but 

ond tone: German; fallen, 
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what shall we say of the following, wherein the element of 
whiskey plays an extremely prominent part? We will say 
that it ie questionable, and not exemplary, whiskey mounting 
clearly beyoud its level; thut indeed charity hopes and con- 
jectures hore may be some aggravating of features for effect’s 
sake! 
“On reaching, one evening, some Charlieshope or other (I 
‘forgot the name) among those wildernesses, they found a kindly 
reception, a8 usual; bat, to their agreeable surprise after some 
days of hard living, a measured and orderly hospitality as 
respected liquor. Soan after supper, at which a bottle of 
elderberry-wine alone had been produced, a young student of 
divinity, who happened to be in the house, was called upon 
to take the ‘big ha’ Bible,’ in the good old fashion of ‘Burns's 
Saturday Night ;’ and some progress had been already made in 
the serriee, when the good-man of the farm, whose ‘tendency,’ 
as Mr, Mitohell says, ‘was soporitic,’ scandalized his wife and 
the dominie by starting suddenly from his knees, and, rubbing 
his eyes, with a stentorian exclamation of ‘By —, here’s the 
keg at last!’ and in tumblod, as ho spoke the word, a couple 
of sturdy herdsmen, whom, on hearing a day before of tho 
advocate’s approaching visit, he had despatched to a certain 
smiuggler's haunt, at some considerable distance, in quest of a 
of run brandy from the Solway Frith. ‘The pious ‘ex- 
ercise’ of the houschold was hopelessly interrupted. With a 
“thousand apologies for his hitherto shabby entertainment, this 
jolly Elliot, or Armstrong, had the woleome keg mounted on 
the table without a moment's delay; and gentle and simple, 
not forgetting the dominie, continued caronsing about it nntil 
daylight streamed in upon the party. Sir Walter Scott seldom 
failed, when I saw him in company with his Liddesdale oom- 
panion, to mimic with infinite humor the sudden outburst of 
his old host on hearing the clatter of horses’ feet, which he 
knew to indicate the arrival of the keg—the oonsternation 
‘of the dame —and the ruefal despair with which the young 
clergyman closed the book.” * 
‘From which Liddesdale raids, which we here, like the you 
2 Vol. L pp. 195-199, 

















120° CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 


clergyman, close not without a.certain rueful despair, let the 
reader draw what nourishment he can, They evince satisise- 
torily, though ina radesaanner, thatin thesedays young ad- 
vocates, and Scott like the rest, of them, were alive. and alert, 
—whiskey sometimes preponderating. But let us now fancy 
that the jovial young Advocate has pleaded his first canse; _ 
has sorved in yeomanry drills; been wedded, been 
Sheriff, without romance in either case; dabbling.a little the 
while, under guidance of Monk Lewis, in translations from the 
German, in translation of Goethe's Géts. with the Tron Hund 
—and we havo arrived at the threshold of tho, Ainseroley. of 
the Scottish Border, and the opening of a new century. 
Hitherto, therefore, ‘there has been made out, by Nature 
and Circumstance working together, nothing unusually re- 
markable, yet still something very valuable; a. stout effeo- 
taal man of thirty, full of brond) sagacity and) gooddrumor, 
with faculties in him fit for any burden .of business, hospi+ 
tality and duty, logal or civic: with what other faculties in 
himmo one could yet say. As indeed, who, after lifelong: in- 
spectiou, ean say what isin any man? ‘The uttered. part of 
acman’s lifo, lot us always repeat, bears to the unuttered) une 
conscious part & small unknown proportion; he himself mover 
knows it, mach less do others, Give him room,give shim toe 
prise; he reaches down to the Tntisite with: that so -straitly 
imprisoned ponl of his; and can do mirles if neod be! It 
is,one of the comfortablest traths that: great men abound, 
thongh in the unknown state Nay, as abore hinted, oor 
greatest, being also by nature our quietest, are perhaps’ those 
that remain unknown! Philosopher Fichte took. comfort in 
this belief, when from-all pulpits:and editorial «lesks,, and 
publications periddical and stationary, he could hear nothing 
bht the infinite chattering and twittering of commonplace 
beeomeambitions; and in the infinite stir of motion no-w hither, 
and of din which should have been silence, all seemed churned 
into one tempestuous yeasty froth, and the stern Fichte almost 
desired “taxes on knowledge” to allay. it a litthe;—he com 
forted himself, woiay,by the unshaken belief/that Thonght 
did s¢i}} exist in Germany; that thinking men, each in his 
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own corner, were verily doing their work, though in a silent 


latent manner? 

Walter Scott, as a latent Walter, had never amused all men 
for a score of years in the course of centuries and cternitios, 
or gained and lost several hundred thousand pounds sterling 
‘by Literature; but ho might have been a happy and by no 
means a useless, — nay, who knows at bottom whether not a 
still usefuler Walter! However, that was not his fortune. 
Tho Genius of rather a singular age, —an age at once desti+ 
tute of faith and terrified at scepticism, with little knowledge 
of its whereabout, with many sorrows to bear or front, and on 
the whole with « life to lead in these new circumstances, — 
had said to himself: What man shall be the temporary com- 
forter, or were it but the spiritual eomfitmaker, of this my 
poor singular age, to solace its dead tedium and manifold sor 
tows a little? So had the Genius said, looking over all the 
world, What man? and found him walking the dusty Outer 
Parliamenthouse of Edinburgh, with his advoeate-gown om 
his back; and exclaimed, That is he! 

Tho Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border proved to be a well 
from which flowed one of the broadest rivers. Motrical Ro- 
mances (which in due time pass into Pros¢ Romances) ; the 
old life of men resuscitated for us: it is a mighty word! 
Not ss dead tradition, but as a palpable presence, the past 
stood before us. There they were, the ragged old fighting 
men; in their doughty simplicity and strength, with their 
heartinoss, their healthiness, their stout self-help, in thoir iron 
basnets, leather jerkins, jack-boots, in their quaintness of man- 
ner and costume; there as they looked and lived : it was like 
@ néw-discovered continent in Literature ; for the new century, 
a bright El Dorado,—or else some fat beatific land of Cock- 
aigne, and Paradise of Donothings. To the opening nineteenth 
century, in its languor and paralysis, nothing could have been 
welcomer, Most unexpected, most refreshing and exhilarat- 
ing; bebold our new El Dorado; our fat beatific Lubberland, 
where one can enjoy and do nothing! Tt was the time for 
such a new Literature; and this Walter Scott was the man 

1 Fichte, Ober das Ween des Gelabsten,, 
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forit, Tho Lays, the Marmions, the Ledyrand Lorde of Lake 
and Isles, followed in quick succession, with evcrwidening 
profit and praise, How many thousands of guineas were paid 
down for each now Lay; how many thousands of copies (fifty 
‘and more somotimes) were printed off, then and subsequently ; 
what complimenting, reviewing, renown and apotheosis there 
was: all is recorded in theso Seven Volumes, whieh willbe 
valuable in literary statistics. It is a history, brilliant, re- 
markable; the outlines. of which are known to all. The 
rousiér shall recall it, or conceive it No blaze in bis fancy is 
likely to mount higher thau the reality did. 

At this middle. period of his: life, therefore, Soott, enriched: 
with copyrights, with new oMfeial incomes and promotions, 
ich in money, rich in repute, presents himself as aman inl 
the fall career of success. © Hoalth, wealth, and wit to guide 
them” (as his vernacular Proverb says), all these three are 
his. ‘The field isopen for him, and victory there; his own 
faculty, bis own self, unshacklod, victoriously unfolds itself, — 
the highest blossedness that can befall a man. Wide circle 
of friends, personal loving admirers ; warmth of domestic joys, 
vouthsafed to all that can true-heartedly nestle down among 
them; light of radiance and renown given only to a few: who 
would not call Scott happy ? But the happicst eiroumstance 
ofall is, awe said abore, that Scott had! in himself a right 
healthy soul, rendering him little dependent om outward ci~ 
cumstances. Things showed thomselves to him not! in distor 
tion or borrowed light or gloom, but as they were. Endeavor 
Jay in him and endurance, in dar measure; and clear vision 
of whatwas to be endeavored after. Were one to preach » 
Sermon on Health, ns really were worth doing, Scott ought 
tobe thetext Theories are demonstrably trae in) the way of 
logic; and then in the way of practice they prove trae or else 
notitrae: but hore is the grand experiment, Do they turn out 
well? ‘What boots it that a man’s ereed ix the witest, that his 
system of principles is the superfinest, if, when set to work, 
the life of him does nothing but jar, and fret itself into Aoles? 
‘They are untrue in that, were it in nothing else, these princi 
ples of his; openly convicted of untruth ;—&t only, shall we 
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sayy to be rejected as counterfeits, and flungte:the dogs? We 
say not that; butwe do say, that ill-boalth, of body or of mind, 
is defeat, is battle (in a good or ina bad cause). with bad 
suecess; that health alone is vietory. Let all men; if they 
can manage it, contrive to be healthy! He who in what cause 
noorer sinks into pain and disease, lot him tako thought of it; 
let hinv know well that it ig not good fe has arrived at yot, 
bub surely evil)—imay,or may not be, on the way towards 
good. 

‘Scott's healthiness showed itself docisively in alb things, 
and nowhere more deciswwelythan in this: the way in which 
hetook hisfame! the estimate he from the first formed) of 
fame. Money will buy mouey’s worth; but, the thing men 
all fame, what) is it? A gaudy emblazonry, not \good’for 
much, —except, indeed, us it. too may-turn to money. ‘To 
Scott it was a profitable pleasing superfluity, no necessary of 

* life. Not necessary, now crever! Seemingly without much 
effort, but taught by Nature, and the instinct which instructs 
the sound. heart; whab is good for ib and what is not, he 
felt that he could always do without this.same cmblazonry 
of reputation; that he ought to put no trust in ity but-bo 
ready atany time to see it pass away from hin, and to hold 
on-his way as before. It is incalculable, as we conjecture, 
what’ cvil he escaped in this manner; what porversions, 
inritations, mean agonies without a name, he lived wholly 
apart from, knew nothing of. Happily before fame strived, 
he had reached the mature age at which all this was easior 
tovbim. Whats strange Nemosis lurks in the felivities of 
men | In thy mouth it shall bo sweet ax honey, inithy belly 
itishall be bitter ax gall! Some weakly organized i 
wou will say: at! the age of five-and-twenty, whose qwain or 
whole talent rests on some prurient susceptivity, and oth 
ing under it but shallowness and vacuum, is clutched hold 
of by the general imagination; is whirled aloft to the giddy 
height; and taught to beliove the divinewooming message 
that he is a great man: such individual seems the) look. 
jest of men: and, alas, is he not the uuluckicst? Swallow 
uot the Circe-draught, O weakly organized individual; it i 
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fell poison; it will dry up the fountains of thy whole exist- 
ence, and all will grow withered and parched; thou shalt be 
wretched undor the sun! 

Ts there, for example, a sadder book than that Dife of Byron 
by Moore? To omit mere prurient susceptivities that rest on 
yacuurn, look at poor Byron, who really had much substance 
in him. Sitting there in his selfexilo, with a proud heart 
striving to persuade itself that it despises the entire created 
Universe; and far off, in foggy Babylon, let any pitifulost 
whipster draw .pen on him, your proud Byron writhes in 
torture, —as if the pitifal whipster were a magician, or his 
pen a galvanic wire struck into the Byron's spinal marrow! 
Lamentable, despicable, —one had rather be a kitten and ory 
mew! O son of Adam, great or little, according as thou art 
lovable, those thou livest with will love thee. Those thou 
Tivost not with, is it of moment that they havo the alphabetic 
letters of thy name engraved on their memory, with some 
signpost likeness of thee (ax like as T to Horcules) appended 
tothem? It is not of moment; in sober truth, not of any 
moment at all! And yet, bebold, there is no soul now whom 
thou canst love freely,— from one soul only art thou always 
sure of reverence enough; in presence of no soul is it rightly 
well with theo! How is thy world become desert ; and thou, 
for the sake of a little babblement of tongues, art poor, banle- 
rupt, insolvent not in purse, but in heart and mind! “The 
Golden Qal£ of velf-love,” says Jean Paul, “has grown into 
a burning Phalaris’ Bull, to consume its owner and wor 
shipper.” Ambition, the desire of shining and outshining, 
was the beginning of Sin in this world. The man of letters 
who founds upon his fame, does he not thereby alone declare 
himself a follower of Lucifer (named Satan, the Enemy), and 
member of the Satanic school ? —— 


It was in this poetic period that Soott formed his connection 
with the Ballantynes; and embarked, though under cover, 
largely in trade. To those who regard him in the heroic 
light, and will hare Vates to signify Prophet as well as Poet, 
this portion of his biography seems somewhat incongruous 








solid power over the good things of this world, wasScott’s. 
avowed object; towards which the precept.of precepts is 
that,of Tago, Put: money in thy purse. 
Here, indeed, it ix to be remarked, that, perhaps no literary 
. manof-any generation has less value than Seott for the im- 
material, part of. his mission in. any. sense: nob,only,for the 
fantasy)callod fame, withthe fantastic miseries attendant 
thereon ; but alko.for the spiritual purport of his work, 
whether it tended hitherward or thitherward,.or had any 
tondency whatever; and indeed for-nll. purports and resulta 
of his working, except such, we may say, 25 offered themselves 
tothe eye, and could, in one sense or the other, be handled, 
looked ,at and, buttoned. into. the brepches-pocket. Somewhat 
too.little of a fantast, this Fates of ours! But.eo it was: 
fm) thix nineteenth century, our highest literary. man, who 
immeasurably beyond_all others. commanded the world’s car, 
had, as it were, no message whatever.to delivor to the world; 
wished. not the world to elevate itself, to amen itself, vodo 
this or to do that,,exceptysimply pay him for the books be 
kept writing. Very remarkable; fittest, perhaps, for_an age 
fallon languid, destitute.of faith and, terrified at scepticism ° 
Ot, perhaps, for quite another, sort of age, an age alin peaco- 
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able triumphant motion? Be this as it may, surely since 

‘time there has been no great speaker so uncon- 
scious of an aim in speaking as Walter Seott. Equally un- 
conscious theses two utterances; equally the sincere complete 
products of the minds they came from: and now if they were 
equally deep? Or, if the one was living fire, and the other 
was futile phosphorescence ani mere resinous firework? Ib 
will depend on the relative worth of the minds; for both 
were equally spontaneous, both equally expressed themsolves: 
‘unencumbered by an ulterior aim. Beyond drawing audiences 
to the Globe Theatre, Shakspeare contemplated no result in 
those plays of his. Yet they have had results! Utter with 
free heart what thy own damon gives thee: if fire from 
heaven, it shall be well; if resinous firework, it shall be— 
as well as it could be, or better than otherwise! 

‘The candid judge will, in general, require that a speaker, 
in so extremely serious a Universe as this of ours, have some- 
thing to speak about. In the heart of the speaker there ought 
to be some kind of gospel-tidings, burning till it be uttered; 
otherwise it wore better for him that ho altogether held his 
peace. A gospel somewhat more decisive than this of Scott's, 
—except to an age altogether languid, without either scepti: 
cism or faith! These things the candid judge will demand 
of literary men; yet withal will Teeognize the great worth 
there is in Scott's honesty if in nothing more, in his being 
the thing he was with such entire good faith Here is a 
something, not a nothing. If no sky-born messenger, heaven 
looking through his eyes; then neither is it a chimera with 
his systems, crotchets, cants, fanaticiams, and “last infirmity 
of noble minds,” —full of misory, unrest and ill-will; but a 
substantial, poacoable, terrestrial man. Far as the Earth is 
under the Heaven does Scott stand below the former sort of 
character; but high as the cheerful flowery Earth ix above 
waste Tartarus does he stand above the latter. Let him live 
in his own fashion, and do honor to him in that, 

It were late in the day to write criticisina on those Metrical 
Romances: at the same time, we may remark, the great popw 
arity they had seems natural enoagh. In the first place, 
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ings, and fomentings, more or loss effectually, that the patient 
in total idleness may have the delights of activity, — was here 
to a considerable extent realized. The languid imagination 
fell back into its rest; an artist was there who could supply 
it with high-painted soenee, with sequences of stirring action, 
and whisper to it, Be at ease, and let thy tepid element be 
comfortable to thee. “The rude man,” says a critic, “requires 
only to see something goingon. ‘The man of more refinement 
must be made to feel. The man of complete refinement must 
be made to reflect.” 

We named the Minstrelsy of the Scottish Border the fountain 
from which flowed this great river of Motrical Romances ; but 
according to some they can be traced to a still higher, obseurer 
spring; to Goethe's Gite von Berliohiagen with the Iron Hand ; 
of which, as wo have seen, Scott in his earlier days executed 
a translation. Dated a good many years ago, the following 
words in a criticism on Goethe aro found written; which prob. 
ably are still new to most readers of this Review :— 

“The works just mentioned, Géts and Werter, though noble 
specimens of youthful talent, are still not so much diatin- 
guishod by their intrinsic merits as by their splendid fortune. 
Tt would be difficult to name two books which have exercised 
a deeper influence on the subsequent literature of Europe than 
these two performances of a young author; his first-fraits, the 
Produce of his twenty-fourth year. Werter appeared to seize 
the hearts of men in all quarters of the world, and to utter for 
them the word which they had long been waiting to hear, As ~ 
usually happens too, this same word, once uttered, was soon 
abundantly repeated; spoken in all dialects, and chanted) 
through all notes of the gamut, till the sound of it had grown 
a weariness rather than a pleasure. Sceptical sentimentality, 
view-hunting, love, friendship, suicide and desperation, became 
the staple of literary ware; and though the cpidemis, after 
a long course of years, subsided in Germany, it reappeared 
with various modifications in other countries, and everywhere 
abundant traces of its good and bad effects are still to be dis- 
cerned. The fortune of Gerlichingen with the Iron Hand, 
though leas sudden, was by no means less exalted. In his 
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‘own country, Gétz, though he now stanis solitary and child 
Tess, became the parent of an innumerable progeny of chivalry 
plays, feudal delineations, and poetico-antiquarian —perform- 
ances; which, though long ago deceased, made noise enough 
in their day and generation: and with ourselves his influence 
has been perhaps still more remarkable. Sir Walter Scott’s 
first literary enterprise was a translation of Gétz von Berlich- 
ingen: and, if genias could be communicated like instruction, 
we might call this work of Goethe's the prime cause of Mar 
mion and the Lady of the Lake, with all that has followed 
from the same creative hand. Truly, a grain of seed that has 
lighted in the right soil! For if not firmor and fairer, it has 
grown to be taller and broader than any other tree; and all the 
nations of the earth are still yearly gathering of its fruit.’ 
How far Géts von Berlichingen actually affected Scott's liter- 
ary destination, and whethor without it the chymed romances, 
and thon the proge romances of the Author of Waverley, would 
not have followed as they did, must remain a very obseare 
question; obscure, and not important. Of the fact, however, 
there is no doubt, that these two tendencies, which may be 
named Gétzism and Werterism, of the former of which Scott 
was representative with us, have made, and are still im some 
quartets making the tour of all Europe. In Germany too 
there was this affectionate half-rogretful looking back inbo the 
‘Past; Germany had its buff-belted watch-tower period in litera- 
ture, and had even got done with it before Soott began. Then 
as to Werterism, bad not we English our Byron and his gonus ? 
No form of Werterism in any other country had half the 
potency ; a8 our Scott carried Chivalry Literature to the ends 
of the world, so did our Byron Werterism. France, busy with 
its Revolution and Napoleon, had little leisure at the moment 
for Gétzism or Werterism; but it has had them both since, in 
a shape of its own : wituess the whole “Literature of Despera- 
tion” in our own days ; the beggarliost form of Werterism yot 
geen, probably its expiring final form: witness also, at the 
other extremity of the scale, a noble-gifted Obateaubriand, 
Gite and Werter both in one-—Curious: how all Europe is 
but like a set of parishes of the same county; participant of 
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thorpelf-same influences, over since the, Crusades, and.earlier 
and these glorious wars of ours are but dike, parish-brow!s, 
which begin in mutaal ignorance, intoxication and boastful 
speech; which ond in broken windows, damage, waste and 
bloody ‘nosos;:and which on Lopes the general good sonse is 
nowin the way towards putting down, in some mexumure | 

But leaving this to be as it cany what it concerned ts here 
to zemark, was that British Werterism, in the shapo of.those. 
Byron Poems, so potent and poignant, produced, onthe lan- 
gui appotite of men amighty cffect. ‘This:too\ was “lass, 
of feclings deeply important tomodern thinds; feelings which 
arise from passion incapable of being converted into action, whick 
belong to an age as indolent, oultivated anil unbelieving as our 
own!” The “languid age without either faith or eeepticism 
turned itowards Byroniem with an interost altogether peculiar: 
herepif.no cure for its miserablo paralysis and languor, was 
ab least/an indignant statement of the misery; an indignant. 
‘Ernnlphus’ curso read over ity-— which: all men ‘felt to be some- 
thing. Halfregretful: Icokings into the Past guve place, in 
many quarters, to Ernulphus’ eursings ofthe Present. Scott 
was among the Srst to perocive that the day of Motrical Chiv- 
alry: Romances was declining. He had held the sovereignty 
for some half.ceore of years, a comparatively \long lease of its 
and:now the time seemed come for dethronement, for abbica~ 
tion: an unpleasant business ; which however he held himself, 
ready, as aebrave man will, to. transact with composure and in, 
silence: After all, Poetry was not his staff of life; Pootry 
hadvalresdy yielded Lim much money; tis ab least it would 
not take beck from him, Busy always with editing, with 
compiling, with multiplex. official commercial business, and 
solid interests, he beheld’ the coming» change with unmored 
eye. 

Resignation he was prepared to exhibit in this matter;— 
and now behold) there proved ‘to be no need of resignation. 
Let the Metrical Romance become a Prose one; shake aff its 
rhyme-fetters, and try.a wider swoop! In the spring of 1814 
appeared Waveney ; anmevent memorable in the annals of Brit- 
ish Literature: in the.annalsof British Bookselling thrice and 


SIR WALTER SCOTT. 141 


four times memorable. Byron gang, but Seott narrated; and 
when the song had sung itself out through all variations on- 
wards to the Don Juan one, Scott was still found narrating, 
and carrying the whole world along with him. All bygone 
popularity of chivalrytays was swallowed up in a far greater. 
What “series” followed out of Waverley, and how and with 
what result, is known to all men; was witnessed and watched 
with a kind of rapt astoniahment by all. Hardly any literary 
reputation ever rose so high in our Island; no reputation at 
all ever spread so wide, Walter Scott became Sir Walter 
Scott, Baronst, of Abbotsford; on whom Fortune soemed to 
pour her whole cornucopia of wealth, honor and worldly good; 
the favorite of Princes and of Peasants, and all intermediate 
men, His“ Waverley sorios,” swift-following one on the other 
apparently without end, was the universal reading; looked 
for like an annual harvest, by all ranks, in all European 
countries. 

A curious circumstance superadded itself, that the author 
though known was unknown. From the first, most people 
suspected, and soon after the first, few intelligent 
touch doubted, that the Author of Waverley was Walter Scott. 
Yet a certain mystery wae still kept up; rather piquant to 
the public; doubtless very pleasant to the author, who saw it 
all; who probably had not to listen, as other hapless individ- 
uals often had, to this or the other long-drawn ‘clear proof at 
last,” that the author was not Walter Seott, but a certain 
astonishing Mr. Soand-so;—one of the standing miseries of 
human life in that time. But for the privileged Author, it 
wos like a king travelling incognito. All men know that he 
fs a high king, chivalrous Gustaf or Kaiser Joseph; but he 
mingles in their meetings without cumber of etiquette or lone 
some ceremony, as Chevalier du Nord/or Count of Lorraine : 
he has none of the weariness of royalty, and yot ll the praise, 
and the satisfaction of hearing it with his own ears. In a 
word, the Waverloy Novels circulated and reigned triumphant 5 
to tho goneral imagination the “Author of Waverley’ was 
like some living mythological personage, and ranked among 
the chief wonders of the world. 
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How aman. lived and demeaned. himself in suck anwonted 
clreumstances, is worth seeing. Woe would gladly quote from 
Scott's correspondence of this period; but that does not much 
illustrate the matter. His. letters, ae above stated, are: never 
without interest, yet also seldom.or nover very interesting. 
‘They are full of cheerfulness, of withand. ingenuity; but they 
do.not treat of aught intimate; without impeaching their sin- 
cerity, what i# called sincerity, one may say they do not, in 
any case whatever, proceed: from the innermost parts of the 
mind, Conventional forms, due) consideration of your own 
and your. corresponrent’s pretensions and) vanitios, are atno 
moment. left out of view. ‘The epistolary stream rans on, 
Jucid, free, glud-flowing; but) ulways,.as it wore, paradlel to 
the real substance of the matter, never coincident with it. 
‘One: fools it hollowish under foot. Letters theyyare ofa most 
hamane.min of the world, even: exemplary in that-kindy but 
with the man of the world always visible in them ;—as indeed 
‘it-was little in Scott's way to, speak, perhaps ever with him- 
solf, in, any. other fashion, Wo select: rather: some. glimpses 
of him from Mr. Lockhart's:record. The first is of dining 
with Royalty or Prince-Regentship iteelf; au almost official 
matter :— 

“On hearing from Mr, Croker (then -Seoretary to the Ad- 
miralty) that Seottwas to be in town by the middle of March 
(1815), the Prince said, ‘Let me know when ‘he comesyand 
Ll got.up agnug little dinner thatwill suit him ;? andy after 
hoddad been presented and graciously receivert at the: femeay he 
was invited to dinner accordingly, throngh his excellent friend 
Mx, Adam (now Lord Chief Commissioner of the Jury Court 
in Sootland), who at that time held)a confidential office in the 
royal household. The Regent had consulted with Mr. Adam, 
also, as to:the composition of the party. ‘Let us have,’ said 
he, *just.a fow friends of his own, and the «more Scotchthe 
better;’ amd both the Commissioner and Mr. Croker assure 
me that the party. was'the most interesting and agrecable one 
in their recollection. Ip comprised, I believe, the Duke: of 
York — the Duke of Gordon (then Marquess of: Huntly) — the 
Marquess of Hertford (then Lord. Yarmoath)—the Earl of 
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‘Fife—and Scott's early friend, Lord Melville. ‘The Prince 
and Seott,’ says Mr. Croker, ‘were the two most brilliant story+ 
tellers, in their soveral ways, that I have ever happened to 
cet; they wore both aware of their forte, and both exerted 
themselves that evening with delightful effect. On going 
home, I really could not decids which of them had shone the 
most, The Regent was enchanted with Scott, as Scott with 
him; and on all his subsequent visits to London, he was a 
frequent guest at the royal table’ The Lord Chief Commis 
sioner remembers that the Prince was particularly delighted 
with the poot’s anecdotes of the old Scotch judges and lawyers, 
which his Royal Highness sometimos capped by ludicrous traits 
of certain ermine sages of his own acquaintance. Scott told, 
among others, a story, which he was fond of telling, of his old 
friend the Lord Justice-Clerk Braxfield; and the commentary 
of his Royal Highness on hearing it amused Scott, who often 
mentioned it afterwards. The anecdote is this: Braxfield, 
whenever he went on a particular circuit, was in the habit of 
visiting a gentleman of good fortune in the neighborhood of 
one of the assize towns, and staying atleast one night, which, 
being both of them ardent chess-players, they usually con- 
cluded with their favorite game. Oné Spring cirenit the battle 
was not decided at daybreak; so the Justice-Clerk said, ‘Weel, 
Donald, I must e'en come back this gate, and let the game lie 
ower for the present :’ and back he came in October, but not 
to his old friond’s hospitable house; for that gentleman had 
in the interim been apprehended on a capital charge (of forg- 
ery), and his name stood on the Portewus Roll, or list of these 
who were about to be tried under his former guest's auspices. 
‘The laird was indicted and tried accordingly, and the jury 
returned a verdict of guilty. Braxfield forthwith put on his 
cocked-hat (which answers to the black cap in England), and 
pronounced the sentence of the law in the usual terms—‘To 
be hanged by the neck until you be dead; and may the Lond 
have mercy upon your anhappy soul!” Having concluded this 
awfal formula in his most sonorous cadence, Braxfield, dis- 
mounting hix formidable beaver, gave a familar nod to his 
unfortunate acquaintance, and said to him ina sort of chack- 
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ling whisper, ‘And now, Donald my man, I think I've cheek: 
mated you for ance’ The Regent: laughed heartily at this 
specimen of Macqueen’s brutal humor ; and ‘1’ faith, Walter, 
said he, ‘this old big-wig seems to have takon things 2s coolly 
as my tyrannical self, Don’t yon remember Tom. Moore's 
description of me at breakfast — 

“Phe table xqrwad with tea wud beast, 

‘Death-warrants and the Morning Pos 


“Towards midnight, the Prince called for ‘a bumper, with 
all tho honors, to the Author of Wavorley ;’ and looked sig. 
nifesntly, ax he-was charging his own gla, to Seott. Scott 
seemed eomewhat puzzled for a moment, but instantly reeoy- 
ering himself, and’ filing hia glass to. the brim, said, ‘Your 
Roynl Highness looks as .if you thaught I had) some claim. to 
the honors of this toast. I have no. sach pretensions; but, 
shall take good care that the real Simon Pure hears of the. 
high compliment that has now been paid him,’ He then deank 
off his claret; and joined with a steatorian voice in the chear- 
ing, which the Prince himself timed. But before the company 
coukl resume their seats, his, Royal Highness, ‘ Another of 
the same, if you ploase, to the Author of Marmion,—and.now, 
Wolter my mau, I- have checkmated you for ence’ The 
second bumper was followed by cheors etill wore, prolonged: 
and Scott then row, and returned thanks ina short address, 
whieh struck the Lord Chief Commissioner as ‘alike grave and 
gracefal’ This story has been circulated in a very perverted 
shopo. ... Before he left town be again dined at Carlton 
House, whon the party was a still smaller one than. baforn, 
and, the merriment if possible still amore free. That nothing 
might be wanting, the Prince aang sovoral capital songs.” * 

Or takeyat 4 very groat interval in many senses, this glimpse 
ofvanother dinver, altogether uaafficially and.inuch better du- 
scribed. Ib.is James, Ballantyne the printer. and. publisher's 
dinner, in St, John Street, Canongate, Edinburgh, on. the birth- 
eve of a Warerloy Novel :— 

“ Tho feast was, to use one of Janes's own favorite epithets, 


2 Vek Bi. pp. 340-343. 
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geacrous Madeira. When the cloth was drawn, the burly 
prases arose, with all he could master of the port of Joh 
Kemble, and spouted with a sonorous voice the formula of 
Macbeth, — 

“Fil fall! . 


[drink to the general joy of th» whole tablet” 
‘This was followed by ‘the King, God bless him!’ and second 


been nor shall be omitted in this house of mine: I give you 
the health of Mr. Walter Scott, with three times three!’ All 
honor having been done to this health, and Scott having 
briefly thanked the company, with some expreesions of warm 
uffection to their host, Mra. Ballantyne retired; — the bottles 
passed round twiee or thriee in the usual way; and then 
Jamies rose once mare, every vein on his brow distended; his 
eyes solemnly fixed on vacancy, to propose, not as before in 
his stentorian key, but with ‘"bited breath’ in the sort of 
whisper by which » stnge-conspirator thrills the gallery, — 
‘Gentlemen, a bumper to the immorta! Author of Waverley !* — 
The uproar of cheering, in which Scott mado a fashion of join- 
ing, was suceeded by deep silence; and then Ballantyne 
proceeded — 
“Tn his Lord Burleigh look, soreno and serious, 
A eomething of fsposing and tysterious” — 

to lament the obscurity, in which his astrious but too mod- 
est correspondent still chose to conceal himself from the 
plaudita of the world; to thank tho company for the man- 
ner in which the nominis wnbra bad been received; and to 
assure then that the Author of Waverley would, when in- 
formed of the cirenmstance, fech highly delighted —*The 
proadost hour of his life,’ &6, &c, The cool, demuns fon 
of Scott's features during all this mummery was perfect; 
aud Erskine's attempt at a gay nonchalance was still more 
ludicrously meritorious. Aldiborontiphoseophornio, however, 
bursting as he was, knew ton well to allow the new Novel to 
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be made the subject of discussion. Its name was announced, 
and suecess to it crowned another cup; but after that, no more 
of Jedediah, To cut the thread, he rolled out unbidden some 
‘one of his many theatrical songs, in a style that would havo 
done no dishonor to almost any orchestra— Tie Maid of Lodi, 
or perhaps The Bay of Biscay, O! —or Lhe sweet tittle chorub 
that sits up aloft. Other toasts followed, interspersed with 
ditties from other performers; old George Thomson, the friend 
of Burns, was ready, for one, with Zhe Moorland Wedding, or 
Willio brow'd a pick o! maut ;— and 80 it went on, wntil Scott 
and Frskine, with any clerical or yery stald personage that 
had chanced to be admitted, saw fit to withdraw. Then the 
seene was changod. The claret and olives made way for 
broiled bones and a mighty bowl of punch; and when a few 
glasses of the hot beverage had restored his powers, James 
opened ore rotundo ou the merits of the forthcoming Romance. 
‘One chapter —one chapter only !? was tho cry. Aftor ‘ Nay, 
by'r Lady, nay? and a few more coy shifts, the proof.sheets 
were at length produced, and James, with many a prefatory 
hem, rend aloud what he considered as the most atriking dia- 
logue they containod. 

“The first T heard so read was the interview between Jeanie 
Deans, the Duke of Argyle and Queen Curoline, in Richmond 
Park; and, notwithstanding some apice of the pompous tricks 
to which he was addicted, I must say he did the inimitable 
scene great justice. At all events, the effect it produced was 
doop and memorable; and no wonder that the exulting typog- 
rapher's one bumpor more to Jedediah Cleishbotham preceded 
his parting-stave, which was uniformly The Lest Words of 
Marmion, executed certainly with no contemptible rivalry of 
Braham.” * 

Over at Abbotsford things wear a still more prosperous 
aspect. Scott ix building there, by the pleasant banks of the 
Tweed; he has bought and is buying land thera; fastas the 
new gold comes in fora new Waverley Novel, or even faster, 
it changes itself into moory acres, into stone, and hewn or 
planted wood : — 

1 Vol. iv. pp. 100-168. 
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“About the middle of February ” (1820), says Mr. Lockhart, 
“it having been oro that time arranged that I shonld marry 
his eldest daughter in the course of the spring, —I accom. 
panied him and part of his family on one of those flying visits 
to Abbotsford, with which he often indulged himself on a 
Saturday during term, Upon such occasions, Scott 
at the usual hour in court, but wearing, instead of the official 
suit of black, his coantry morning-iress, green jacket und so 
forth, under the clerk's gown.” —“At noon, when the Court 
‘broke up, Peter Mathieson was sure to be in attendance in the 
Parliament Clese ; and, five minutes after, the gown had been 
tossed off; and Scott, rubbing his hands for glee, was under 
weigh for Twoedside. As we procooited,” &e. 

“Next morning there appeared at breakfust John Ballan- 
tyne, who had at this ‘time a shooting or hunting-box a few 
‘miles off, in the vale of the Leader, and with him Mr. Consta- 
ble, his guost; and it being s ‘fine clear day, #3 soon as Scott 
had read the church-serrico and one of Jeremy Taylor's sor- 
mons, we all sallied out before noon on @ perambulation of his 
upland territories; Maida (the hound) and the rest of the 
favorites accompanying our march, At starting we were joined 
by the constant henchman, Tom Purtie;—und T may save 
myself the trouble of any attempt to describe his appearance, 
for hin master has given us an inimitably true one in intro- 
ducing a certain personage of his Redgauntlet:—*He was, 
perhaps, sixty years old; yet his brow was not much furrowed, 
and his jet-black hair was only grizzled, not whitened, by the 
advance of age. All his motions spoke strength unabated ; 
and, though rather undersized, he had very broad shoulders, 
was square-made, thin-fanked, and apparently combined in his 
frame muscular strength and activity; the last somewhat 
impaired, perhaps, by years, but the first remaining in fall 
vigor. A hard and harsh countenance; eyes far sank under 
‘projecting cycbrows, which were grizzled like his hair; a wide 
mouth, furnished from ear to ear with a range of unimpaired 
tooth of uncommon whiteness, and a size and breadth which 
might have becomo the jaws of an ogre, completed this delight 
ful portrait’ Equip this figure in Scott's cast-off green {aekot., 
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white hat and drab trousers; and imagine that years of kind 
treatment, comfort and the honest consequence of # confiden- 
tial grieve* had softened away much of the hardness and 
harshness originally impressed on the visage by anxious pen- 
ury, and the sinister habits of a blackylaker ;—and the Tom 
Purdie of 1820 stands before us. 

“We were all delighted to see how complotely Scott had 
recovered his bodily vigor, and none more so than Constable, 
who, as he puffed and panted after him, up one ravine and 
down another, often stopped to wipe his forchead, and re- 
marked, that ‘it was not every author who should lead him 
such a dance.’ But Purdie’s face shone with rapture as he 
observed how severely the swag-bellicd bookseller’s activity 
was tasked. Soott exclaimed exultingly, though, perhaps, for 
the tenth time, ‘This will be a glorions spring for our trees, 
Tom !'—<You may say that, Sheriff,’ quoth Tom, —and then 
lingering a moment for Constable—‘My certy,’ he added, 
seratching his head, ‘and I think it will be a grand season for 
our duike too.’ But indeed Tom always talked of our buike, as 
if they had been as regular products of the soil as our aits and 
our birks, Having threaded first the Hexilclough and then 
the Rhymer’s Glen, wo arrived at Huntly Burn, where the 
hospitality of the kind Weind Sisters, ux Scott called the Miss 
Fergasons, reanimated our exhausted bibliopoles, and gave 
them courage to extend their walk a little farther down the 
same famous brook. Here there was asmall cottage in a very 
sequestered situation [named Chiefswood}, by making some 
little additions to which Soott thought it might be convurted 
into a suitable summer residence for his daughter and future 
son-in-law, .. . As we walked homewani, Scott being a little 
fatigued, laid his left hand on Tom‘s shoulder and leaned beav- 
ily for support, chatting to his ‘Sunday pony,’ as he called the 
affectionate fellow, just as freely as with tho rest of the party; 
and Tom put in his word shrewdly and manfully, and grinned 
and grunted whenever the joke chanced to be within his ap- 
prehension, It was easy to see that his heart swollod within 
him from the moment the Sheriff got his collar in his gripa'’* 

1 Overseer; Germas, graf. 2 Vol. ir, pp. 49-38% 
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‘That Abbotsford became infested to a great degree with 
tourists, wonder-bunters, and all that fatal’ species of people, 
may be supposed. Solitary Ettrick saw itsclf H 
paths were beaten with the feet and hoofs of an endless 
miscellany of pilgrims As many sa ‘sixteen parties” have 
arrived at Abbotsford in one day; male and female; peers, 
Sovinian preachers, whatsoever was distinguished, whatso- 
evor had loro of distinction in it! Mr, Lockhart thinks there 
was no literary shrine ever so bepilgrimed, except Perney in 
Voltaire’s time, who, however, was not half so accessible, A 
fatal species! Those are what Schiller calls “ the flesh-flies ;” 


decisively than in his manner of encountering this part of his 
fate. That his bluebottles were blue, and of the usual tone 
and quality; may be judged Hoar Captain Busil Hall (in a 
‘very compressed state) :— 

“We arrived in good time, and found several other guests 
at dinner. The public rooms are lighted with oil-gas, in a 
stylo of extraordinary eplendor. The” &.—“ Had T a han 
dred pens, each of which at the sme time should separately 
write down an ancciote, I could not hope to record ono-balf of 
those which our host, to use Sponser’s exprossion, * welled ont 
alway.’ —* Entertained us all the way with an endless string 
of anesdotes;" “came like w stream of poetry from his lips ;” 
—“path muddy and scarcely passable, yet I do mot remeni 
Dor ever to have seen any place so interesting as the skill of 
this mighty magician bad rendered this narrow ravine.” — 
“Impossible to touch on any theme, but straightway he lias an 
anecdote to fit it’’—“Thus we strolled along, borne, as it 
were, on the stream of song and story*— “In the evening 
wo had a great feast indeed. Sir Walter asked us if we had 
over real Christabel."—“Tnterspersed with these various 
readings were some bundreds of stories, some quaint, some 

At breakfast today we had, as usual, some 150 
stories —God knows how they came in,” —“In any man 90 
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gifted —so qualified to take the loftiest, proudest Lins at the 
head of tho literature, the taste, the imagination of tho whole 
world!” —* For instance, he never slink any pesos place 
at table, but takes,” &e. dot 

Among such worshippers, sraittay ts laicheon partlea aay 
an ordinary man might have grown buoyaut; have felt the god, 
Degun to nod, and seemed to shake the spheres. A slightly 
splenctic man, possessed of Scott's sense, would hare swept 
‘his promises clear of them: Let no bluebottle approach here, 
to disturb a man in his work, —under pain of sugared eyuash 
(called quassia) and king’s yellow! The good Sir Walter, like 
a quict brave man, did neither, He let the matter take its 
course; enjoyed what was enjoyable in it; endured what 
could not well be helped; persisted meanwhile in writing his 
daily portion of romance-opy, in preserving his composure of 
heart; —in a word, accommodated himself to this loud-buzaing 
nyironment, and made it serve him, as he would have done 
(perhaps with more ease) to a silent, poor and solitary one, 
No doubt it affected him too, and in the lamentablest way 
fovered his internal life, though bo kept it well down; but it 
affected him fess than it would have done almost any other 
man. For his guests were not all of the bluebottle, sorts: fur 
from that, Mr, Lockhart shall furnish us with the brightest 
aspect a British Verney ovor yielded, or is like to yield: and 
therewith we will quit Abbotsford and the dominant and 
culininant period of Scott's life: — 

“Tt was a clear, bright September morning, with a sharpness 
in the air that doubled tho animating influence of the sunahine, 
and.all was in readiness for a grand coursing-match on Newark 
Hill. Tho only guest who had chalked out other sport for him- 
self was tho stanchost of anglers, Mr. Rose; but he too was 
there on his shelty, armed with his salmon-rod and landing-not, 
and attended by his Hinves, and Charlie Purdie, a brother 
of Tom, in those days the most celebrated fisherman of the 
district. ‘This Mttle group of Waltonians, bound for Lord 
Somerville's preserve, remained lounging about, to witness the 
start of the main eavaleade., Sir Walter, mounted on Sibyl, 

4-Voly. pp. a7s402, 
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was marshalling the order of procession with a huge hanting- 
whip; and among a dozen frolicsome youths and maidens, who 


troop, Sir Humphry Davy, Dr. Wollaston, and the patriarch 
of Scottiah belles-lottres, Henry Mackenzie. The Man of 
Feeling, however, was pereuaded with some difficulty to resign 
his steed for the present to his faithfal negro follower, and 
to join Lady Scott in the sociable, until we should reach the 
ground of our dative. Laidlaw, on & strong-tailed wiry High- 
lander, ycleps Hoddin Grey, which carried him nimbly and 
stoutly, although his fect almost touched the ground as he 
sab was the adjutant. But the most picturesque figure was 
the illustrious inventor of the safetylamp. He had come for 
his favorite sport of angling, aud had been practising it suc- 
cessfully with Rose, his travelling companion, for two or three 
days precoding this; but he had not prepared for coursing 
fields, or bud left Charlie Purdie’s troop for Sir Walter's on a 
sudden thought, and his fisherman's costume—a brown hat 
with flexible brim, surrounded with line upon line of catgut, 
and innumerable fiy-hooks— jack-boots worthy of a Dutch 
smuggler, and a fustian surtout dabbled with the blood of 
salmon, made a fine contrast with the smart jackets, white 
cord breeches, and well-polished jockey:boots of the less dis- 
tinguished cavaliers about him. Dr. Wollaston was in black ; 
and with his noble serene dignity of countenance might have 
passed for a sporting archbishop. Mr. Mackenzie, at this time 
in the 76th year of his age, with a white hat turned up with 
gteen, green spectacles, green jacket, and long brown leathern 
gaiters buttoned upon his nether anatomy, wore a dog-whistle 
round bis neck, and had, all over, the air of as resolute a 
devotee as the gay captain of Huntly Born. Tom Purdie and 
his subalterns had preceded us by a few hours with all the 
greyhounds that could be collected at Abbotsford, Darnick, 
and Melrose; bat the giant Maida had remained as his mas- 
ter’s orderly, and now gambolled about Sibyl Grey, barking 
for mere joy like a spaniel puppy- 

“The order of march had been all settled, and the sociakin 
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was jast gotting under weigh, when the Lady inne broke from 
the line, screaming with laughter, and’exclaimed, ' Papa, papa, 
I knew you could never think of going without your pet!’ 
Scott looked round, and I mther think thoro was a blush 
as well az @ smile upon his face, when he perceived a little 
black pig frisking about his pony, and evidently a selfelected 
addition to the party of the day. He tried to look etern, and 
cracked his whip at the creature, but was in a moment obliged 
‘to join in the general cheers. Poor piggy soon found « strap 
round its neck, and was dragged into the background ;— 
Scott, watching the retreat, repeated with mock pathos the 
first varse of an old pastoral song — 


<" What will Ido gin my hoggie die? 
My joy, my pride, my hoggie! 
‘My only beast, I had na mao, 
‘And wow! but I was vogio!"* 


—the cheers were redoubled —and the squadron moved on. 

“This pig had taken, nobody could tell how, a most senti- 
mental attachment to Scott, and was constantly urging its 
pretensions to be admitted a regular member of his tei along 
with the greyhounds and terriers: but, indeed, I remember 
him suffering another summer under the same sort of perti- 
nacity on the part of an affectionate hon. I leave the explana- 
tion for philosophers ;—bnt sueh were the facts. I have too 
much respect for the vulgarly calumniated donkey, to nimo 
him in the same category of pets with the pig and the hen; 
but a yoar or two after this time, my wife ned to drive a 
couple of these animals in a little garden-chair, and whenever 
her father appeared at the door of our cottage, we were suns 
to so¢ Hannah More and Lady Morgan (as Anne Scctt bad 
wickedly christonod them) trotting from their pasture; to lay 
their noses over the paling, and, as Washington Irving says of 
the old white-haired hedger with the Parisian snuffbox, ‘to 
have a pleasant erscke wi? the Inied.’? 

4 Vol. ¥. pp. Ta10. 


‘On this endjoct lot us ropart an ancedote faraished by & correpandent of 
ovr own, whoeo sceuruey wo can depend on! “I myself was acjusiuted with 
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“There” at Chiefswood “my wife and I spent this summer 
and autumn of 1821; —tho first of several seasons which will 
ever dwell on my memory as the happiest of my life. We 
Were near enough Abbotsford to partake as often as we liked 
of its brilliant and constantly varying socieby ; yet could do so 


a little Blenheim cocker, ono of tho smatlest, beoutifulest and wincst of Iap- 
dogs or dogs, which, though Sir Walter knew it aot, was very singular in 
its behavior towards him. Shaedy, so hight this remarkable cocker, was 
oxtremely aby of strangers; promenading on Prince's Street, which in éne 
weather asod to be crowded in those days, he seemod to live in perpetual foar 
of being stolen ; if aay one but looked at him admiringly, he would draw back 
with angry timidity, and cronch towards his own Iady-mistress. One day a 
tall, irregular, basy-tooking man camo halting by; tho little dog ran towards 
him, bogun fawning, frleking, licking at his feet; it was Sir Walter Scott! 
Tied Shandy been the most extensive reader of Reviews, be could not have 
doue better. Every timo he «uw Sir Waltr afterwania, which was aome 
three or four times in tho courve of visiting Edinburgh, ho rwpeated hia 
demonstrations, ran leaplug, frisking, licking the Author of Waverloy's feet. 
The good Sir Walter endured it with good-liumor; looked dows at the little 
wise face, at tho silky shag-coat of anowwhite and chostnut-brown ; sniled, 
and avoided hitting him as thoy went on, —till a now division of streeta oF 
nome other obstacle put an ond to the interview, In fact he was a strange 
little follow, this Shandy. He has boan known to ait for hours looking ont at 
the summer moon, with the saddoxt wistfulast oxpremicn of countenance ; 
‘altogether lke a Wertorian Poet. Ho would have been # Poot, I dare say, 
if he could have found » publisher. But his moral tact was the most amazing. 
Without reason shown, withont word «pokim or act done, he took bia Tikings 
and dislikings; nnaltorable; really slmort anersing. His ehiof aversion, I 
should say, was to the genus quack, abovo all to the genus acrid-quack ; these, 
though newsr 40 clearetarchad, blandamiling and beneficent, he absolucely 
‘wonld have no trade with. "Chair very angar-cake wos unavailing. Ho sid 
‘with emphasis, ae clearly aw barking conld eay it: | Acridqunck, araunt!? 
Would to Heaven many a primosminister, and high peeson In authority, had 
such an invaluable talent! On the whole, there is more In this nolverse than 
‘our philosophy haa dreamt of. A dog’s instinct is voice of Natur too; 
‘and farther, it has nover babbled itself away in idle jargon and hypothesis, 
‘Wat always adhered to Uhe practical, nud grows in silence by continual com- 
smmunfon with fact. We do tho animals injustice. Thotr body reswmbles our 
ody, Batfon says: with ite four limbs, with its spinal marrow, main organs 
in the head and so forth: but have they not a kind of woul, equally the rude 
drought and imporfect imitation ot ours? It ls a strange, an almost soleran 
‘and parhatie thing to m0 nn intelligence imprisoned in that damb rade form ; 
stroguling to expross itself ont of that; —eren as we do out of cur imprison 
ment; and succeed very imperfectly |" 
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without being exposed to the worry and exhaustion of spirit 
which the daily reception of new-comers entailed upon all the 
family, except Sir Walter himself. But, in truth, even he was 
not always proof against the annoyances connected with such 
a style of open housekeeping, Even his temper sank some- 
times ander the solemn applanses of learned dulness, the vapid 
raptures of painted and periwigged dowagers, the horse-leech 
avidity with which underbred foreigners urged their questions, 
and the pompous simpers of condescending magnates. ‘When 
sore beset at home in this way, he would every now and then 
discover that ho had some very particular business to attend 
to on an outlying part of his estate; and, eraying the indul- 
gence of his guests overnight, appear at the cabin in the glen 
before its inhabitants were astir in the morning, Tho clatter 
of Sibyl Groy’s hoofs, the yolping of Mustard? ana Spice, and 
his own joyous shout of réveillée under our windows, were the 
signal that he had burst bis toils, and meant for that day 
to “take his ease in his inn.” On descending, he was to be 
found seated with all his dogs and ours about him, under a 
spreading ash that overshndowed half the bank between the 
cottage and the brook, pointing the edge of his woodinan's- 
axe, aud listening to Tom Pardie's lecture touching the plan- 
tation that most needed thinning. After breakfast he would 
‘take possession of a dressing-room upstairs, and write a chap- 
ter of The Pirate ; and then, having made up and despatched 
‘his packet for Mr. Ballantyno, away to join Purdio wherever 
the foresters were at work—and sometimes to labor among 
them as strenuously as John Swanston—until it was time 
cither to rejoin his own party at Abbotsford, or the quict circle 
of the cottage. When his guests were few and friendly, he 
often made them come over and meet him at Chiefswood in a 
body towards evening; and surely he never appeared to more 
aminble advantage than when helping his young people with 
their little arrangements npon sth occasions, He was ready 
‘with all sorts of devices to supply the wants of a narrow 
establishment; he used to delight particularly in sinking the 
wine in a well under the brae ere be went ont, and hauling up 
the basket just before dinner was announced, —this primitive 
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device being, he said, what be had always practised when a 
young housekeeper, and in his opinion far superior in its 
results to any application of ice: and in the same spirit, wheu- 
ever the weather wus eufliciently genial, he voted for dining 
out of doors altogether, which at once got rid of the incon- 
venience of very small rooms, and made it natural and easy 
for tho gentlemen to help tho ladics, so that the paucity of 
sorvants went for nothing.” * 

Surely all this is very beautiful; like « picture of Boceaccio's: 
the ideal of « country life in our time. Why could it not last? 
Income was not wanting: Scott's official permanent income 
was amply adequate to meet the expense of all that was valu- 
able in it; may, of all that was not harassing, senseless and 
despicable. Scott had some £2,000 a year without writing 
books at all. Why should he manufacture and not create, bo 
make more money; and rear mass on mass for a dwelling to 
himself, till the pile toppled, sank crashing, and buried him in 
its ruins, when he had a safe pleasant dwelling ready of its 
own accord? Alas, Scott, with all his health, was infected ; 
sick of the fearfulest malady, that of Ambition! To such 
length had the King’s baronstey, the world’s favor and “six- 
teon parties a day,” brought it with him. So tho inane racket 
must be kept up, and rise ever higher, So masons Inbor, 
ditchers delve; and there is endless, altogether deplorable 
correspondence about’ marble slabs for tables, wainscoting of 
rooms, curtains and the trimmings of curtains, orange-colored 
‘or fawn-colored : Waltar Scott, ono of the gifted of the world, 
whom his admirers call the most gifted, must kill himself that 
he may be a country gentleman, the founder of a race of 
Seottish lairds. 

Tt is one of the strangest, most tragical histories ever en- 
acted under this sun. So poor a passion can lead so strong a 
man into such mad extremes. Surely, were not man a fool 
always, one might say there was something eminently dis- 
tracted in this, end as it would, of a Walter Scott writing 
daily with the ardor of a steam-engine, that he might make 
£15,000 a year, and buy upholstery with it. To cover the 

© Vol. v. pp, 129, 194. 





156 CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 


walls of a stone house in Selkirkshire with knick-knaoke, ao 
cient armor and genealogical shields, what can we name it bat 
# being bit with delirium of a kind? That tract after tract of 
moorland in the shire of Selkirk should be joined together on 

t and by ring-fence, and named after one’s name,— 
why, it is 4 shabby small-type edition of your vulgar Napo- 
leons, Alexanders, and conquering bheroos, not counted vener- 
able by any teuchor of men! — 


“The whole world was not half so wide 
‘To Aloxautlor when tie cried 

Bocatoen he had but ono to mbéue, 
As was 6 narrow palizy tub to 
Diogenes; who no'er was said, 

‘For anglt shat ever T could read, 

‘To whine, put fingor ’ the eye and sob, 
Becanso be hnd we'er mnothor tab.” 


Not he! And if, “looked at from the Moon, which itself is 
far from Infinitude,” Napoleon's dominions were as small as 
mine, what, by any chance of possibility, could Abbotsford 
Janded-property ever have become? As the Arabs say, there 
is « black speck, were it no bigger than a bean's eye, in every 
soul; which, once sot it aworking, will overcloud the whole 
man into darkness and quasimadness, and hurry him balefully 
into Night! 

With respect to the literary “character of theso Waverley 
Novels, 90 extraordinary in their commercial character, there 
remains, after so much reviewing, good and bad, little that 
it were profitable at present to say, The great fact about 
them is, that they were faster written and better paid for 
than any other books in the world. It must be granted, more- 
over, that they have a worth far surpassing what is usual in 
such cases; nay, that if Literature had no task bat that of 
harmlessly amusing indolent languid men, here was the very 
perfection of Literature; that a man, hers more empbutically 
than ever elsewhere, might fling himself back, exclaiming, 
“Bo mino to lio on this sofa, and read everlasting Novels of 
Walter Scott!” The composition, slight as it often is, usually 
hangs together im some measure, and és 4 composition, There 
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is. free flow of narrative, of incident and sentiment; an easy 
masterlike coherence throughout, as if it were the free dash 
of a master's hand, “round ss the O of Giotto,”* It is tho 
perfection of extemporancous writing. Farthermore, surely 
he wore a blind critic who did not recognize here a certain 
gonial cunshiny freshness and picturesquencas ; paintings both, 
of scenery and figures, very graceful, brilliant, occasionally, 
foll of grace and glowing brightness blended in the softest 
composure; in fact, a deep sincere love of the beautiful in 
Nature and Man, and the readiest faculty of expressing this 
by imagination and by word. No fresher paintings of Nature 
can be found than Scott's; hardly anywhere a-wider sympathy 
with man, From Davie Deans upto Richard Ca-arde-Lion; 
from Meg Morrilies to Die Vernon and Queen Kitzabeth! It 
is the utterance of a man of open soul; of a brave, lurge, free 
seeing man, who has 4 true brotherhood with all men. In 
joyous ploturesqueness and fellow-fecling, freedom of eye and 
heart; or to say it in a word, in general Acalthiness of mind, 
these Novels prove Scott to have been amongst the foremost 
writers. 

Neither in the higher and highest excellence, of drawing 
obaracter, is he at any time altogether deficient; though at 
po tine can we call bin, in the best sense, successful. His 
Baillie Jarvies, Dinmonts, Dalgottys (for their name is legion), 
do look and talk like what they give themselves out for; 
they are, if not created and made poetically alive, yet decep- 
tively exacted as a good player might do them. What more 
ds wanted, then? For the reader lying ou a sofa, nothing 


3 * Vemma a Firenze” (il det Papa), andato ane mattinn in 
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more; yet for another sort of reader, much. It were a long 
chapter to unfold the difference in drawing a character be- 
tween a Scott, and a Shakspeare, a Goethe. Yeb it is a dif 
forence literally immense; they are of different species; the 
value of the one is not to be counted in the coin of the other. 
We might say in a short word, which means a long matter, 
that your Shakspeare fashions his characters from tho heart 
outwards; your Scott fashions them from the skin inwards, 
novor getting near the heart of them! The one set become 
living men and women; the other amount to little more than 
mechanical cases, deceptively painted automatons. Compare 
Fenella with Goethe’s Mignon, which, it was once said, Scott 
had “done Goethe the honor! to borrow, He has borrowed 
what he could of Mignon, The small stature, the climbing 
talent, the trickiness, the mechanical ease, a8 wo say, he has 
borrowed ; but the soul of Mignon is left behind. Fonella is an 
unfavorable specitnen for Scott; but it iustrates in the aggrae 
vated state, what is traceable in all the characters he drew. 

‘To the same purport indeed we are to say that these famed 
books are altogether addressed to the every-day mind; that 
for any other mind there is next to uo nourishment ia them, 
Opinions, emotions, principles, doubts, beliefs, beyond what 
the intelligent country gentleman can carry along with him, 
are not to be found. It is orderly, customary, it is prudent, 
decent; nothing more. One would say, it lay notin Scott to 
give much more; getting out of the ordinary range, and at- 
tempting the heroic, which is but seldom the caso, he falls 
almost at once into the rose-pink sentimental, —deseries the 
Minerva Press from afar, and hastily quits that course; for 
none better than he knew it to lead no-whither. On the whole, 
contrasting Waverley, which wax carefully written, with most 
of its followers, which were written extompore, one may regret 
the extempore method. Something very perfect in its kind 
might have come from Scott; nor was it a low kind: nay, who 
knows how high, with studious selfconcentration, he might 
Have gone; what woalth Naturo had implanted in him, which 
his cirenmstances, most unkind while seeming to be kindest, 
had never impelled him to unfold ? 
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‘But after all, in the loudest ‘blaring ani trampeting of popu- 
larity, it is ever to be held in mind, as a truth 

truc forever, that Literature has other aims than that of harm 
Teessly amusing indolent languid men: or if Literature have 
them not, then Literature ts a very poor affair; and 

else must have them, aud must accomplish them, with thanks 
or without thanks; tho thankful or thankless world were not 
long a world otherwise! Under this head there is little to 
‘be sought or found in the Waverley Novels. Not profitable 
for doctrine, for reproof, for edification, for building up or 
‘elevating, in any shape! Tho sick heart will find 10 healing 
here, the darkly struggling heart no guidanee: the Heroic 
that is in all ren no divine awakening voice. We say, there- 
fore, that they do not found themselves on deep interests, but 
on comparatively trivia] ones; not on the perhaps 
moteven on the lasting In fact, mach of the intercat of 
these Novels results from what may be called contrasts of 
costume. The phrascology, fashion of arms, of dress and life, 
telonging to one age, is brought suddenly with aingulur vivid- 
ness before the eyes of another, A great effect this; yet by 
the very nature of it, an altogether temporary ove. Consider, 
brethren, shal] not we too one day be antiques, and grow to 
have as quaint a costume as the rest? The stuffed Dandy, 
only give him time, will beeome oue of the wonderfulest mum 
‘mies. In antiquarian museums, only two centuries hence, the 
steeple hat will bang on the noxt peg to Franks and Company's 
patent, antiquarians deciding which ts uglier: and the Stulz 
qpwallow-tail, one may hope, will seem as incredible a: aay 
@arment that ever made ridiculous the respectalde bark of 
ean Not by slashed breeehes, steeple-hats, baff-belts, or an 
tiquated fan romanceheroes continue to interest us; 
but simply and solely, in the long-run, by being men. Bafl- 
‘(belte and all manner of jerkins and sostumes are transitory; 
fean alone is perennial He that bas gone deeper into this 
than other men, will be remembered loager than they; be 
‘that has not, not. Tried under this category, Soctt, with bis 
ties, is not to be accounted little, — among the onlinery crea 
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lating-library heroes he might well pass fora demigod Not 
little ; yet neither is he great; there were greater, more than 
one or two, in his own age: among the groat of all ages, one 
sees no likelihood of a place for him. 

What, then, ig the result of these Waverley Romances? 
Are they to amuse one generation only? One or moral As 
many generations as they can; but not all generations; ah no, 
when our swallow-tail has become fantastic as trunk-howe, 
they will cease to amuse!— Meanwhile, as we can discern, 
their results have been several-fold. First of all, and cer- 
tainly not least of all, have they not perhaps had this result: 
that a considerable portion of mankind has hereby bocn sated 
with mere amusement, and set on seeking something better ? 
Amusement in the way of reading can go no farther, can do 
nothing better, by the power of man; and men ask, Is this 
what itcando? Scott, we reckon, carried several things to 
their ultimatum and crisis, so that change became inevitable: 
& great service, though an indirect one. 

Secondly, however, we may say, these Historical Novels 
have taught all men this truth, which looks like a truism, and 
yet was as good as unknown to writers of history and others, 
till so taught; that the bygone ages of the world were actually 
filled by living men, not by protovols, state-papers, controver- 
sies and abstractions of men. Not abstractions were they, mot 
diagrams and theorems; but men, in buff or other coats and 
breeches, with color in their checks, with passions in their 
stomach, and the idioms, features and vitalities of very men. 
It is a little word this; inclusive of great meaning! History 
will henceforth hare to take thought of ik Her faint hearsnys 
of “ philosophy teaching by experience ” will have to exchange 
themselves everywhere for direct inspection and embodiment : 
this, and this only, will be counted experience; and till once 
experience have got in, philosophy will reconcile herself to 
wait at the door. It is a great service, fertile in consequences, 
this that Scots has done; a great trath Jaid open by him;— 
correspondent indeed to the substantial nature of the man; to 
his solidity and veracity even of imagination, which, with al) 
his lively discursiveness, was the characteristic of him. 
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A word here as to the extempore style of writing, which is 
Rotting much celebrated in these days, Scott seams to have 
beeu a high proficient in it, His rapidity was extreme; and 
the matter produced was excellent, considering that; the cir 
cumstances under which some of his Novels, when he could 
not himself writo, were dictated, are justly considered wonder 
fal. Itisa valuable faculty this of ready-writing ; nay farther, 
for Scott's purpose it was clearly the only good mode. By 
much labor he could not have added one guinea to his copy- 
right; nor could the reader on the sofa have lain a whit more 
atease. It was in all ways necessary that these works should 
be produced rapidly; and, round or not, be thrown off like 
Giotto’s O. But indeod, in all things, writing or other, which 
aman engages in, there is the indisponssblest beauty in know- 
ing how to get done, A man frots himself to no purpose; be 
has not the sleight of tho trade; he is not a craftsman, bub an 
unfortunate borer and bungler, if ho know not when to have 
dona. Perfection is unattainable: no carpenter ever made 8 
mathematically accurate right-angle, in the world; yet all car- 
pontors know when it is right enough, and do not boteh it, 
and loge their wages, by making it too right. ‘Too much pains- 
taking speaks diseass in one's mind, as woll ax too little. ‘The 
wiroit sound-minded man will endeavor to spend on each 
basiness approximately what of pains it deserves; and with 
® consolence void of romorse will dismiss it then. All this 
im favor of easy-writing shall be granted, and, if need were, 
enforced and inculeated. 

And yet, on the otter hand, it shal) not loss bat more 
strenuously be inculeatad, that in the way of writing, no great 
thing was ever, or will ever be done with ease, but with diffi. 
culty! Lot ready-writers with any faculty in them lay ehis to 
heart. Is it with easo, or not with ease; that a man shall do 
hiv dest, in any shape; above all, in this shape justly named 
‘of “soul's travail,” working in the deep places of thought, 
embodying the Trae out of the Obscure and Possible, euvironed 
on all sidos with the uncreated False 7 Not so, now or at any 
time. The experience of all men belies it; the natare of things 
contradicts it, Virgil and Tacitus, were they ready-writers:? 
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The whole Prophevies of Isaiah are nob equal in extent to this 
cobwobof a Review Article, Shakspoare, we may fancy, wrote 
with rapidity; but not till he had thought with intensity: long 
and sore had this man thought, as the seeing eye may discern 
well, and had dwelt and wrestled amid dark pains and throes, 
—though his great soul is silont about all that, Tt was for 
him to write rapidly at fit intervals, being ready to do it, And 
herein truly lies the secret of the matter; such swiftness of 
mare writing, after due energy of preparation, is doubtless the 
right method; the hot furnace. having long worked snd) sim- 
mered, let the pure gold fiow out at one gush. It was, Shake 
speare’s plan; no casy-writer he, or he had never been a 
Shakspeare, Neither was Milton one of the mob of gentlemen 
that write with ease; he did not attain Shakspoare’s fuoulty, 
ane perceives, of even writing fast ajter long preparation, but 
struggled while he wrote, Goethe also tells us he “had noth- 
ing sent him in his sleep;” no page of his but he knew well 
how it came there. It is reckoned to be the best prose, accard- 
ingly, that has been written by any modern. Schiller, as an 
unfortunate and unhealthy man, “Adnnto nie fortig werden, 
never could get done;” the noble genius of him straggled not 
wisely but too well, and wore his life itself heroically out. 
Or did Petrarch write easily? Dante sees himself “growing 
lean” over his Divine Comedy ; in stern solitary death-wrestle 
with it, to prevail over it, and do it, if his uttermost faculty 
may: hence, too, it is done and prevailed over, and the flery 
life of ib endures forevermore among men. 

No: creation, one would think, caunot be easy; your Jove 
has severe pains, and fire-fumes, in the head ont of which am 
armed Pallas is struggling! ‘As for manufacture, that is 
different matter, and may become easy or nob easy, according 
as itis takenup. Yet of mannfacture too, the general truth 
is that, given the manufaetarer, it will be worthy in direct 
proportion to the pains bestowed upon it; and worthless 
always, or nearly 0, with no pains. Cease, therefore, O ready- 
writer, to brag openly of thy rapidity and facility; to thee Gf 
thou be in the manufacturing line) it isa benefit, au increase 
of wages; but to me it is sheer loss, worsening of my penny- 
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worth: why wilt thou brag of it to mc? Write oasily, by 
steam if thou dinst contrive it, and canat sell it; but hido it 
like virtne! “Tasy writing,” said Sheridan, “is sometimes 
d—d hard reading.” Sometimes; and always it is sure to be 
rather uacless reading, which indeed (toa creature of few years 
and much work) may be reckoned the hardest of all. 

Scott's productive facility amazed everybody ; and set Cap- 
tain Hall, for one, upon a very strange method of accounting 
for it without miracle;—for which sco his Journal, above 
quoted from. The Captain, on counting line for line, found 
that he himself had written in that Journal of his almost as 
much as Seott, at odd hours in a given number of days; “and 
as for the invention,” says he, “it is known that this costa 
Scott nothing, but comes to him of its own accord.” Con- 
venient indeed !— But for us too Scott’ rapidity is great, is a 
proof and consequence of the solid health of the man, bodily 
and spiritual; great, but unmiraculous; not greater than that 
of many others besides Captain Hall. Admire it, yet with 
measure. For observe always, there are two conditions in 
work: let me fix the quality, and you shall fix the quantity! 
Any man may get through work’ rapidly who easily satisfies 
himself about it, Print the talk of any man, there will be a 
thiek octavo volume daily; make his writing three times as 
good as his talk, there will be the third part of a volume daily, 
which still is good work. ‘To write with never such rapidity 
in a passable manner, is indicative not of a man’s genius, but of 
his habits; it will prove his soundness of nervous system, bis 
pructicality of mind, and in fine, that he has the knack of his 
trade. In the most flattering view, rapidity will betoken health 
of mind: much also, perhaps most of all, will depend on health 
of body. Doubt it not, a faculty of casy-writing is attainable 
by man! The human genius, once fairly set in this direction, 
will carry it far. William Cobbett, one of the healthiest of 
meu, was a greater improviser even than Walter Scott: his 
writing, considered as to quality and quantity, of Rural Rides, 
Registers, Grammars, Sermons, Peter Porcupines, Histories of 
Reformation, ever-fresh denouncements of Potatoes and Paper+ 
money, seems to us still more wonderful. Pierre Bayle wrote 
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enormous foliog, one sees not on what motive-principle + he 
flowed on forever, a mighty tide of ditch-water's and even died 
flowing, with the pen in his band. But indeed the most un 
accountable ready-writer of all is, probably, the common Editor 
of s Daily Newspaper, Consider his leading articles ; whut 
they treat of, how passably they aro done. Straw that hos 
been thrashed a hundred times without wheat; ephemeral 
sound ofa sound; such portent of the hour as all men have 
seon a hundred times turn out ifane + how a man, with merely 
human faculty, buokles himself nightly with new vigor and 
interest to this thrashed straw, nightly thrashes it anew, 
nightly gots up new thunder about it; aud 90 goes on thrash- 
ing and thundering for s considerable series of years; this is 
a fnot remaining still to be aecounted for, in human physiology. 
‘The vitality of man is great. 

Or shall we say, Scott, among the many things he carried 
vowards their ultimatum and crisis, carried this of rendy- 
writing too, that so all men might better see what was in it? 
Thisa valuable consummation. Not without results ; —roesalts, 
at some of which Seott a8 a Tory politician would have greatly 
shuddered. or if once Printing have grown to be as Talk, 
then Democracy (if we look into the roots of things) is nut, 
a bugbear and probability, but a certainty, and event as good 
as come! “ Inevitable seems it me” Hut leaving this, sure 
enough the triumph of ready-writing appears to be even now; 
everywhere the ready-writer is found bragging strangely of 
his readiness, In a late translated Don Corlos, one of tho 
most indifferent translations over done with any sign of 
ability, a hitherto unknown individual is found ssiuring his 
reader, “ The reader will possibly think it an excuse, when I 
assure him that tho whole piece was completed within the 
Space of ten weeks, that is to say, between the sixth of Janu 
ary and the eighteenth of March of this year (inclusive of 
& fortnight's interruption from overexertion); that I often 
translated twenty pages a day, and that the fifth act was the 
work of five days””* © Hitherto unknown individual, what is 

4 Don Corier, 4 Dramatic Poa, from the Garman of Scbillor, Manuheies 
‘end London, 1607, 
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it to mo what time it was the work of, whethor five daya or 
five decades of years? ‘The only question is, How woll hast 
thou done it ? 

So, however, it stands: tho gonius of Extempore irresisti- 
bly lording it,sdvancing on us like ocean-tides, like Noah’s 
deluges — of ditch-water! The prospect seems one of the 
Jamentablest, To havo all Literature swum away from us in 
watery Extempore, and a spiritual time of Noah supervene ? 
That surely is an awful reflection; worthy of dyspeptic 
Matthew Bramble in a London fog! Be of comfort, O splo- 
notio Matthow; it is not Literature they are swimming away; 
it is only Book-publishing and Book-celling. Was there not 
& Literature deyore Printing or Faust of Montz, and yet mon 
wroteextempore? Nay, before Writing or Cadmus of Thebes, 
and yet mon spoke extempore? Literature is the Thought of 
thinking Souls; this, by the blessing of God, can in no genera- 
tion be swum away, but remains with us to the end. 


Scott's career, of writing impromptu novels to buy farms 
with, was not of a kind to terminate voluntarily, but to ae- 
eelerate itself more and more; and one sees not to what 
wise goal it could, in any casc, have led him. Bookseller 
Constable's bankraptey was not the ruin of Scott; his ruin 
was, that ambition, and even false ambition, had laid hold of 
him; that his way of life was not wise. Whither could it 
Tead ? Whore could it stop? New farms there remained 
ever to be bonght, while new novels could pay for them. 
More and more success but gave more and more appetite, 
moré and more audacity. ‘The impromptu writing must have 
waxed ever thinner; declined faster and faster into the ques- 
tionable category, into the condemnable, into the generally 
condemned. Already there existed, in secret, everywhere a 
considerable opposition party ; witnesses of the Waverley 
miracles, but unable to believe in them, forced silently to pro- 
testagainst them. Such opposition party was in the sure case 
to grow; and even, with the impromptu process over going 
on, ever waxing thinner, to draw the world over to it. Silent 
protest must at length have come to words; harsh truths, 
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‘better ordered to be all otherwise. Otherwise, at any rate, 
it was. Qne ‘day the Coustable mountain, which seemed to 
stand strong like tho other rock mountains, gave suddenly, 
perronrtciar spe loud-sounding crack ; suddenly, with 
huge clangor, shivered itself into icedust; and sank, ear 

tying much along with it. Tn one day Beott's: high-beaped 


‘the rich man and lord of land saw himself 
@ bankrupt among creditors. 

Tt was s hard trial. He met it proudly, bravely,—like 
@ brave proud msn of the world. Perhaps there had been a 
prouder way still: to have owned honestly that ho was un 
successful, then, all bankrapt, broken, in the world’s goods 
and repmte; and to have turned clse-whither for some refuge. 
Refuge did Ue elsewhere; but it was not Scott's course, or 
fashion of mind, to seek it there, To say, Hitherto T have 
been all in the wrong, and this my fame and pride, now 
broken, was an empty delasion and epell of necursed witch- 
eraft! Tt was difloult for flesh and blood! He said, 1 will 
retrieve myself, and inake my pdint good yet, or die for it. 
Silently, hke a proud strong man, he girt himself to the 
‘Hereules’ task, of removing rubbish-mountains, since that 
was it; of paying large ransoms by what ho could still write 
and sell. In his dectining years, too; misfortune is doubly 
and trebly unfortunate that befalls uz then. Scott fell to his 
Herenles’ task like a very man, and went on with it unwea 
tiedly; with a noble cheerfulnons, while his liftstrings were 
eracking, he grappled with it, and wrestled with it, years 
long, in death-grips, strength to strength ;—und i# proved the 
stronger; and his tifo and heart did crack nnd break: the 
cordage of a most strong heart! Over these last writings of 
Seott, his Napoleons, Demonologies, Scotch Histories, and the 
‘rest, criticism, finding still mmech to wonder at, much to com- 
mend, will utter no word of blame; this ane word only, Woe 
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is me! The noble war-horse that onco laughed at the shaking 
of the spear, how is he doomed to toil himself dead, dragging 
ignoble wheels! Scott's descent was like that of a spon’ pro- 
joctile ; xapid, straight down ;— perhaps mereifiilly so. It is 
uw tragedy, as all life ix; one proof more that Fortune stands 
on a restless globe ; that Ambition, literary, warlike, politic, 
pecuniary, never yet profited any man. 

‘Our last extract shall be from Volume Sixth ; a very tragical 
one, Tragical, yet still beautiful ; waste Ruin’s havoe borrow- 
ing a kind of sscredness from a yet sterner visitation, that 
of Death! Scott has withdrawn into a solitary lodging-house 
iu Edinburgh, to slo daily the day's work there; and had to 
leave his wife at Abbotsford in the last stage of disease, Io 
went away silently; looked silently at the sleeping face he 
scarcely hoped ever to see again. We quote from a Diary 
he had begun to keep in those months, on hint from Byron's 
Ravenna Journal: copious sections of it render this Sixth 
Volume more interesting than any of the former ones: — 


« Abbotsford, May 11 (1826).— . . . It withers my heart to 
think of it, and to recollect that I can hardly hope again to geek 
confidence and counsel from that ¢ar, to which all might be safely 
confided. But in her present lethargic state, what would my 
attendance have availed ?—and Anno has promised close and 
constant intelligence. I must dine with James Ballantyne to- 
day en famille, I cannot holp it; but would rather be at home 
and alone. However, I can go out too. I will not yield to the 
barren sense of hopelessness which etruggles to invade mo. 

Edinburgh, — Mrs. Brown's lodgings, North St. David Street 
— May 12.—T passod a pleasant day with kind J. B,, whiok 
was a great celief from the black dog, which would have wor- 
ried me at home, Hoe was quite alone. 

“Well, here Lam in Arden. And I may say with Touch- 
stone, ‘When I was at home I was in a better place ;’ I must, 
when there is occasion, draw to my own Baillic Nicol Jarvie’s 
consolation —* One cannot carry the comforts of the Saut- 
Market about with one’ Were I at ease in mind, I think the 
body is very well cared sor. Only one other lodger in she 
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jiouse, 1 Mr. Shandy, —a clergyman, and, despite his namo, 
said to be a quiet one.” 

“ May 14. — A fair good-morrow to you, Ms. Sun, who are 
shining so brightly on these dull walls. Methinks you look 
as if you were looking as bright ou the banks of the Tweed; 
but look where you will, Sir Sun, you look upon sorrow and 
suffering. — Hoge was here yesterday, in danger, from having 
obtained an aceommodation of £100 from James Ballantyne, 
which he is now obliged to repay, T am unable to Lelp the 
poor fellow, being obliged to borrow myself.” 

“ May 15. — Reeeived the melancholy intelligence that all 
is over at Abbotsford.” 

“ Albotafori, May 16,—She died at nive in the morning, 
after being very ill for two daye —easyatlast. I arrived here 
late lagt night. Anneis worn out, and has had hysterics, which 
returned on my arrival. Her broken aevents were like those 
of a child, the language as well as the tones broken, bat in the 
most gentle voice of submission. ‘Poor mamma—never re- 
turn again — gone forever —a better place.’ Then, when abe 
came to herself, she spoke with sense, froodom and strength 
of mind, till her weakness returned. It would have been in- 
expressibly moving to me as a stranger— what was it then to 
the father and the husband? For myself, I soaree know how 
1 feel; sometimes as firm asthe Bass Rock, sometimes as weak 
as the water that breaks on it Tam as alert at thinking am! 
deciding as I over was in my life. Yet, when 1 contrast what 
this place now is, with what it has been not long since, 1 think 
my heart will break. Lonely, aged, deprived of my family — 
all but poor Anne; an impoverished and embarrassed man, 
deprived of the sharer of my thoughts and counsels, who couki 
always talk down my sense of the calamitous apprehensions 
which break the heart that must bear them alone. —Even ber 
foibles were of service to mo, by giving me things to think of 
beyond my weary self-reflections. 

“Thave seen her, The figure T beheld is, and is not my 
Charlotte — my thirty-years companion. There is the same 
symmetry of form, though those limbs are rigid which were 
‘once 60 gracefully elastic — but that yellow mask, with pinched 
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featares, which seems to mock life mther than ewulate it, can 
it be the face that was once so full of lively expression? I 
will uot look on it again. Anne thinks her little changed, 
‘because the latest idea she had formed of Ler mother is as she 
‘appeared unler ciroumstances of extreme pain. Mine go back 
toa period of comparative ease. If T write long in this way, 
I shall write down my resolution, which I should rather write 
tp, if L could.” 

“May 1% — ... Cerementa of lead and of wood already 
hold her; cold earth must have ber soon. Bat it is not, my 
Charlotte, it is not the bride of my youth, the mother of my 
children, that will be laid among the ruins of Dryburgh, which 
we have so often visited in gayety and pastime. No, no.” 

“May 22.— .. . Well, Tam not apt to shrink from that 
which is my duty, merely because it is painful; but I wish 
this funeral-day over. A kind of cloud of stupidity bangs 
about me, as if all were unreal that men seem to be doing and 
talking.” 

“May 26.— .. . Were an enemy coming upon my house, 
would T not do my best to fight, although oppressed in spirits; 
ani shall a similar despondency prevent me from mental exer- 
tion? It shall not, by Heaven!” 

* Kdinburgh, May 30.— Returned to town last night with 
Charles, This morning resume ordinary habits of rising early, 
working in the morning, and attending the Court... . I fine 
ished correcting the proofs for tho Quarterly ; it is but « fimey 
article, but then the circumstances were most untoward. — 
This has been a melancholy day —most melancholy. T am 
Afraid poor Charles found me weeping. I do not know what 
other folks feel, but with me the hysterical passion that impels 
tears is a terrible violence —a sort of throttling sensation — 
then succeeded by a state of dreaming stupidity, in which 1 ask 
af my poor Charlotte can actually be dead.” ? 


This is beautiful aa well ge tragical. Other scenes, in that 
Serenth Volume, must come, which will have no beanty, but 
be tragical only. It is better that we are to end here, 

P 4 Vol ri pp. 297-207. 
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And so the curtain falls; and the strong Walter Scott is 
with ua no more. A possession from him does remain; widely 
scattered; yet attainable; not inconsiderable. It ean be said 
of him, When he departed, he took a Man's life along with 
him. No sounder piece of British manhood was put together 
in that eighteenth century of ‘Time. Alas, his fine Scotch 
face, with its shaggy honesty, sagacity and goodness, when wo 
saw it latterly on the Edinburgh streets, was all worn with 
care, the joy all fled from it;— ploughed deep with labor and 
sorrow. We shall never forget it; we ehall never see it again. 
Adieu, Sir Walter, pride of all Sootchmen, take our proud and 
sad farowell. 





VARNHAGEN VON ENSE'S MEMOIRS! 
pes) 


‘Tue Lady ahel, or Rachel, surnamed Levin in, her maiden 
days, who died some five years ago.as Madam Varnbagen von 
Ense, seems to be still memorable and notable, or to have 
become more than ever 80, among our German friends. The 
widower, long known in Berlin and Germany for an intelligent 
and estimable man, has here published successively, a8 author, 
or as editor and annotator, so many Volumes, Nine in all, about 
her, about himself, and the things that occupied and environed 
them. Nine Volumes, properly, of German Memoirs; of letters, 
of miscellaneous, biographical and autobiographical; which 
we have tend not without zeal and diligence, and in part with 
great pleasure, It seems to us that such of our readers 28 
take interest in things German, ought to be apprised of this 
Publication; and withal that there aro in it enough of things 


1 Loxnox axp Weerainarer Revigw, No. 62—1, Rake. Fin Buch des 
Anddenkou fir thre Freunde (Habal. A Book of Momorial for her Friouds)- 
Svols. Berlin, 1854 

2. Galleria vem BUiduissen ans Rahet's Ungang und Liriefvechse! (Galery of 
Portraits from Rahel's Cirle of Society and Correspondence). Edited by 
K. A. Varnhagen von Enso. 9 vols. Loipaig, 1836. 

8, Denkwowrdigheiien und vermischte Sciifien (Memoirs and Miscellaneous 
Writings). By KA. Varulagen vou Ens. 4 vols, Mannheim, 1837- 
1838 
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and universal to furnish out a few pages for readers 
‘not specially of that class. 

‘One may hope, Germany is no longer to any person that 
yarant land, of gray vapor and chimeras, which it wax to 
most Englishmen, not many years ago. One may hope that, 
as readers of German have increased a hundred-fold, some 
partial intelligence of Germany, some interest in things Ger- 
man, may have increased in a proportionably higher rutio, At 
wall events, Memoirs of men, German or other, wili find listeners 
among men, Sure cnough, Berlin city, on the sandy banks of 
the Spree, is a living city, even a8 London is, on the muddy 
Yanks of Thames. Daily, with every rising of the bleased 
heavenly light, Berlin sends up the smoke of a hundred thou- 
sand kindled hearts, the fret and stir of five hundred thousand 
newawakened human souls;—murking or defacing with such 
staoke<loud, material or spiritual, the serene of our common 

Heaven. One Heaven, the same for all, em- 
braces that emoke-cloud too, adopts it, absorbs it, like the reet. 
Are there not dinner-parties, “msthetic teas;" seandal-mon- 
geries, changes of ministry, police-cases, literary gazettes ? ‘The 
clack of tongues, the sound of hammers, mounts up in that 
corner of the Planet too, for certain centuries of Time. Berlin 
has its royalties and diplomacies, its traftickings, travailings; 
literatures, seul ptures, cultivated heads, male and fomale; and 
boasts itself to be “the Intellectual capital of Germany.” Nine 
Volumes of Memoirs out of Berlin will surely contain some- 
thing for us. 

Samuel Johnson, or perhaps another, used to say there was 
no man on the streets whose biography he would not like to 
be acquainted with, No rudest mortal walking there who has 
not seen and known experimentally something, which, could he 
tell it, the wisest would hear willingly from him! Nay, after 
all that can be said and celebrated about poetry, eloquence and 
the higher forms of composition and utterance; is nob the 
primary use of speech itsclf this samo, to uttor memoirs, that 
is, memorable experiences to our fellow-creatures? A fact ia 
a fact; man is forever the brother of man. ‘That thou, O my 
brother, impart to mo truly how it stands with theo in that 
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dnmor msn of thino, what lively images of things past thy 
memory has painted there, what hopes, what thonghts, affec- 
tions, knowledges do now dwell there: for this and for no 
other object that I cam see, was the gift of speech and of hear 
ing bestowed on us two, I eay not bow thou feignest, Thy 
fictions, and thousand-and-one Arabian Nights, promulgated as 
fictions, what are they also at bottom but this, things that ere 
in thee, though only images of things? But to bewilder me 
with foleehoods, indeed ; to ray out error and darkness,—mis- 
intelligence, which means misattainment, otherwise failure and 
sorrow; to. go about confusing worse our poor world’s confu- 
gion, and, ss aon of Nox and Chaos, propagate deliriam on 
earth: not surely with ¢his view, but with a far different one, 
was that miraculous tongue suspended in thy head, and set 
‘vibrating thore!— In « word, do not two things, veracity and 
momoirroriting, seem to be proscribed by Nature herself and 
the very constitution of man? Let us read, therefore, aseord- 
ing to opportunity, —and, with judicious audacity, review ! 
Our Nine printed Volumee we called German Memoirs 
‘Thoy agree in this general character, but are otherwise to be 
distinguished into kinds, and differ very much in their worth 
for'us. The first book on onr list, entitled Hakel, is a book of 
private letters; three thick volumes of Letters written by that 
lady; selected from her wide correspondence; with a short in- 
froluetion, with here and there a short note, and that on Varn- 
hagen's part is all. Then follows, in two volamos, the work 
named Gallery of Portraits ; consisting principally of Letters 
tv Rahel, by various persons, mostly persons of note ; to which 
Varnhagen, as editor, has joined some slight commentary, some 
short biographical sketch of each. Of these five yolumes of 
German Letters we wil! say, for the present, that they seem to 
be ealealsted for Germany, and even for some special cirele 
there, rather than for England or us. A glance at them after. 
wards, we hope, will be possible. 

But the thint work, that of Varnhagen himself, is the one 
‘wo must chiefly depend on here: the four volumes of Memoirs 
end Macellanize ; lively pieces; which ean be safely recom 
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are “Miscallaneous Writings,” as their title indicates; in part 
collected and reprinted out of periodicals, or wherever they 
lay scattered ; in part sont forth now for the firsttime, Thero 
are criticisms, notices literary or didactic; always of a praise 
worthy sort, generally of small extent. There are narrations; 
there is a long personal narrative, as it might. be called, of 
service in the “Liberation War’ of 1814, wherein Varnhagen 
did duty as a volunteer office: in Tettenborn’s corps, among 
the Cossacks: this is the longest piece, by no means the best. 
‘There is farther a curious narrative of Lafayette's escape (brief 
escaps with recapture) from the Prison of Olmutz, Thon also 
thers is a curious biogmphy of Doctor Bollmann, the brave 
young Hanoverian, who aided Lafayette in that adventure. 
‘Then other biographies not go curious; on the whole, there 
are many biographies: Biography, we might say, is the staple 
article; an article in which Varnhagen has long been known 
toexcel. Lastly, as basis for the whole, there are presented, 
fitfully, now here, now there, and with long intervals, consid- 
erable sections of Autobiography ;— not confessions, indeed, 
‘or questionable work of the Rousseau sort, but discreet remi- 
niseences, personal and other, of a man who haying looked an 
much, may be sure of willing audience in reporting it well 
‘These are the Four Volumes written by Varnhagen von Ense ; 
those are the Five edited by him. Wo shall regard his auto- 
biographio memorials as a general substratum, upholding and 
uniting into a certain coherence the multifarious contents of 
these publications’: it is Varnhagen von Ense’s Passage through 
Life; this is what it yielded him; these are the things and 
persons ho took note of, and had to do with, in travelling thus 
far. 

Beyond ascertaining for ourselves what manner of eyesight 
und way of judgment this our Memoir-writer has, it is not 
necessary to insist much on Varnhagen’s qualities or literary 
character here, Ho seems to us @ man peculiarly fitted, both 
by natural endowment and by position and opportunity, for 
writing memoira. In tho space of half a century that he has 
lived in this world, his course has been what we might call 
orratio in a high degree: from the student’s garret in Hallo 
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‘or Tibingen to the Tuileries hall of audience and the Wagram 
battlefield, from Charisso the poet to Napoleon the emperor, 
his path has intersected all manner of paths of men. He has 
a fine intellectual gift; and what is the foundation of that 
and of all, an honest, sympathizing, manfully patient, man- 
fully courageous heart. His way of life, too erratic we should 
fear for happiness or ease, and singularly checkered by vicis- 
situde, has had this considerable advantage, if no other, that 
it has trained him, and could not but train him, to a certain 
catholicism of mind. He has been a student of literature, 
an author, & student of medicine, a soldier, a secretary, a 
diplomatist, A man withal of modest, affectionate natures 
courteous and yet truthful; of quick apprehension, precisa 
in utterance ; of just, extensive, occasionally of deep and fine 
insight: this is a man qualified beyond most to write memoirs, 
We should call him one of the best memoir-writers we haya 
met with ; decidedly tho best wo know of in these days. 
For clearness, grace of method, easy comprehensibility, he is 
worthy to be ranked among the French, who have a natural 
turn for memoirwriting; and in respect of honesty, valorous 
istsacass endsatinpliciy elieachy ler Ooesoinn cee 
_ not French. 

Such a man, conducting us in the spirit of cheerful friend- 
Tiness along his course of life, and delineating what he has 
found most memorable in it, produces one of the pleasantest 
books, Brave old Germany, in this and the other living 
phasis, now here, now there, from Rhineland to the East Sea, 
from Hamburg and Berlin to Deutsch-Wagram and the March- 
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with, why have wo not innumerable Memoirs? Alas, it is 
becanse the men like Varnhagen are not to be met with; men 
with the clear eye and the open heart, Without such quali- 
‘ties, memoir-writers are but a nuisance; which, so often as 
thoy show themselves, a judicious world is obliged to sweop 
into the cesspool, with loudest possitile prohibition of the 
tas If a man is not openminded, if he is ignorant, per- 

splenetic; on the whole, if he is false and 
EA Sow shall he writy memacics t= 


From Varnhagen’s young years, especially from his college 
years, we could extract many a lively little sketch, of figures 
partially known to the reader: of Chamisso, La Motte Fougué, 
Raumer, and other the like ; of Platonic Schleiermacher, sharp, 
erabbed, shranken, with his wiro-drawn logic, his sarcasms, 
his sly malicious ways; of Homeric Wolf, with his biting 
wit, with his grim earnestness and inextinguidhable Homeric 
Taugh, the irascible great-hearted man. Or of La Fontaine, the 
sentimental novelist, orer whose rose-colored moral-sublime 
what fair eye has not wopt? Varnhagen found him “in a 
pleasant house near the Saalegate” of Halle, with an ugly 
good-émpered wife, with a pretty niece, which latter he 
would not allow to read « word of his romaneeetuff, but 
“Kept it locked from her like poison;" a man jovial as 
Boniface, swollen out on booksellers’ profit, church-prefer- 
ments and fat things, “to the size of a hogshead;” for the 
Test, writing with such velocity (he did some hundred and 
fifty weeping volumes in his time) that he was obliged to 
hold in, and “write only two days in the week:" this was 
La Fontaine, the sentimental novelist. But omitting all these, 
Int us pick ont a farnfly-pieturs of one far better worth look- 
ing at: Jean Paul in his little home at Baireath,—“litae 
city of my habitation, which I bolong to on this side the 
gravel” It is Sunday, the 234 of October, 1808, according 
to Varnhagen’s note-book. ‘The ingenious youth of fowrand- 
twonty, as a rambling student, passes the day of rest there, 
and luckily for us has kept memorandums : — 

“Visit to Jean Poul Frindrich Richter. —This forenoon I 
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went to Jean Paul's. ‘Friend Harscher was out of humor, and 
would not go, say what I would. I too, for that matter, am 
but ‘a poor nameless student; but what of that? 

“A pleasant, kindly, inquisitive woman, who had opened 
the door to me, Jat onee recognized for Joan Paul's wife by 
her likeness to her sister. A child was sent off to call its 
father. He came directly; he had been forewarned of my 
visit by letters from Berlin and Leipeig; and reosived me 
with great kindness.. As he seated himself beside me on the 
sofa, I had almost laughed in his face, for in bonding down 
somewhat he had the very look our Neumann, in his Versuchen 
und Hindernissen, has jestingly given him, and his speaking 
and what he spoke confirmed that impression. Jean Paul is 
of stout figure; has a full, wellordored faces the eyes emall, 
gleaming out on you with lambent fire, then again veiled in 
soft dimmess; the mouth friendly, and with some alight motion 
in it even when silent. His speech is rapid, almost hasty, 
oven stuttering somewhat here and there; not without a cer- 
tain degree of dialect, difficult to designate, but which prob- 
ably is some mixture of Frankish and Saxon, and of course 
is altogether kept down within the rules of cultivated lan- 


“First of all, 1 had to tell him what I was chargod with 
in the shape of messages, then whatsoever I could fell in any 
way, about his Berlin friends, He willingly remembered the 
time he had lived in Berlin, as Marcus Herz’s neighbor, in 
Ledes’s house; where J, seven years before, had first seen 
him in the garden by the Spree, with papers in his hand, 
which it was privately whispered were leaves of Hesperus. 
‘This talk about persons, and then still more about Literatur: 
growing out of that, set him fairly under way, and soon he 
had more to impart than to inquire, His conversation was 
throughout amiable and good-natured, always full of meaning, 
bat in quite simple tone and expression, Thpugh I knew 
beforehand that his wit and humor belonged only to his pen, 
that he could hardly write the shortest note without these 
introdueing themselves, while on the contrary his oral utter- 
ance seldom showed the like,—yet it struck me much that, 
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in this continual movement and rivacity of mood to which he 
yielded himself, [ observed no trace of these qualities. His 
demeanor otherwise was like his speaking; nothing forced, 
nothing studied, nothing that went beyond the burgher tone. 
His courteny was the free expression of a kind heart; 

way and bearing were patriarchal, considerate of the stranger, 
yet for himself too altogether unconstrained. Neither in the 
animation to which some word or topic would excite him, was 
this fundamental temper ever altered; nowhere did severity 
appear, nowhere any exhibiting of himself, any watching or 
spying of his hearer; everywhere kind-heartednoss, free move- 
ment of his somewhat loose-flowing nature, open course for 
him, with a hundred transitions from one course to the other, 
howsoever or whithersoever it seemed good to him to go. 

“At first he praised everything that wax named of our new 
appearances in) Literature; and then, when we came a little 
closer to the matter, there was blame enough and to spare, 
So of Adam Miller's Lectures, of Friedrich Schlegel, of ‘Tisck 
and others. He said, German writers ought to hoki by the 
people, not by the upper classes, among whom all was 
dead and gone; and yet he had just boen praising Adam Muller, 
that he had the gift of speaking a deep word to cultivated 
poople of the world. He is convinced that from the opening 
of the old Indian world nothing is to be got for us, except 
the adding of one other mode of peetry to the many modes 
we have already, but mo inerease of ideas: and yot he bad just 
been celebrating Friedrich Schlegel’s labors with the Sanscrit, 
as if © now salvation wore to issue out of that. He was 
free to confess that n right Christian in theso days, if nota 
Protestant one, was inconceivable to him; that changing from 
Protestantism to Catholicism seemed a monstrous perversion ; 
and with this opinion great hope had boon expressed, a few 
minutes before, Uhat the Catholic spirit in Friedrich Schlegel, 
combined with the Tndian, would produce much good! Of 
Schleiermacher he spoke with respect; signified, however, 
that he aid not relish his Plato greatly; that in Jacobi’s, in 
Merder's soaring flight of soul he traced far more of those 
divine old sages than in the learned acumen of Schleiermacher; 





an exercise, ‘gymmnastically,' and that with the purport of 
hin Philosophy he had now nothing more to do, 


‘Their three children, a boy and two girls, are beautifal, healthy, 
wellconditioned creatures. I had » hearty pleasure in thom 5 
they recalled other dear children to my thoughts, whom I had 
lately been beside! .. 

“ With continual copiourness and in the beet humor, Jean 


from Rabel Levis to him, and the modest question, *Wietlar 
he remembered ber still ?/ His fave beamed with joyful ale 
isfaction - *How sould ope forget such a person?! oried he 
> ‘That is a woman slowe of bes kinds L liked 
her beartily well, and more now than ever, as I gain in semen 
and apprehension to do it; abe is the only woman in whow J 
have found geuuine haror, the ome woman of this world why 
had bumer!’ He called me a lucky fallow to bore woh o 
friend ; and asked, as if proving ie and measuring my value, 
How I had deserved that T 
* Monday, 24th Octcler, ~ Being invited, 1 went & seoond 
time to dine. Jean Paul had just returned from = walk; his 
wife, with one of the children, was still cut. We came upou 
his writings; thet yuestiouside string with most authors, 
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which the ont will not have you touch, which another will 
have you keep jingling continually. He was here what Tex- 
pected him to be; free, unconstrained, good-natured, and sin- 
vera with his whole heart. His Dream ef a@ Madman, just 
published by Gotta, was what had Jed us upon this, Hesaid pe 
could write such things ab any time; the mood for it, when he 
was in health, lay in his own power; he did but seat bimeelf 
at the harpsichord, and fantasying for a while on it, in the © 
wildest: way, deliver himself over to the feeling of the moment, 
and thon write his imaginings, according toa certain pre- 
determined course, indeod, which however he would often alter 
as be went on. In this kind he had once undertaken to write 
@ Holé, such as mortal never heard of; and a great deal of it 
is actually done; but not fit for print. Speaking of descrip- 
tive composition, he also started ag in fright when I ventared 
to say that Goethe was less complete in this province ; he re- 
minded me of two passages in Werte, which ure indeed among 
the finest descriptions. He said that to deseribe any seene 
well, the poet must make the bosom of a man his camera ob 
sour, and look at it through this, then would he see it pooti- 
cally... 

“The conversation turned on publie occurrences, on the on- 
dition of Germany, and the oppressive rule of the French, 
To me discussions of that sort are usually disagreeable ; but 
it was delightfal to hear Jean Paul express, on such occasion, 
his noble patriotic sentiments; and, for the sake of this 
rock-island, I willingly swam through the empty tide of un- 
certain news and wavering suppositions which environed it, 
What ho said was deep, considerate, hearty, valiant, Ger 
man to the marrow of the bone. I had to tell him much; 
of Napoleon, whom he knew only by portraits; of Johannes 
von Miller; of Fichte, whom he now as a patriot sdmird 
cordially; of the Marquez de la Romana and his Spaniards, 
whom T hai seen'in Hamburg. Joan Paul said he at no mo 
mont doubted but the Germans, like the Spaniards, would one 
day rise ; and Prussia would avenge its disgrace, and free the 
countrys ke hopod his son would live to see it, and aid not 
deny that he was bringing him up fora soldier... 
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* Octoher 25th.—1 stayed to supper, contrary to my pur 
spose, having to set out next morning early. The lady was 50 
‘Kind, and Jean Paul himself so trustful and blithe, 1 could nat 
withstand their entreaties. At the neat and well-furnished 
table (reminding you that South Germany was now near), the 
best humor reigned. Among other things, we had a good 
Jeugh at this, that Jean Paul offered me an introduetion to 
one of what he called his dearest friends in Stuttgard,—and 
thon was obliged to give it up, having irresoverably forgot 
ten his. name! Of 2 more serious sort, again, was our conver 
sation about Ticck, Friedrich and Wilhelm Schiogel, and others 
of the romantic school He seemed in illhumor with Ticck 
atthe moment. Of Goethe he said; ‘Goethe is a conscemted 
dad; he has a place of his own, high above us all’ We 
spoke of Gocthe afterwards, for some time: Jean Paul, with 
‘more and more admiration, nay with n sort of fear and awe- 
strack reverence. 

“Some beantifal fruit was brought in for dessert. Ona 
sodden, Jean Paal started up, gave me his hand, and said: 
“Forgive mo, I must go to bed! Stay you bere in God's 
nanie, for it is still early, and chat with my wife; there is 
amuch to say between you, which my talking has kept back. 
Dam a Spicazburger (of the Club of Odd Fellows], and my hour 
‘iwcome for sleep.’ He took a candle, and said good-night 
We jurted with great cordiality, and the wish expressed on 
hoth-sides, that It might stay at Baireuth another time.” 

‘Theao biographic phenomena; Jean Paul's loose-flowing 
talk, his careless variable judgments of men and things; the 
prosaic basis of the freeandeasy in domestic. life with the 
poetic Shandean, Shakspearean, and even Dantesque, that grew 
froma it az ita public onteome; all this Varnhagen had to rhyme 
anid reconcile for himself as he best could. The loose-flowing 
talk and variable judgments, the fact that Richter went along, 
#looking only right before him as with blinders ou,” scemed 
to) Varnhagen a pardonable, nay an amiable peculiarity, the 
mark of a trnstful, spontaneous, artless mature; connected 
with whatever was best ia Jean Puol. He found him on the 
whole (what we at 4 distance have always done) “a genuine 
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and noble man: no deception or impurity exists in his life: 
he 13 altogether as he writes, lovable, hearty, robust and 
brave. A valiant man I do believe; did the cause summon, I 
fancy be would be readier with his aword too than the most.” 
‘And 60 we qnit our loved Jean Paul, and his simple little 
Baireuth home. The lights are blown ont there, tho fruit- 
platters swopt away, a dozen years ago, and all is dark now, — 
uwallowed in the long Night. Thanks to Varnhagen, that he 
has, thongh imperfectly, rescued any glimpse of it, one scene 
of it, atill visible to eyes, by the magic of pen-and-ink. 

‘Tho noxt picture that strikes us is not a family-piece, but a 
battle-piece : Deutsch-Wagram, in the hot weather of 1809; 
whither Varnhagen, with a great change of place and plan, has 
wended, purposing now to be a soldior, and rise by fighting tho 
tyrannous French. It is a fine picture; with the author's best 
talent in it. Dentsch-Wagram village is filled with soldier: 
of every uniform and grade; in all manner of movements aod 
employments; Arch-Duke Karl is heard “fantasying for an 
hour on the planoforta,” before his serious generalissimo duties 
begin. ‘The Marchfeld has its camp, the Marchfeld ix ane great 
camp of many nations, —Germans, Hungarians, Italians, Mad- 
share; advanced gentinels walk steady, drilleergeants bustle, 
drums beat; Austrian generals gallop, “in blue-gray coat and 
red breeches,” combining “ simplicity with conspicuousness.” 
Faint on our southwestern horizon appears the Stephans- 
thurm (SaintStephen’s Steeple) of Vienna; south, over tho 
Danube, ure seen endless French hosts defiling towards us, 
with dust and glitter, along the hill-roads; ono may bope, 
though with misgivings, there will be work soon. 

Meanwhile, in every regiment there is but one tent, o 
chapel, used also for shelter to the chief officers; you, a sub 
altern, have to lie on the ground, in your own dug trench, to 
which, if you can contrive it, some roofing of branches and 
rushes may be added. It is burning sun and dust, occasion- 
ally it is thunderstorm and watar-sponts; a volunteer, if it 
were not for the hope of speedy battle, has a poor time of itz 
your soldiers spoak little, except unintelligible Bohemian Sela~ 
vonie; your brother ensigus know nothing of Xenophon, Jean 
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Paul, of patriotism, or the higher philosophies; hope only to 
bo soon back st Prague, where are billiards and things suitable, 
“The following days wore hoavy and void: the great summer- 
heat had withered grasx and grove; the willows of the Ross- 
bach were long since leafless, in part barkless; on the andlews 
Plain fell nowhere a shadow; only dim dust-elouds, driven up 
by sudden whirlblasts, veiled for 8 moment tho glaring sky, 
snd sprinkled all things with o bot rain of sand. We gave up 
Grilling as impossible, and crept into our earth-holes.” It is 
feared, too, there will be no battle: Varnhagen haa thoaghts 
of making off to the fighting Duke of Branswick-Oels, or some 
other that will fight. “However,” it would seem, “the warst 


across from the Lotan, by boats, to = little island named 
Mhleninsel, divided ouly by @ small arm from our side of 
the river ; they had then thrown a bridge over this too, with 
defences ; our battories at Esslingen were for hindering the 
enemy's passing there, and his aearest cannons about the 
‘Lobau made answer.” On the fourth day after, 

Archduke John got orders to advance again as far as Mar- 
check ; that, in the event of a battle om the morrow, he might 
set on the enemy's right favk, With us too.a resolute en- 
gagement was arranged. On tho 4th of July, in the evening; 
we were ordered, if there was cannomding in the night, to 
main quiet till daybreak; but at daybreak to be under arms. 
Aoooriingly, #0 soon as it was dark, there began before us, on 
the Danubs, a violent fire of artillery ; the sky glowed ever 
and anon with the eannon-flashes, with the courses of bombs 
and grenades: for nearly two hours this thander-game lasted 
om both sides; for the French hnd begun their attack almost 
at the same time with ours, and while we were striving to ruin 
their works on the Lobau, they strove to burn Enzersdorf 
town, and rain oars. Tho Austrian cannon could do little 
against the strong works on the Lobau. On the other band, 
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the enemy's attack began to tell; in his object was a wider 
scope, more decisive energy; his guns were more numerous, 
more effectual: in a short time Enzeredorf burst out in flames, 
and our artillery struggled without effect against their superi- 
ority of foree, The region round had been illuminated for 
some time with the conflagration of that little town, when the 
sky grew black with heavy thunder: the main poured down, 
the flames dwindled, the artillery fired seldomer, and at length 
fell silent altogether. A frightful thunderstorm, such as no 
one thought he had ever seen, now raged over the broad 
Marchfeld, which shook with the crashing of the thunder, and, 
in the pour of rain-floods and howl of winds, was in such a 
roar, that even the artillery could not have been heard in it.” 

On the morrow morning, in spite of Austria and the war 
of eloments, Napoleon, with his endless hosts, and “six hun- 
dred pieces of artillery” in front of them, is across; advancing 
like conflagration; and soon the whole Marchfeld, far and 
wide, is ina blaze. 

“Ever stronger batteries advanced, ever larger massea of 
troops came Into action; the whole line blared with fire, and 
moved forward and forward. We, from our higher position, 
had hitherto looked at the evolutions and fightings before us, 
as ata show; but now the battle had got nigher; the air over 
us sang with cannon-balls, which were lavishly hurled at us, 
and soon our batteries began to bellow in answer. Tho in- 
fantry got orders to lio flat om tho ground, and the onomy’s 
balls at first did little execution; however, ax he kept inces- 
santly advancing, the regiments ere long stood to their arms. 
The Archduke Generalisshno, with his staff, came galloping 
along, drew bridle in front of us; he gave his commands; 
locked down into the plain, whens the French still kept ad- 
vancing. You saw by his face that he heeded not danger or 
death, that ho lived altogether in his work; his whole bear 
ing had got a more impressive aspect, a loftier determination, 
full of joyous courage, which he seemed to diffuse round him; 
the soldiers looked at him with pride and trust, many voices 
saluted him, He had ridden a little on towards Baumeradorf, 
when an adjutant came galloping back, and cried: ‘Volunteer, 
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forward!’ In an instent, almost the whole company of Cap- 
Se A ee fue eal rouesneea fe) Buna IE, wee © 
storm the enemy's nearest battery, which was advancing 
through the oorn-ficlds in front; and so, checring with lond 
shout, we hastened down the declivity, when a second adju- 
tant came in, with the order that we were but to occupy tho 
Russbach, defend the passage of it, aud not to fire till the 
euemy were quite close, Seattering ourselves into skirmishing 
order, behind willow-trunks, and high corn, we waited with 
firelocks ready ; covered against cannou-balls, but hit by 
muskebshots and howitzer-grenades, which the enemy sent 
in great numbers to our quarter. About an hour we waited 
here, in the incessant roar of the artillery, which shot both 
ways over our heads; with regret we soon remarked that the 
enemys were superior, at least in number, and delivered 
twice as many shots as ours, which however was far better 
served; the more did we admire the active zeal and valorous 
endurance by which the uncqual match was nevertheless 
maintained. 

“Tho Emperor Napoleon meanwhile saw, with impatience, 
tho day passing on without a decisive result; he had caleu- 
lated on striking the blow at once, and his great accumulated 
force was not to have dirocted itself all hitherward in yain. 
Rapidly he arranged his troops for storming. Marshal Berna- 
dotte got orders to press forward, over Atterkla, towards 
Wagram; and, by taking this place, break the middle of the 
Austrian lina. Two doop storming columns were at the same 
time to advance, on the right and left, from Baumersdorf over 
the Russbach; to scale the heights of the Austrian position, 
and sweep away the troops there, French infantry had, in the 
mean While, got up close to where we stocd; we skirmishers 
wore called back from the Runsbach, and agsin went into the 
general line: along the whole extent of which a dreadful fire 
of musketry now began This monstrous noise of the univer- 
sal, nlever-ceaaing erack of shots, and still more, that of the in- 
finite jingle of iron, in handling of more than twenty thousand 
muskets all crowded together here, was the only now and en- 
Uirely strange impression that J, in these my first experiences in 
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war, could say I had got; all the reat was in part conformablo 
‘to my preconawived notion, in part even below it: but erery- 
thing, the thunder of artillery never so numerous, every noise 
T had heard or figured, was trifling, in compariaon with this 
continuous atorm-tumult of the small-arms, as we call them,— 
that weapon by which indeed our modern battlex do chiefly 
become deadly.” 

What boots it? Ensign Varnhagen and Gonoralissimo 
Archduke Karl are beaten ; have to retreat in the best possi- 
blo order, The sun of Wagram sets as that of Austerlite had 
done; the war has to end in submission and marriage: and 
‘as the great Atlantio tideetream rushes into every creek and 
altors the current there, so for our Varnhagen too a new chap- 
ter opens, — the diplomatic one, in Paris first of all, 

‘Varnhagon’s oxperiences At the Court of Napoloon, oa one 
‘of his sections is headed, are extremely entertaining. They 
are tragical, comical, of mixed character; always dramatio, 
and vividly given. We have a grand Schwartzenberg Fosti- 
val, and tho Emporor himself, and all high porsons prosont 
in grand gala; with music, light and crowned goblets; in a 
wooden pavilion, with upholatery and draperies : a rag of draw 
pery fintters the wrong way athwart somo waxlight, shrivela 
itself up in quick fire, kindles the other draperies, kindles the 
gums and woods, and all blazes into swiftchoking ruin; a 
beautiful Princess Schwartzenberg, lost in the mad tumult, 
is found on the morrow as ashes amid tho ashes! ‘Then also 
there are soirées of Imperial notabilitios; “tho gentlemen 
walking’ about in varied talk, whersin you detect » certain 
cautiousness ; the ladies all solemnly ranged in their chairs, 
rather silent for ladies,” Borthior ia a “man of composure,” 
not without higher capabilities, Denon, in spite of his kind 
speeches, produces an ill effect on one; and in his hadit Aadillé, 
with courtrapier and lace-cuffs, “looks like a dizened ape.” 
Cardinal Maury in red stockings, he that was onca Abbé 
Maury, “pet son of the scarlet-woman,” whispers diplomati- 
cally in your oar, in passing, * Nous avons beaucoup de jote de 
vous voir ici.” But the thing that will best of all suit us here, 
is the presentation to Napoleon himself: — 
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“On Sunday, the 22d of July (1810), was to be the Emperor's 
first levee after that fatal occurrence of the fire; and we were 
told it would be uncommonly fine and grand. In Berlin T 
had often accidentally seen Napoleon, and afterwards at 
Vienna and Schénbrunn; but always too far off for a right 
impression of him. At Princo Schwartzenberg's fostival, the 
look of the man, in that whirl of horrible oocurrences, had 
effaced itself again. 1 assume, therefore, that 1 saw him for 
the first time now, when I saw him rightly, near at hand, with 
convenience, and a sufficient length of time, The frequent 
opportunities I afterwards had, in the Tuilcrics and at Saint 
Cloud (in the latter place especially, at the brilliant theatre, 
open only to the Emperor and his guests, where ‘Talma, Fleury 
and La Raucourt figured), did but confirm, and, as it were, 
complete that first impression. 

“We had driven to the Tuileries, and arrived through a 
great press of guards and people af a chamber, of which T 
had already heard, under the name of Salle des Amddssadours, 
The way in which, here in this narrow ill-furnished pen, 90 

many high personages stood jammed together, had something 
— ae insulting in it, and was indeed the material of 
many & Paris jeat.-—Tho richest uniforms and court-<dresses 
were, with difficulty and anxiety, struggling hitherward and 
thitherward; intermixed with Imperial liveries of men hand- 
ing refreshments, who always, by the near, peril, suspended 
every motion of those about them. The talk was loud and 
vivacious on all sides; people seeking acquaintances, seeking 
more room, seeking better light, Seriousness of mood, and 
dignified concentration of oneself, seemed foreign to all; and 
what a man could not bring with him, there was nothing here 
to produce. The whole matter had a distressful, offensive air; 
you found yourself ill.off, and waited out of humor, My look, 
however, dwelt with eapecial pleasure on the members of our 
Austrian Embassy, whose bearing and demeanor did not dis- 
eredit the dignity of the old Imperial house. —Prince Schwartz- 
enberg, in particular, had a stately aspect; case without neg- 
ligenoa, gravity without assumption, ani over all an honest 
goodness of expression ; beautifully contrasted with the amirk- 
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ing saloon-wtivity, the perked-ap courtieriem and protentions 
nullity of many hete. . . . 

™ At last the timo came for going up to audience, On the 
first announcement of it, all rushed without order towards 
the door; you squeezed along, you pushed and shoved your 
neighbor without ceremony. Chamberlains, pages and guards 
filled the passages and antechamber; restless, overdone offi- 
ciousness struck you here too; the soldiers seemed the only 
figures that knew how to behave in their business, — and this, 
truly, they had learned, not at Court, but from their drill- 
‘sergeants. 

“Wo had formed ourselves into a half-cirele in the Audience 
Hall, and got placed in several crowded ranks, when the ery 
of L’Empereur /? aunouneesd the appearance of Napoloon, who 
entered from the lower sido of the spartment, In simple bine 
uniform, his little hat under his arm, he walked heavily to- 
wards us. His bearing seemed to me to express the contra- 
‘diction between a will that would attain something, and a 
contempt for those by whom it was to be attained. An im- 
posing appearance he would undoubtedly have liked to have ; 
and yet it seemed to him not worth the trouble of acquir 
ing; acquiring, 1 may eay, for by mature he certainly had it 
not, Thus there alternated in his manner a negligence and’a 
studiedness, which combined themselves only in unrest and @ls- 
tutisfaction. He turned first to the Austrian Embassy, which 
occupied one extremity of the half-circle. The eomsequences 
‘of the unlucky festival gave occasion to varions questions 
and remarks, The Emperor sought to appear sympathetic, 
he oven used words of emotion; but this tone by no means 
succoeded with him, and accordingly he soon let it drop, "To 
the Russian Ambassador, Kurakin, who stood next, his man 
ner had already changed into a rougher; and in his farther 

tome face or some thought mast havo stang him, for 
he got into violent anger; broke stormfully out on some one 
or other, not of the most important there, whese mame has 
now escaped mo; could be pacified with no answer, but do- 
manded always new; rated and threatened, and held the poor 
man, for » good space, in tormenting annihilation. Those 


ae 
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who stood nearer, and were looking at this scene, not without 
anxieties of their own, declared afterwards that there was 
‘no cause at all for auch fury; that the Emperor had merely 
boon soeking an opportunity to vent his ill-humor, and had 
done so even intentionally, on this poor wight, that all the 
rest might be thrown into due terror, and every opposition 
beforehand beaten down. 

“As ho walked on, he again endeavored to speak more 
mildly; but his jarred humor still sounded through. His 
words were short, hasty, as if shot from him, and on the 
most indifferent matters had a passionate rapidity; nay, when 
he wished to bo kindly, it still sounded as if he were in 
anger. Such a raspy, untamed voice as that of his T have 

heard. 


“His eyes were dark, overolouded, fixed on the ground 
before him; and only glancad backwards in aldelooks now 
and then, swift and sharp, on the persons there. When be 
emiled, it was but the mouth and a part of the checks that 
amiled; brow and eyes remained gloomily motionless, If he 
constrained those also, as I have subsequently seen him do, 
his countenance took a still more distorted expression, This 
union of gloom and smile had something frightfully repulsive 
in it. I know not what to think of the people who have 
called this countenance gracious, and its kindliness attractive 
Were not his features, though undeniably beautiful in the 
plastic sense, yot hard and rigorous like marble; forcign to 
all trust, incapable of any heartiness 7 

“What he said, whenever T heard him speaking, was always 
trivial both in purport and phraseology ; without spirit, with- 
out wit, without force, nay, at times, quite poor and ridiculous, 
Faber, in his Notice sur P Intérieur de ta France, has spoken ex- 
presaly of his questions, those questions which Napoleon was 
wont to prepare beforehand for certain persona and occasions, to 
gain credit thereby for acutencss and special knowledge. This 
is literally true of a visit he had made a short while before to 
the great Library: all the way on the stairs, he kept calling 
out about that passage in Josephus whero Josus is made 
mention of; and seemed to have no other task here but that 
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of showing off this bit of learning; it had altogether the air 
of a question got by heart... . gift lay in saying things 
harp, or at Joast unpleasant; nay, when be wanted to speak 
in another sort, he often made no more of it than insignifi- 
cance: thes it befell once, as 1 myself witnessed im Saint 
Cloud, he went through a whole row of ladies, and repeated 
twenty times meroly these three words, «Ji firtt ehawd? . . . 

“At this time there circulated a song on his second mar- 
‘riage ; a piece composed in the lowest popular tone, bat which 
doubtless had originated in the higher classes, Napoleon saw 
his power and splendor stained by a ballad, and breathed: re. 
venge; but the police could no more detect the author than 
they could the circulators, To me among others a copy, 
written in a bad hand and without name, had been sent by 
the city-post; T had privately with friends amused. myvelf 
over the burlesque, and knew it by heart. Altogether at the 
‘wrong time, exactly as the Emperor, gloomy and sour of 
Humor, was now passing me, the words and tune of that 
song came into my bead; and the more I strove to drive 
them back, the more decidedly they forced themselves for 
ward; 80 that my imagination, oxeited by the very frightfal- 
ness of the thing, was getting giddy, and seemed on the point 
of breaking forth into the deadliest offence,—when happily 
the andience came to an end; and deep repeated bows accom- 
panied the exit of Napoleon; who to mo had mldrorsed mone 
of his words, but did, ax he passed, turn on me one searching 
glance of the eye, with the departure of which it seemed as 
ifs real danger had vanishod. 

“Tho Emperor gone, all breathed froe, as if disloaded from 
a heavy burden. By degrees the company again grew loud, 
and then went over altogether into the noisy disorder and 
haste which had ruled at the commencemont The French 
courtiors, expecially, took pains ta redeem their late down-bent 
and terrified bearing by a free jocularity now; and even in 
descending the stairs there arose laughter and quizsing at the 
lnveo, the solemnity of which had ended here.”* 

Such was Varahagen von Enso’s presentation to Napoleon 
Bonaparte in the Palace of the Tuileries, What Varnhagen 
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saw remains a possession for him and for us. The judgment 
he formed on what he saw, will —depend upon circumstances. 
For the eye of the intellect “scea.in all objects what it brought 
with it the means of seeing.” Napoleon is a man of the sort 
which Varnhagen elsewhere calls daimonisch, a “demonic 
man;" whose meaning or magnitude is not very measurable 
by men; who, with his ownness of impulse and insight, with 
his mystery and strength, in a word, with his originality (it 
wo will understand that), reaches down into the region of the 
perennial and primeval, of the inarticulate and unspeakable; 
concerning whom innamerable things may be said, and the 
right thing not «tid for a long while, or atall. We will leave 
him standing on his own basis, at present; bullying the hap- 
less obscure functionary there; declaring to all the world the 
meteorological fact, Jt fait chaud, 


Varnhagen, as we see, has many things to write about; but 
the thing which boyond all othors he rejoices to write about, 
and would gladly sacrifice all the rest to, is the memory of 
Rahel, his deceased wife. Mysterious indications have of late 
years flitted round us concerning a certain Rahol, a kind of 
spiritual quoon in Germany, who seems to have lived in famil- 
iar relation to most of the distinguished persons of that country 
in her time. Travellers to Germany, now a numerous sect 
with ua, ask you as they return from msthotic capitals and 
circles, “Do you know Rahol?” Marquis Custine, in the 
Revue de Paris (treating of this Book of Rahel’s Letters) says, 
by oxparionce: “Shoe was a woman as extraordinary as Madame 
do Staal, for hor faculties of mind, for her abundance of ideas, 
her light of soul and her goodness of heart: she had moreover, 
what the author of Corinne did not pretend to,a disdain for 
oratory; she did not write. The silence of minds like hors 
is a force too, With more vanity, a person so superior would 
have sought to make a public for herself: but Rabel desired 
only friends. She spoke to communicate the life that was in 
her; never did she speak to ba admired.” Goethe testifies that 
she isa “right woman; with the strougest feelings I have ever 
seen, and the completest mastery of them.” Richter addresses 
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thor by tho title geflugelée, “winged one.” Such a Rabel might 
‘be worth knowing. 

‘We find, on practical inquiry, that Rabel was of Berlin; by 
birth a Jewess, in easy, not affluent cireumstances; who lived, 
amostly there,—from 1771 to 1833. ‘That her youth passed 
in studies, straggles, disappointed passions, sicknesses and 
other sufferings amd vivacities to which ont of lier excitable 
organization wns liable. That she was decp in many spiritual 
provinces, in Poetry, in Art, in Philosophy ;—the first, for 
instance, or one of the first to recognize the signifieamce of 
Goethe, and teach the Schlegels to do it. That she wrote 
nothing: bub thought, did and spoke many things, which 
‘attracted notice, admiration spreading wider and wider. That 
in 1814 shé became the wife of Varnhagen; the loved wife, 
though her age was forty-three, exceeding his by some twelve 
years or more, and she could never boast of beanty. That 
‘without beauty, without wealth, foreign celebrity, or any arti- 
ficial nimbus whatsoever, she had grown in her silently pro- 
gressive way to be the most distinguished woman in Berlin; 
aimired, partly worshipped by all manner of high persons, 
from Prince Lovis of Prassia downwards ; making her mother’s, 
and then her husband's house the centre of an altogether bril- 
Tiant cirele there, This is the “socin] phenomonon of Rahel” 
‘What farther could be readily done to tinderstand sneha social 
phenomenon we have endeavored to do; with what success the 
reader shall sce, 

First of ail, wo havo looked at the portrait of Rahel given 
in these Volumes. Tt iv a fuee full of thought, of affection and 
energy ; with no pretensions to beauty, yet lovable and attrac- 
tive in a singular degree. ‘The strong high brow and still eyes 
are full of contemplation; the long upper lip (sign of genius, 
Some say) protrudes itself to fashion a curved mouth, eondem- 
nable in academies, yet beautifully expressive of Taaghter and 
affoction, of strong endurance, of noble silent acorn; the whole 
countenance looking as with cheerful Clearness through a world 
of great pain and disappointment; ove of thuse faces which the 
lady meant when she said: “But are not all besutifal faces 
ugly, then, to begin with?” In the next place, we have read 
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diligently whatsoever wo could anywhere find written about 
Rabel; and have to remark here that the things written about 
her, wlike some things written by her, are generally easy to 
rewl. Varnhagen’s account of their intercourse; of his first 
young feelings towards hor, his long waiting, and final mecting 
of her in snowy weather under the Lindens, in company with 
a lady whom he kiew; his tremulous speaking to her there, 
the rapid progress of their intimacy; and so onwards, to love, 
to marriage: all this is touching and beautiful; a Potrarean 
romance, and yet a reality withal. 
Finally, wo havo read in these Threo thick Volumes of 
Letters, — till, in the Second thick Volume, the reading faculty 
unhappily broke down, and had to skip largely thenceforth, 
only diving here and there ab a venture with considerable 
intervals! Such is the melancholy fact. It must be urged 
in defence that these Volumes aro of the toughest reading; 
ealeulated, as we said, for Germany rather than for England 
orus. To be written with such indisputable marks of ability, 
nay of genius, of depth and sincerity, they are the heariest 
business we perhaps ever met with. The trath is, they do not 
suit us at all. They are subjective letters, what the metapbysi- 
cians call subjective, nat objective ; the grand material of them 
is endlees depicturing of moode, sensations, miseries, joys and 
lyrical conditions of the writer; no definite picture drawn, or 
tarely any, of persons, transactions or events which the writer 
stood amidst: a wrong material, as it seems tous, To what 
end, to what end? we always ask, Not by looking at itself, 
‘bat by looking at things out of itself, and ascertaining and 
ruling these, shall the mind become known. “One thing 
above all others,” says Goethe once; I have never thowght 
about Thinking.” What a thrift of thinking-taoulty there; 
thrift almost of itself eqaal to a fortune, in these days: “Aabe 
nie ans Denken gedacht!" But how much wantefuler etill is 
it to feel about Feeling! One is wearied of that; the healthy 
soul avoids that. ‘Thou shalt look ontward, not inward. Gaz 
ing inward on one’s own self, — why, this can drive one mad, 
like the Monks of Athos, if it Inst too long! Unprofitable 
eee ane oat Soe seem ;—at all events, to the 
|. 16—L. 
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present reviewer, no reading is 80 insupportable. Nay, we ask, 
might not the world be entirely deluged by it, unless pro- 
hibited 2 Every mortal is a microcosm; to himeelf a macro 
cosm, or Universe large as Nature; universal Nature would 
barely hold what he could gay about himself. Not a dyspeptic 
tailor on any shopboard of thix city but could furnish all 
England, the year through, with reading about himself, about 
his emotions and internal mysteries of woo and sensibility, 
if England would read him, Tt is acourse which leads no- 
whither; a course which should be avoided. 

Add to all this, that such self-utterance on the part of 
Rahal, in these Lettera, is in the highest dogree vaporous, 
vague. Her very mode of writing is complex, nay is careless, 
inoondite; with dashes and splashes, with notes of admira- 
tion, of interrogation (nay both together sometimes), with 
involutions, abruptnesses, whirls and tortuosities; go that 
even the grammatical meaning is altogether burdensome to’ 
seize. And then when seized, alas, it is as we say, of duc 
likeness to the phraseology; a thing crude, not articulated 
into propositions, but flowing out as in bursts of interjeo- 
tion and exclamation. No wonder the-reading faculty breaks 
down! And yet we do gather gold grains of precious thought 
hore and there; though out of large wastes of sand and quick. 
sand. In fino, it becomes clear, beyond doubting, both that 
this Rahel was a woman of rare gifts and worth, a woman 
of true genius ; and also that her goniug has passed away, and 
left no impress of itself there for us. These printed Volumes 
produce the effect not of speech, but of multifarious, confused 
Wind-music. It seems to require the aidof pantomime, to tell 
us what it means But after all, wo can understand how 
telk of that kind, in an expressive mouth, with bright deep 
eyes, and the vivacity of social movement, of question and 
response, may have boon delightful; and moroover that, for 
those to whom they vividly recall such talk, these Letters 
may still be delightful Hear Marquis de Custine a little 
fnrthor; — 

“You could not speak with her, a quarter of an hour, with. 
out drawing from that fountain of light a shower of sparkles. 
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The comic was at her command equally with the highest de- 
gree of the sublime. The proof that she was natural is that 
sho undorstood laughter as she did grief; she took it as a 
readier means of showing trath; all had its resonance in her, 
and her manner of receiving the impressions which you wished 
to communicate to her modified them in yourself; you loved 
her at first because she had admirable gifts; and then, what 
prevailed over everything, becanse she was entertaining. Sho 
was nothing for you, or she was all; and she could be all 
to sovoral at a time without exciting jealousy, so much did 
her noble nature participate in the source of all life, of all 
clearness. When one has lost in youth such a friend,” &o. &e. 
» +» “Tb seems to me you might define her in one word: she 
had the head of a sage and the heart of an apostle, and in 
spite of that, she was a child and a woman as much as any 
one can be. Her mind penctrated into the obscurest depths 
of Nature; she was a thinker of as much and more clearness 
than our Theosophist Saint-Martin, whom she comprehended 
and admired; and she felt like an artist. Her perceptions 
were always double; she attained the aublimest truths by two 
faculties which are incompatible in ordinary men, by feeling 
and by reflection. Her friends asked of themselves, Whence 
came these flashes of genius which she threw from her in con 
versation? Was it the effect of long studies? Was it the 
effect of sudden inspiration? It was the intaition granted us 
recompense by Heaven to souls that are true. These martyr 
souls wrestle for the truth, which they have a fareosst of; 
they suffer for the God whom they love, and their wholo life 
is the school of eternity.” * 

‘This enthusiastic testimony of the clever sentimental Mar- 
quis is not at all incredible to es, in ite way: yob from these 
Letters we have nothing whatever to produce that ware ade- 
quate to make it good. As was suid alrenly, it is not to be 
made good by excerpts and writtes documents; its proof reste 
in the memory of living wituessex. Meanwhile, from these 
frame wastes of sand, and even of quicksand, dangerous to 
Jinger in, we will try to gather 9 few graine the most like 

1 Reww de Paris, Novecshie, 1857 
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gold, that it may be guessed, by the charitable, whether or 
uot a Pactolus once flowed there :— 

“If there be miracles, they are those that are in our own 
breast; what we do not kuow, we call by that name. How 
astonished, almost how ashamed are we, when the inspired 
moment comes, and we get to know them!” 

“One is late in learning to lie: and late in learning to speak 
the truth.” —“T cannot, because I cannot, lie. Fancy not that 
T take credit for it: I cannot, just as one cannot play upon 
the flute.” 

“Tn the meanest hut is a romance, if you knew the hearts 
there.” 

“So long as wo do not take even the injustice which is 
done us, and which forces the burning tears from us; so Tong 
as we do not take even this for just and right, we are in the 
thickest darkness, without dawn.” 

“Manure with despair,— but let it be genuine; and you 
will have a noble harvest.” 

*Truc misery is ashamed of itself: hides itself, and docs 
not complain. You may know it by that." 

“What a commonplace man! If he did not live in the 
same time with us, no mortal would mention him.” 

“Have you remarked that Homer, whenever he speaks of 
tho water, is always great; as Goethe is, when he speaks 
of the stars? ”* 

* Tf one wore to say, ‘You think it easy to be original : but 
no, it is diffioult, it costs a whole life of labor and exertion,’ — 
you would think him mad, and ask no more questions of 
him. And yet his opinion would be altogether true, and 
plain enough withal. Original, E grant, every man might be, 
and must be, if men did not almost always adimit mere undi- 
gested hearsays into their head, and fling them out again un- 
digested. Whoever honestly questions himself, and faithfully 
answers, is busied continually with all that presents itself in 
life ; and is incessantly inventing, had the thing been invented 
never so long before. Honesty belongs as a first condition 
‘to good thinking; and there are almostas few absolute danees 
as geniuses. Genuine dances would always be original; bat 








Phere are mene of them genuine: they have almost always 
‘eaderstasding ensagh to be dishonest.” 

et He (the Mockbead) tumbled cat on me his definition of 
SeSics: the trivial old distinctions of intellect and beart; ae 
if there ever was, or could be, 2 great intellect with s mean 
beat i~ 

“Geethe? When I think of Aim, tears come into my epee: 
all other wsex I love with my own strength ; be teaches me to 
love with bie My Poet!” 

“Rlavetrade, war, marriage, workingelases-—and they 
ese astonished, and beep clocting, and remendins ” 
ate 

=... Dbere, Rabel the Jewenn feel thet J am eager 
ap the prestest sppearance in this earth The ereatest arti, 
Pawpbe, of post. is mt shove ma We are of the mee 
(Gemest= fe the ome ek, ed sted togetibere =“ Whiebever 
would excled> the other, eoriades cols hieelf Bat te met 
Was apgetetod act to write of act, bat te fore. | isy = esheyo 
keep comes ; aed thes was, is cotward resqecta 20 Seeg 
emey. — Ii is for this reanm that Tiel you: Bt pa, aT 
heey & va Ete to: and 1 think with ape, l om oe 
thoes fiewees wheeh Homenity war feted to evuire, and thes 
ever te we weer, wever to hare more: me bo cee ce Om 
Meet — “Wks met be bed coef, de Sed? Thor 
moe bemctifed perretionss = Efe. whoch tekeee srither to oe 
mer te ethers: teeutete! | sume them, teeame they oe ES 
Sreedcs we cold ot ot by eed ee (Whe eld ele 
feet to hee serous fever? And yet * may eove oee's He 
Tlore cage; 1 um % eed petueme 2 —* Be act siamed; 
Dae comedy exctee Bat when 1 wri tw 2 fricad’s Aeert, 
 coummes te pam cht the try des ferris of oy ed 
feet in fyisimy, Heasety ae lore BSteme” 

Te Vernbeym — . . (ae ting 1 sean write t aw; what 
A hamnghet of Gat sapic 2 tect nut for tine fom tame 2 any Efe 
What hans dcr and prog of Steep ive bun or 
BBdbed vpwarie, wreujest yent muck with death thos 
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willed it not. But J, in her plaoe, would have great pity for 
achild so circumstanced. Yet let her not lament for me. [ 
know all her gooduess, and thank her with my soul. Tell her 
T have the fate of nations, and of the greatest men, before my 
eyes here: they too go tumbling even eo on the great sea of 
Existence, mounting, sinking, swallowed up, From of old all 
men have seemed to me like spring blossoms, which the wind 
blows off and whirls; none knows where they fall, and the 
fewest come to fruit.” 


Poor Rahel! The Frenchman said above, she was an artist 
and apostle, yot had not ceased to be a child and woman. But 
we must stop short. One other little scene, a ecene from her 
death-bed by Varnhagen, must end the tragody : — 

“... She said to me one morning, after a dreadful night, 
with the penctrating tone of that lovely voice of hers: ‘Oh, I 
am stil! happy; I am God's creature still; He knows of me; 
T shall come to see how it was good and needful for me to 
suffer: of a surety I had something to learn by it, And am 
I not already happy-in this trust, and in all the love that I 
feel and meet with ?” 

“Tn this manner she spoke, one day, among other things, 
with joyful heartiness, of a dream which always from child- 
hood she had remembered and taken comfort from. ‘In my 
seventh year,’ said she, ‘I dreamt that I saw God quite near 
me; he stood expanded above me, and his mantle was the 
whole sky; on a corner of this mantle I had leave to rest, 
and lay there in peaceable felicity till Tawoke. Ever since, 
through my whole life, this dream has returned on me, and 
in the worst times was present also in my waking moments, 
and a heavenly comfort to me. I had leave to throw myself 
at God's feet, on a corner of his mantle, and he sereened mo 
from all sorrow there: He permitted it! . .. The following 
words, which E felt called to write down cxactly as she spoke 
them on the 2d of March, are also remarkable: ‘What a his- 
tory 1” orled she, with deep emotion: “A fugitive from Egypt 
and Palestine am I here; and find help, love and kind care 
smong you. To thee, dear August, was I ecnt by this guiding 
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of God, and thou to mo; from afar, from the oll times of 
Jacob and the Patriarchs! With a sacred joy I think of this 
amy origin, of all thix wide wols of prearrangement, Howstha 
oldest remembrances of mankind are united with the newest 
reality of things, and the most distant times and places arc 
brought together. What, for so long a period of my life, I 
considered as the worst ignominy, the sores sorrow and mis- 
fortune, that [ was born a Jowess, this I would not part with 
now for any price. Will it not be even 60 with these pains 
of sickness ? Shall T not, one day, mount joyfully aloft on 
them too; feel that T eould not want them for any price ? 
O August, this is just, this is trae; we will try to goon thus!? 
‘Thereupon she said, with many tears, “Dear August, my heart 
is refreshed to its inmost: T have thought of Jesus, and wept 
oror his sorrows; I have felt, for the first time felt, that ho 
is my brothor, And Mary, what must not she have suffered! 
She suw her beloved Son in agony, and did not sink; she 
stood at the Cross. That I could not have done; T am not 
strong enough forthat. Forgive mc, God; I confess how weak 
Tam’... 
“ At nightfall, on the 6th of March, Rahol felt herself easier 
than for long before, and expressed an irresistible desire to be ~ 
now dressed, As she could not be persuaded from it, this was 
done, though with the greatest precaution. She herself was 
busily helpful in it, and signified great contentment that she 
had got it accomplished. She folt so well, she expected to 
sleep. She wished me good-night, and bade me also go and 
sloop. Even the maid, Dora, was to go and sleep; howaver, 
she did not. 

“It might ba about midnight, and [was still awake, whon 
Dora called me: ‘IT was to cama; she was much worse,’ In- 
stead of sleep, Rahel had foond only suffering, one distress 
added to another; and now all had combined into decided 
spasm of the breast, T found her in # state little short of that 
she had passed six days ago. The medicines left for such 
fn ooourrence (regarded as possible, not probable) were tried; 
but, this time, with little effect, The frightful struggle con- 
tinned; and the beloved sufferer, writhing in Dorn’s arms, 
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tried, several times, ‘This pressure against her breast was not 
to be borne, was crushing her heart out:’ the breathing, too, 
wasypainfully difficult She complained that ‘it was-getting 
into her head now, that sho folt like a cloud there;’ she leaned 
back with that. A deceptive hope of somo alleviation gleamad 
on us for & moment, and then went out forever; the eyes were 
dimmed, the mouth distorted, the limbs lamed! In this state 
the Doctors found her; their remedies were all bootless, An 
unconscious hour and half, during which the breast still oeea- 
tionally struggled in spasmodic efforts,—and this noble life 
breathed ont its last, The sight I saw then, while kneeling 
almost lifeless at her bed, stumped itself glowing faraver into 
my heart.” 

So died Rahel Varnhagen vou Enso, born Levin, singular 
biographio phenomenon of this century; a woman of genius, 
of true depth and worth; whose secluied life, as one cannot 
but see, had in it a greatness far beyond what has many times 
fixed tho public admiration of the whole world; a woman equal 
to the highest thoughts of her century; in whom it was not 
arrogance, we do believe, but a just self-consciousness, to feel 
that “the highest philosopher, ar poct, or artist was not above 
her, but of like element and rank with her.” That such a 
woman should have lived unknown and, as it were, silent to 
the world, is peculiar in this time. 

We say not that she was equal to Do Stal, nor the con- 
trary ; neither that she might have written Do Stuél’s books, 
nor even that she might not have written far better books, 
She has ideas uncqualled in De Staél; a sincerity, a pure ton- 
dernees and genuineness which that colobrated person had not, 
or had lost, But what then? The subjunctive, the optative 
are vague moods; thore is no tense one can found on but the 
preterite of the indicative, Inough for us; Rahel did nov 
write, She sat imprisonad, or it might ba sheltered and fos 
teringly embowered, in those circumstances of hers; she “was 
not appointed to write or to act, but only to live Call her 
pot unhappy on that account, call her not usoless; nay, perhaps, 
call hor happier and usefuler. Blessed are the humble, are 
they that are not known. It is written, “Sockest thou great 
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things, seek them not:” live where thou art, only live wisely, 
live diligently, Rahol's life was not an idlo ono for horself 
‘or for others! how many sonls may the “sparkles showering 
from that light-fountain” have kindled and illuminated; wllose 
new yirtue goes on propagating itself, increasing itself, under 
inealowable combinations, and will be found in far places, 
after many days! She left no stamp of herself on paper; but 
in other ways, doubt it not, the virtue of her working in this 
world will survive all paper, For the working of tho good 
and brave, seen or unseen, endures literally forever, and can- 
not die. Is a thing nothing because the Morning Papers have 
not mentioned it? Or can a nothing be made something, by 
never go much babbling of it thore? Fur better, probably, 
that no Morning or Evening Paper mentioned it; that the 
right hand knew not what the left was doing! Rahel might 
have written books, celebrated books. And yet, what of books ? 
Hast thou not already a Bible to write, and publish in print 
that is eternal; namely, a Life to lend ? Silence too is great: 
there should be great silent ones too, 

Beautiful it is to seo and understand that no worth, known 
or unknown, can die even in this earth, The work an wa- 
known good ian has done is like x vein of water flowing 
hiddon underground, secretly making the ground green; it 
flows and flows, it joins itself with other veing and voinlets ; 
one day, it will start forth as a visible perennial well ‘Ten 
dumb centuries had made the speaking Dante; a well he of 
anany veinlets. William Burnes, or Burns, was a poor peas- 
ant; could not prosper in his “seven acres of nursery-ground,” 
nor any enterprise of trade und toil; had to “thole a factor's 
snash,” and read attorney-letters, in his poor hut, “which 
threw us al] into tears: a man of no moncy-eapital at all, of 
no account at ill: yet a brave man, a wise and just, in evil 
fortune faithful, unconquerable to the death. And there wept 
withal among the others a boy named Robert, with a heart 
of molting pity, of greatness and fiery wrath; and Ais voice, 
fashioned here by this poor father, does it not already reach, 
like a great clogy, like a stern prophecy, to the ends of the 
work? “Let mo make the songs, and you shall make the 
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laws!” What chancellor, king, senator, begirt with never 
such sumptuosity, dyed velvet, blaring and celebrity, could 
you;.have named in England that was so momentous as that 
William Burnes? Courage !— 

‘We take leave of Varnhagen with true good-will, and heartily 
thank him for the pleasure and instruction he has given us. 


CHARTISM. 


CHAPTER L 
CONDITION-OF-ENGLAND QUESTION. 


A rrerisa very generally exists that the condition and dis- 
position of the Working Classes is a rather ominous matter 
at present; that something ought to be said, something ought 
to be done, in regard to And surely, at an epoch of history 
whon the “National Petition” carte itself in wagons along the 
strocts, and is presented “bound with fron hoops, four man 
hearing it,” to a Reformed House of Commons; and Chartism 
nombered by the million and half, taking nothing by its iron- 
hooped Petition, breaks out into brickbats, cheap pikes, and 
aven into sputterings of conflagration, such very general feel- 
ing cannot be considered unnatural! To us individually this 
matter sppoars, and has for many years appeared, to be tho 
most ominous of all practical matters whatever; a matter in 
regard to which if something be not done, something will do 
itaelf one day, and ina fashion that will please nobody. The 
time is verily come for acting in it; how muoh more for con- 
sultation about acting in it, for speech and articulate inquiry 
about it! 

We are aware that, according to the newspapers, Chartiam 
is extinot; that.a Reform Ministry has “pnt down the chimera 
of Chartism” in the most felicitous effectual manner, So say 
the newspapers :—and yet, alas, most readers of newspapers 
know withal that it is indeed the “chimera” of Chartism, 
not the reality, which has been put down. The distracted in- 
coherent embodiment of Chartism, whereby in late months it 
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took shape and became visible, this has been put down; or 
rather has fallen down and gone asunder by gravitation and 
law of nature: bat the living essence of Chartism has not 
been put down. Chartism means the bittor discontent grown) 
fieree and mad, the wrong condition therefore or the wrong 7 
disposition, of the Working Classes of England. It ixanew 2 
name fora thing which has had many names, which will yet 
have many, Tho mattor of Chartism is weighty, deep-rooted, 
far-extending; did not begin yesterday; will by no means end 
this day or tomorrow. Reform Ministry, constabulary raral 
polica, new lovy of soldiers, grants of moucy to Birmingham ; 
all this is well, or is not well; all this will put down only 
the embodiment or “chimera” of Chartism. Th essence con- 
tinuing, new and ever new embodiments, chimeras madder or 
Tess mad, have to continue. The melancholy fact remains, 
that this thing known at present by the name Chartism does 
exist; bas existed ; and, either “put down,” into secret trea- 
een, with tusty pistols, vitriol-bottle and match-box, or openly 
brandishing pike and torch (one knows not in which case mors 
fatal-locking), is like to oxist till quite other methods have 
been tried with it, What means this bitter discontentof the 
Working Classcs? Whence comes it, whither goes it? Above 
all, at what price, on what terms, will it probably consent to 
depart from us and die into rest ? These are questions. 

To say that it is mad, incendiary, nefarious, is no answer. 
To say all this, in never 30 many dialects, is saying little. 
“Glasgow Thuggery,” “Glasgow ‘Thugs ;” it is a witty nick- 
name: the practice of “Number 60” cntering his dark room, 
to contract for and settle the price of blood with operative 
assassins, in a Christian elty, onee distinguished by its rig 
orous Christianism, is doubtless a fact worthy of all horror: 
but what will horror do for it? What will execration; nay 
at bottom, what will condemnation and banishment to Botany 
Bay do for it? Glasgow Thuggery, Chartist torch-meetings, 
Birmingham riots, Swing covflagrations, are 80 many symp 
toms on the surface} you abolish the aymptom to no purpose, 
if the disease is left untouehed. Boils on the surface are cura- 
ble or incurable, —small matter which, while the virulent 
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humor fosters deep within; poisoning the sources of life; 
and certain enough to find for itself ever new boils and sore 
issues waysof announcing that it continues there, Lo it 
would fain not continue there. 

Delirious Chartism will not have raged entirely to no pur 
pose, as indeod no earthly thing does 50, if it have forced all 
thinking men of the community to think of this vital matter, 
too apt to be overlooked otherwise. Is the condition of the 
English working people wrong; 80 wrong that rational work- 
ing men cannot, will not, and even should not rest quiet under 
it? A most gravo case, complex beyond all others in the 
world; a case wherein Botany Bay, constabulary rural polices, 
and such like, will avail but little. Or is the diseontant itself 
mad, like the shape it took? Not the condition of the work- 
ing people that is wrong; bat their disposition, their own 
thoughts, boliofs and foelings that aro wrong? This too wore 
A most grave caso, little less alarming, little leak bomplex than 
the former one, In this case too, where constabulary police 
and mere rigor of coercion seems more at home, coercion will 
by no meana do all, coorcion by itself will not even do much. 
Tf there do exist general madness of discontent, then sanity 
and some measure of content must be brought about again, — 
not by constabulary police alone, Whan the thoughts of a 
people, in the greut mass of it, have grown mad, the combined 
issue of that people’s workings will be a madness, an inco- 
hereney and rain! Sanity will have to be recorered for the 
general mass; coercion itself will otherwise cease to be able to 
coerce. 

We have heard it asked, Why Parliament throws no light 
on this question of the Working Classes, and the condition or 
disposition they are in? Truly to a remote observer of Par- 
liamentary procedure it seems surprising, especially in late 
Reformed times, to see what space this question occupies in 
the Debates of the Nation. Can any other business whatso- 
ever be so pressing on legislators? A Reformed Parliament, 
one would think, should inquire into popular discontents Jefore 
they get the length of pikes und torches! For what end at all 
are men, Honorable Members and Reform Members, sent to 
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‘St, Stephen's, with clamor and effort; kept talking, straggling, 
motioning and counter-motioniag ? The condition of the great 
body of peoplo in a country is the condition of the country 
itself: this you would say is a truism in all times; a! truism 
rather pressing to get recognized as 4 truth now, and be acted 
upon, in these times, Yot rend Hansard’s Debates, or the 
Morning Papers, if you have nothing to do! The old grand 
question, whether A is to be in office or B, with the innumer- 
able subsidiary questions growing out of that, courting para- 
graphs and suffrages for a blessed solution of that: Canada 
question, Irish Appropriation question, West-India question, 
Queen's Bedchamber question; Game Laws, Usury Lawa; 
African Blacks, Hill Goolies, Smithfield cattle, and Dog-arts, 
—all manner of questions and subjects, except simply this 
the alphasnd omega of all! Surly Honorable Members ought 
to speak of the Condition-of-England question too. Radical 
Members, above all; friends of the people ; chosen with effort, 
by the people, to interpret and articnlate the/damb/ deep want 
of the people! Toa remote observer they seem oblivious of 
their duty. Are they not there, by trade, mission, and express 
appointment of themselves and others, to. for the good 
of the British Nation ? Whatscever great British interest can 
the least speak for itself, forthat beyond all they are called 
to speak. They are cither speakers for that groat dumb toil- 
ing clase which cannot speak, or they are nothing that one can 
well specify. 

Alas, the remote observer knows not the nature of Parlin 
ments: how Parliaments, extant there for the British Nation's 
sake, find that they are extant withal for theirown sake; how 
Parliaments travel so naturally in their deeperutted routine, 
commonplace worn into ruts axle<leep, from which only 
strength, insight and courageous generous exertion can lift any 
Parliament or vehicle; how in Parliaments, Reformed or Un+ 
reformed, there may chance to be a strong man, an original, 
cleansighted, great-hearted, patient and valiant man, or to be 
none such ; — how, on the whole, Parliaments, lumbering along 
in their deep ruts of commonplace, find, 28 so many of us other 
wise do, that the rats are axledesp, and the travelling very 
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toilsome of itself, and for the day the evil thereof sufficient ! 
What Parliaments ought to have done in this business, what 
they will, can or cannot yet do, and where the limits of ‘their 
faculty and culpability may lie, in regard to it, were a Tong 
investigation; into which we necd not enter at this moment 
What thoy have done is unhappily plain enough. Hitherto, 
on this most national of questions, the Collective Wisdom of 
the Nation has availed us as good as nothing whatever. 

And yet, as wesay, it is a question which cannot be loft to 
the Collective Folly of the Nation! In or out of Parliament, 
darkness, neglect, lallucination must contrive to cease in regard 
to it; true insight into it must be had. How inexpressibly 
useful wore true insight into it; a gonuine understanding by 
the upper ehisses of society what it ix that the under classes 
intrinsically mean; a clear interpretation of the thought which 
at heart torments these wild inarticulate souls, struggling 
there, with inarticulate uproar, like dumb creatures in pain, 
unable to speak what isin them! Something they do mean; 
some true thing withal, in the centre of their confused hearts, 
— for they are hearts created by Heaven too: to the Heaven 
it is clear what thing; to ns not clear, Would that {t were! 
Perfect clearness on it were equivalent to remedy of it. For, 
ag is well said, all battle is misunderstanding ; did the parties 
know one another, the battle would cease. No man at bottom 
means injustice ; it is always for some obsoure distorted image 
of a right that he contends: an obscure image diffracted, ex- 
aggerated, in the wonderfulest way, by natural dimness and 
selfishness ; getting tenfold more diffracted by exaxperation 
of contest, till at length it become all but irreeognizable; yet 
still the image of a right. Could a man own to himself that 
the thing he fought for was wrong, contrary to fairness and 
the law of reason, he would own also that it thereby stood con- 
demned and hopeloss; he could fight for it no longer. Nay 
independently of right, could the contending parties get but 
accurately to discern one another's might and strength to con- 
tend, the one would peaceably yield to the other and to Neces- 
sity; tho contest in this case too were over, No African 
expedition now, as in the days of Herodotus, ix fitted out 
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against the Southarind. One expedition was satisfactory in 
that department, The South-wind Simoom continues blowing 
occasionally, hateful as ever, maddening as ever: bat one ex 
pedition was enough, Do we not all submit to Death? The 
highest sentence of the law, sontence of death, is passed on 
all of us by the faet of birth; yet we live patiently under it, 
patiently undergo it when the hour comes. Clear undeniable 
right, clear undeniable might: either of these once ascertained 
puts an end to battle, All battle is a confused experiment to 
ascertain one and both of these. 

What are the rights, what are the mights of the discon- 
tented Working Classes in England at this epoch? Hoe wero 
an CEdipus, and deliverer from snd socin) pestilence, who could 
resolve us fully! For we may say beforehand, The struggle 
that divides the upper and lower in society over Europe, and 
more painfully and notably in England than olsewhero, this 
too is a struggle which will ond and adjust itself as all other 
struggles do and have done, by making the right clear and 
the might clear; not otherwise than by that. Meantime, the 
questions, Why are the Working Classes discontented; what 
ix their condition, economical, moral, in their houses and their 
hearts, as it is in reality and as they figure it to themselves to 
be; what do they complain of; what ought they, and ought 
they not to complain of ?—these are measurable questions ; 
on some of these any common mortal, did he but turn his eyes 
to them, might throw some light. Certain researches and 
considerations of ours on the matter, since no one else will 
undertake it, are now to be made public. ‘The researches 
have yielded us little, almost nothing; but the considerations 
are of old date, and press to have utterance. We are not 
without hope that our general notion of the business, if we 
can get it uttered at all, will mect some assent from many 
candid men. 
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CHAPTER IL 
STATISTICS, 


A wirrr statesman said, you might prove anything by fig- 
ures. We have looked into various statistic works, Statistic. 
Society Reports, Poor-Law Reports, Reports and Pamphlets 
not a few, with a sedulous eye to this quostion of the Working 
Classes and their general condition in England; we grieve to 
say, with as good a3 no result whatever. Assertion swallows 
assertion; according to the old Proverb, “as tho statist thinks, 
the bell clinks”! Tablos aro like cobwebs, like the sieve of 
the Danaides; beautifully reticulated, orderly to look upon, 
but which will hold no conclusion. Tables are abstractions, 
and the object a most concrete one, #o difficult to read the 
essence of. Thore are innumerable circumstances; and one 
circumstance left ont may be the vital one on which all turned. 
Statistics is a science which ought to be honorable, the basis 
of many most important sciences; but it is not to be carried 
on by steam, this science, any more than others are; a wise 
head is requisite for carrying it on, Conclusive facts are 
inseparable from ineonclusive except by a head that already 
understands and knows. Vain to send the purblind and blind 
to the shore of a Pactolus never so golden: these find only 
gravel; the seer and finder alone picks up gold grains there. 
And now the purblind offering you, with assaveration and pro- 
trusive importunity, his basket of gravel ay gold, what stops 
are to be taken with him ?—Statisties, one may hope, will 
improve gradually, and become good for something, Moan- 
while, it is to be feared the crabbed satirist was partly right, 
as things go: “A judicious man,” says he, “looks at Statistics, 
not to get knowledge, but to save himself from having igno- 
rance foisted on him.” With what serene conclusivencas a 
member of some Useful-Knowledge Society stops your mouth 
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with a figure of arithmetic! To him it seems he has there 
extracted the elixir of the matter, on which now nothing moro 
can be said. It is needful that you look into his said extracted 
elixir; and ascertain, alas, too probably, not without « sigh, 
that it is wash and vapidity, good only for the gutters. 

‘Twice or three times have we heard the lamentations and 
prophecies of a humane Jeremiah, mourner for the poor, cut 
short by a statistic fact of the most decisive nature; How can 
the condition of the poor be other than good, bo other than. 
better; has not the average duration of life in England, and - 
therefore among the most numerous class in England, been 
proved to have increased? Our Jeremiah had to admit that, 
if so, it was an astounding fact; whoreby all that ever he, for 
his part, had observed ou other sides of the matter, waa over- 
set without remedy. If life last longer, life must be less worn 
upon, by outward suffering, by inward discontent, by hardship 
of any kind; the general condition of the poor must be bettar- 
ing instead of worsening, So was our Jeremiah cut short, 
And now for the “proof”? Readers who are curious in sta 
tistic proofa may see it drawn out with all solemnity, in a 
Pamphlet “published by Charles Knight and Company,”?— 
and perhaps himself draw inferences from it Northampton 
Tables, compiled by Dr. Price “from rogistors of the Parish of 
All Saints from 1735 to 1780;” Carlisle Tables, collected by 
Dr, Heyshanr from observation of Carlisle City for eight years, 
“the calculations founded on them” conducted by another 
Doctor; incredible “document considered satisfactory by men 
of science in France: ”—alas, is it not as if some zealous 
scientific son of Adam had proved the deepening of the Ocean, 
by survey, accurate or cursory, of two mud-plashes on the 
coast of the Isle of Dogs? “Not to get knowledge, but to 
save yourself from having ignorance foisted on you!" 

The condition of the working man in this country, what it 
is and has been, whether it is improving or retrograding, — 
is a question to which from statistics hitherto no solution can 
be got. Hitherto, after many tables and statements, one is 

1 An Essay on the Means of Insurance against the Casualticn of (pe. fv. Lome 

shillings, 


‘doa, Charles Knight and Company, 1236. Price two 
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still left mainly to what be can ascertain by his own oyes, 
looking at the concrete phenomenon for himself. ‘There is no 
other method; and yet it isa most imperfect method) Kach 
aman ‘expands his own hand-breadth of observation to the limits 
‘of the general whole; more or lees, each inan must take what 
he himself has seen and ascortained for a sample of all that 
is seeable and ascertainable, Tenoe discrepancies, controver- 
sies, wide-spread, long-continued; which there is at present no 
means or hope of satisfactorily ending. When Parliament 
takes up “the Condition-of-England question,” as it will have 
to do one day, then indeod much may be amended! Inquiries 
wisely gone into, even on this most complex matter, will yield 
results worth something, not nothing. But it is a most com. 
plex matter; on which, whether for the past or the present, 
Statistic Inquiry, with its limited means, with its short vision 
and headlong oxtonsive dogmatism, as yet too often throws 
‘not light, but error worse than darkness. 

‘What constitutes the well-being of aman? Many things; 
of which the wages he gets, and the broad ho buys with them, 
‘are but one preliminary item. Grant, however, that the wages 
were the whole; that once knowing the wages and the price 
‘of bread, we know all; then what are the wages? Statistio 
Inqniry, in ite present unguided condition, caunot tell. ‘he 
average rate of day's wages is not correctly ascertained for 
any portion of this country; not only not for half-conturies, 
it is not even ascertained anywhere for decades or years: far 
from instituting comparisons with the past, the present itself 
is unknown to ns. And then, given the average of wages, 
what is the constancy of employment; what is the difficulty 
of finding employment; the fluctuation from season to eeason, 
from year to year? Is it constant, ealoulable wages; or fluo. 
tuating, incalculable, more or less of the nature of gambling? 
This secondary circumstance, of quality in wages, is perhaps 
even more important than the primary one of quantity. 
Farther we ask, Can the laborer, by thrift and industry, hope 
to rise to mastership; or is sach hope cut off from him ? How 
is ho related to his employer; by bonds of fricndliness and 
‘woutual help; or by hostility, opposition, and chaine of mutual 
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necessity alone? In a | what degree of contentment 
‘can a human creature be sup) to enjoy in that position ? 
With hunger praying on him, his contentment ie likely,to be 
small! But even with abundance, his discontent, his real mis- 
ery may be great, The laborer’s feelings, his notion of being 
justly dealt with or unjustly, his wholesome composure, fra- 
gality, prosperity in the one case, his acrid unrest, reckless- 
ness, gin-drinking, and gradual ruin in the other, —how shall 
digures of arithmetic reprosent all this? So much is still to 
be ascertained ; much of {t by no means casy to ascertain! 
Till, among the “ Hill Cooly " and “ Dog-cart" questions, there 
arise in Parliament and extensively out of it a “Condition- 
ofEngland question,” and quite a new sot of inquirers and 
methods, little of it is likely to be ascertained. 

One fact on this subject, a fact which arithmetic x capable 
of representing, we have often considered would be worth all 
tho reat: Whother tho laborer, whatever his wages are, is aav- 
ing money? Taying up money, he proves that his condition, 
painful as it may be without and within, is not yet desperate; 
that he looks forward to a better day coming, and is atill reso- 
Intely steoring towards the same; that all the lights and dark- 
nesses of his lot are united under a blessed radiance of hope, — 
‘the last, first, nay one may say the sole blessedness of man. 
Is the habit of saving increased and increasing, or the contrary ? 
Where the present writer has been able to look with his own 
eyes, it is decreasing, and in many quarters all but disappear 
ing. Statistic science turns up her Savings-Bank Accounts, 
and answers, “Inereasing rapidly.” Would that one could 
believe it! But the Danaides’sieve character of such statintio 
reticulated documents is too. manifest. A few years ago, in 
regions whore thrift, to ono’s own knowledge, still was, Savings- 
Banks were not; the laborer lent his money to some farmer, 
of capital, or supposed to be of capital, and has loo often lost 
it since; or he bought a cow with it, bought a cottage with it; 
nay hid it under his thatoh: the Savings-Banks books then 
exhibited mere blank and zero. That they swell yearly mow, 
Wf such be the fact, indicates that what thrift exists does gradu- 
ally revort more and more thither rather than elso-whithor; but 
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the question, Is thrift increasing? runs through the retioula- 
tion, and is as water spilt on the ground, not to be gathered 
hors, t 

These are inquiries on which, had there been a ‘proper 
*Condition-of-England question,” some light would have been 
thrown, before “ torch-mectings ” arose to illustrate them ! 
Far as they lie out of the course of Parliamentary routine, 
they should have been gone into, should have beon glanced at, 
in one or the other fashion, A Legislature making laws for 
the Working Classes, in total uncertainty as to these things, 
is legislating in the dark; not wisely, nor to good issues, ‘The 
simple fundamental question, Can the laboring man in this 
England of ours, who is willing to labor, find work, and sub- 
sistence by his work ? is matter of mere conjecture and msser- 
tion hitherto; not ascertainable by authentic evidence: the 
Legislature, satisfied to logislate in the dark, has not yet 
sought any evidence on it. They pass their New Poorlaw 
Bil, without evidence as to all this. Perhaps their New Poor- 
Law Bill is itself only intended as an experimentum orncis to 
ascertain all this? Chartiom ig an answer, svcmingly not in 
the affirmative. 


CHAPTER Iit. 
NEW POOR-LAW. 


To read the Reports of the Poor-Law Commissioners, if one 
had faith enough, would be a pleasure to the friend of human- 
ity. One sole recipe seems to have boen noodful for the woes 
of England; “refusal of outdoor rvlief.” England lay in sick 
discontont, writhing powerless an its fever-bed, dark, nigh des- 
perate, in wastefulness, want, improvidence, and eating care, 
till like Hyperion down the eastern steops, the Poor-Law Com- 
missioners arose, and said, Let there be workhousos, and brew 
of affiction and water of affliction there! It was a simple 
invention; ne all truly great inventions are, Ani see, in any 
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quarter, instantly as the walls of the workhouse arise, mis- 
‘ery and necossity fly away, out of sight,—out of being, as ix ! 
fondly hoped, and dissolve into the inane; industry, frugality, 
fertility, rise of wages, peace on earth and good-will towards 
men do,—in the Poor-Law Commissioners’ Reports, — infal- 
libly, rapidly or not so rapidly, to the joy of all parties, super- 
vene. It was a consummation devoutly to be wished. Wo 
haye looked over these four annual Poor-Law Reports with 
varicty of reflections; with no thought that our Poor-Law 
Commissioners arc the inhuman men their enemies accuse them 
of being; with a feeling of thankfulnoss rather that there do 
exist men of that structure too; with a persuasion deeper and 
deeper that Nature, who makes nothing to no purpose, has nob 
made either them or their Poor-Law Amendment Act in vain. 
We hope to prove that thoy and it were an indispensable 
clement, harsh but salutary, in the progress of things. 

‘That this Poor-Law Amendment Act meanwhile should be, 
a8 we sometimes hear it named, the “chief glory ” of a Reform 
Cabinet, betokens, one would imagine, rather a scarcity of 
glory there. To say to the poor, Ye shall eat the bread of 
affliction and drink tho water of affliction, and be very miser- 
able while here, required not so much a stretch of herole 
faculty in any sense, as due toughness of bowels. If paupers 
arc made miscrable, paupers will needs decline in multitude, 
Tt ig a seerct known to all ratcatohors: atop up the granary- 

q ‘oravices, afflict with continual mewing, alarm, and going off 
of traps, your “chargeable laborers” disappear, and cease from 
the establishment. A atill briefer mothod is that of arsenic; 
perhaps even a mildor, whore otherwise permissible. Rats and_ 
can be abolished; the human fuculty was from of old 

‘to grind them down, slowly or at once, and needed no 
ghost or Reform Ministry to teach it, Furthermore when one 
hears of “all the labor in the country being absorbed into 
employment” by this new system of affliction, when labor 
complaining of want can find no audience, one eannot bat 
pause. That misery and unemployed labor should “disappear” 
in that case is natural enough; should go out of sight, — but 
ont of existence? Whatwe do know fs, that “the rates are 
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diminished,” as they cannot well help being; that no statistic 
tables as yet report much increase of deaths by starvation: 
this we do know, and not very conclusively anything more than 
this. If this be absorption of all the labor of the country, 
then all the labor of the country is absorbed. 

To believe practically that the poor and luckless are bere 
‘only ax a nuisance to be abraded and sbated, and in some per- 
missible manner made away with, and swept out of sight, is 
hot an amiable faith. That the arrangements of good and ill 
succoss in this perplexed scramble of a world, which a blind 
goddess was always thought to preside over, are in fact the 
work of a seeing goddess or god, and require only not to be 
moddled with: what stretch of heroic faculty or inspiration of 
genius was needed to teach one that? ‘To button your pockets 
and stand still, is no complex recipe. Latsses faire, laisses 
passer! Whatever goo on, ought it not to goon; “the widow 
picking nottles for her children’s dinnor; and the perfumed 
seigneur delicately lounging in the (Eil-du-Bamf, who has an 
alchemy whercby he will extract from her the third nettle, 
‘and name it rent and law? What is written and enaoted, 
has if not black-on-white to show for itself? Justice is justion ; 
‘but all attorney’s parchment is of the nature of Targum or 
sacred-parchment. In brief, ours is a world requiring only to 
be well Jet alone, Scramble along, thou Insane scramble of 
a world, with thy pope's tiaras, king's mantles and beggar’s 
gubardines, chivalry-ribbons and plebeian gallows-ropes, where 
a Paul shall die on the gibbet and a Nero sit fiddling as im- 
perinl Cwesar; thow art all right, and shalt scramble even 50 ; 
and whoever in the press is trodden down, has only to lic 
there and be trampled broad :— Such at bottom seome to be the 
chief social principte, if principle it have, which the Poor-Law 
Amendment Act has the merit of courageously asserting, in 
opposition to many things. A chief social principle which 
this prosent writer, for one, will by no manner of means be- 
Vieve fn, int pronounce at all fit times to be false, heretical 
and damnable, if ever sught was! 

And yet, as we said, Nature makes nothing in vain; not 
even a PoorLaw Amendment Act. For withal we are far 
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from joining in the outery raised against these poor Poor-Law 
Commissioners, as if they were tigers in men's shape; as if 
their Amendment Act were a mere monstrosity and horror, 
deserving instant abrogation. They are not tigers; they are 
men filled with an idea of a theory: their Amendment Act, 
heretical and damuaable as a whole truth, is orthodox and taud- 
able as a Aqlftruth; and was impuratively required to be put 
in practice. ‘To create men filled with a theory, that rofusal 
of outdoor relief was the one thing needful: Natare had no 
roadier way of getting outdoor relief refused. In fact, if we 
look at tho old Poor-Law, in its assortion of the opposite social 
principle, that Fortune's awards are not those of Justice, we 
shall find it to have kecome still more unsupportable, demand- 
ing, if England was not destined for speedy anarchy, to be 
done away with. 

Any law, however well meant asa law, whieh has become a 
bounty on unthrift, idleness, bastardy and beerdrinking, must 
be put an end ta. In all ways it needs, especially in these 
times, to be proclaimed aloud that for the idle man there is 
no placa in this England of ours, He that will nat work, and 
save according to his means, let him go else-whither; let him 
Know that for dim the Law has made no soft provizion, but a 
hard and stern one; that by the Law of Natura, which the 
Taw of England would vainly contend against in the long-run, 
he is doomed either to quit these habits, or miserably be ex- 
traded from this arth, which is made on principles different 
from these. He that will not work according to ea 
let him perish according to his necessity | there is no law juster 
tential to Heaven one Salt preach a 
the hearts of all sons and daughters of Adam, for it is. 2 law 
applicable to all; and bring it to bear, with practical obligation 
strict as the Poor-Law Bastille, on all! We had then, in good 
troth, @ “perfeet constitution of society;" and “God's fair 
Earth and Task-ganten, where whosoever is not working must 
be begging or stealing,” were then actually what always, 
through so many changes and struggles, it is endeavoring to 
* bevome. 

That this law of “No work no recompense” should firat of 
Vol. 16S 
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all be enforced op the manwa? worker, and brought stringently 
home to him and his numerous class, while so many other 
clases and persons still go loose from it, was natural to the 
case, Let it be enforced there, and rigidly made good. Tt 
behooves to bo enforced everywhere, and rigidly made good; — 
alas, not by such simple methods as “refusal of outdoor re- 
ef," but by far other and costlier ones ; which too, however, 
@ bountiful Providerice is not unfurnished with, nor, in these 
latter generations (if we will understand their convulsions and 
confusions), sparing to apply. Work is the mission of man 
in this Earth. A day is ever struggling forward, a day will 
arrive in some approximate degree, when he who has no work 
to do, by whatever mame he may be namod, will not find it 
good to show himself in our quarter of the-Solar System; but 
may go and look out elsewhere, If there be any Jd’ Planet 
discoverable ?— Let the honest working man rejoice that such 
law, the first of Nature, has been mado good on him; and hope 
that, by and by, all else will be made good. It is the begin 
ning of all. We define the harsh New PoorLaw to de withal 
a“ protection of the thrifty laborer against tho thriftless and 
dissolute ;" a thing inexpressibly important ; a Aalfresult, 
detestable, if you will, when looked upon as the whole result, 
yet withow which the whole result is forever unattainable, 
Let wastefulness, idleness, drunkenness, improvidence take the 
fate which God has appointed thom ; that their opposites may 
also have a chanes for their fate. Let the Poor-Law Adminis- 
trators be considered as useful laborers whom Nature has fur 
nished with a whole theory of the universe, that they might 
accomplish an indispensable fractional practice there, and 
prosper in it in spite of much contradiction. 

Wo will praise the New Poor-Law, farther, as the probable 
preliminary of some general charge to be taken of the lowest 
classes by the higher, Any general charge whatsoever, rather 
than a conflict of charges, varying from parish to parish; the 
emblem of darkness, of unreaiiable confusion, Supervisal by 
the central government, in what spirit scever oxocuted, ix , 
supervisal from a centre. By degrees the object will become 
clearer, as it is at once made thereby universally conspicuous 
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By degrees true vision of it will become attainable, will ‘be 
‘universally attained ; whatscever order regarding it is just and 
wise, as grounded on the truth of it, will then be capable of 
‘being taken. Let us weleomo the New Poor-Law as the harsh 
beginning of much, the harsh ending of mach! Most harsh 
‘and barren lies the now ploughers’ failow-ficld, the erade sub- 
soil all turned up, which never saw the sun; which as yet 
grows no herb; which bas “outdbor relief” for no one. Yet 
patience ; innumerable weeds and corruptions tle safely turned. 
down and extinguished under it; this same crude subsoil is 
the first step of all true husbandry; by Heaven’s blessing and 
the skyey influences, fraits that are good and blessed will yet 
come of it. 

For, in truth, the claim of the poor laborer is something 
quite other than that “Statute of the Forty-third of Elizabeth” 
will ever fulfil for him. Not to be supported, by roundsmen 
systems, by never so liberal parish doles, or lodged in free and 
easy workhouses when distress overtukes him; not for this, 
however in words he may clamor for its not for this, but but for 

ng far different does the beart of him struggle. Jt is 
“for justice” that he straggles; for “just wages,” — not in 
money alone! An evertoiling inferior, he would fain (though 
as yet he knows it not) find for himself a superior that should 
lovingly and wisely govern : is not that too the “ just wages” 
of his service done? It is for a manlike place and relation, 
in this world where he sees himself aman, that be struggles, 
At bottom, may we not say, it is even for this, That guidanos 
and government, which he cannot give himself, which in our so 
complex world he can no longer do without, might be afforded 
him? The thing he struggles for is one which no Forty-third 
of Elizabeth is in any condition to furnish him, to pat him 
on the read towards getting, Let him quit the Forty-thind of 
Elizabeth altogether; and rejoice that the Poor-Law Amend- 
ment Act has,cven by harsh methods and against his own 
will, forced him away from it. That was a broken teed to 
Jean on, if there ever was ons; and did but ron into his lamed 
righthand. Let him cast it far from him, that broken reod, 
and look to quite the opposite point of the heavens for balp. 
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His unlamed right-hand, with the cunning industry that lies 
in it, is not this defined to be “the sveptre of our Planet” ? 
He that can work is a born king of something; is in com- 
snunion with Nature, is master of a thing or things, is a priest 
and king of Nature so far. He that can work at nothing is 
but a usurping king, be his trappings what they may; he is 
‘the born slave of all things. Let aman honor his craftman- 
ship, his camdo; and know that his rights of man have no 
concern at all with the Forty-third of Elizaboth. 


CHAPTER Fv. 
FINEST PEASANTRY OW THE WORLD. 


‘Tur New Poor-Law is an announcement, sufficiently distinct 
that whosoever will not work ought not to live. Can the poor 
man that is willing to work, always find work, and live by his 
work ? Statistic Inquiry, as we saw, has no answer to give, 
Legislation presupposes the answer—to be in the affirmative, 
A large postulate ;"which should have been made 4 proposi- 
tion of ; which should have boon demonstrated, made indubi- 
table to all persons! A man willing to work, and unable to 
find work, is perhaps the saddest sight that Fortune’s inequal- 
ity exhibits under this sun. Burns expresses foclingly what 
thoughts it gave him: a poor man seeking work ; seeking leave 
to toil that he might be fed and sheltered! That ha might but 
be pat on a level with the four-footed workers of the Planet 
which is his! There is not a horse willing to work but can 
get food and shelter in reqnital; a thing this two-footed 
worker has to seck for, to solicit occasionally in vain. He is 
nobody's two-footed worker; he is nob even anybody's slave. 
And yet he is 3 two-footed workor; it is ourrently reported 
there is an immortal soul in him, sent down out of Heaven 
into the Earth; and one beholds him seeking for this! — Nay 
what will a wise Legislatare say, if it turn out that he oxnaot 


/ 


find it; that the answer to their postalate proposition is. not 
aflirmative bat negative ? 

“There is one fact which Statistic Science has communicated, 
and a most astonishing on; the inference from which is preg- 
nant a8 to this maiter. Ireland has near seven millions of 
working people, the third unit of whom, it appears by Statistic 
Seionoe, has not for thirty wooks each year as many third-rate 
potatoes as will suffice him. Tt is n fact perhaps the most 
eloquent that was ever written down in any language, at any 
date of tho world’s history. Was change and reformation 
needed in Ireland ? Has Ireland been governed and guided in 
a “wise and loving” manner?) A government and guidance 
of white European men which has issued in perennial hunger 
of potatoes to the third man extant,— ought todrop a veil over 
its face, and walk ont of court under conduct of proper offl- 
cers; saying no word; expecting now of a surety sentence 
vither to change or die. All men, we must repeat, were made 
by God, and have immortal souls in them. The Sanspotato 
ts of the self-sume staff as the superfinest Lord Lieutenant. 
Not an individaal Sanspotato human scarecrow but led 9 
Life given him out of Heaven, with Eternities depending on 
it; foronce and no second time. With Immensities in him, 
over him and round him; with feelings which a Shakspeare's 
specch would nob utter; with desires illimitable as the Auto 
crat’s of all the Russias! Him various thrice-honored por- 
sons, things and institutions have long been teaching, hie 
been guiding, governing: and it is to pérpetual scarcity of 
third-rate potatons, anid té what depends thereon, that he has 
bocn tanght and guided. Figuro thyself, O high-mindod, 
clear-beaded, clean-burnished euler, elapt by enchantment 
into the torn eoat and wasts hungerlair of that same root- 
dovouring brother man !— 

Social anomalice are things to be defended, things to be 
Amended; and in all places and things, short of the Pit it- 
self, there is some admixture of worth and good. Room for 
extenuation, for pity, for pationce! And yet when the gon- 
eril result has come to the length of perennial starvation, 
argument, extenuating logic, pity and patience on that sub- 
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ject may be considered as drawing to a close. Tt may bs 
considered that such arrangement of things will have to ter- 
minate, That it has al] just mon for its natural enomite. 
‘That all just men, of what outward color soever in Politics 
or otherwise, will say: ‘This cannot lust, Heaven disowns it, 
Earth is against ib; Ireland will be burnt into a black unpeo- 
plod field of ashes rather than this should last, —The woes 
of Treland, or “justice to Ireland,” is not the ehapter we have 
to write at present. It is a deep matter, an abysmal one, 
which no plummet of ours will sound. For the oppression has 
gone far farther than into the economics of Ireland; inwards 
to her very heart and soul. The Trish National character is 
degraded, disordered ; till this recover itself, nothing is yet 
recovered, Immethodie, headlong, violent, mendactous: what 
can you make of the wretched Irishman? “A finer people 
never lived,” as the. Irish lady said to us; “only they have 
two faults, they do generally lie and steal: barring these"—! 
A people that knows not to speak the truth, and to act the 
truth, such people has departed from even the possibility of 
well-being. Such people works no longer on Nature and Real- 
ity; works now on Phantasm, Simulation, Nonontity; the 
yesult it arrives at’ is naturally “not a thing but no-thing, = 
defect even of potatoes. Scarcity, futility, confusion, distran~ 
tion must be perennial there. Such a people circulates not 
order but disorder, through every vein of it;—and the cure, 
if itis to bea cure, must begin at the heart: not in his eon- 
dition only but in himself must the Patient be all changed. 
Poor Ireland! And yet let no trad Irishman, who belioves 
and sees all this, despair by reason of it. Cannot he too do 
something to withstand the unproductive falsehood, there as 
it lies acoursed around him, and change it into truth, whicli is 
fruitful and blessed? Every mortal can and shall himself be 
atroe man: it is great thing, and the parent of great things ; 
—as from a single acorn the whole carth might in the end 
be peopled with oaks! Every mortal can do somothing: this 
Jet him faithfully do, and leave with assured heart the iamne 
toa Higher Power! 

We English pay, even: now, the bitter smart of long contu 
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ries of injustice to our neighbor Island, Injustice, doubt it 
not, abounds; or Ireland would not be miserable, The Earth 
is good, bountifully sends food and increase; if man’s unwis- 
dom did not intervene and forbid. It was an evil day when 
Strigul first moddlod with that poople, He could not extirpato 
them: could. they but have agreed together, and extirpated him! 
Violeat men there haye been, and merciful; unjust rulers, and 
just; conflicting im a great eloment of violence, these five wild 
centaries now; and the violent and unjust have carried it, and 
we are come to this. England is guilty towards Ireland ; and 
reaps at last, in full measure, the fruit of fifteen, geoerntions 
of wrongdoing. 

But the thing we had to atate here was our inference from. 
that mournful fact of the third Sanspotato,—coupled with 
this other well-known fact that the Irish speak a partially 
intelligible dialect of English, and their fare across by stegm 
is fourpence sterling! Crowds of miserable Irish darken all 
our towns. The wild Milesian features, looking false ingenu- 
ity, restlessness, unroason, misery and mockory, salute you on 
all highways and byways. The English conchman, as be whirls 
past, lashes the Milesian with his whip, curses him with his 
tongue; the Milesian is holding out his hat to beg. He is the 
sorest evil this country has to strive with, In his rags and 
langhing savagery, ho is there to undertake all work that ean 
be done by mere strength of hand and back; for wages thab 
will purchase him potatoes. He neods, only salt for, condi- 
ment; he lodgea to his mind in any pig-hutch or dog-hutch, 
roosts in outhouses; and wears a suit of tatters, the getting 
off and on of which is said to be a difficult operation, trans- 
acted only in festivals and the high-tides of the calendar. 
The Saxon man if he cannot work on these terms, finds no 
work. He too may be ignorant; but he has not sunk from 
cent manhood to squalid apehood : he cannot continue there. 
American forests lie untilled across the ocean; the uncivilized 
Irishman, not by his strength, but by the opposite of strength, 
drives out the Saxon native, takes possession in hig room. 
‘There abides he, in his squalor and unrason, in his falsity and 
drunken violence, as the ready-made nucleus of degradation 





be 
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and disorder, Whosoever struggles, swimming with aifMeatty, 


‘many now find an example how the human being can exist not 
swimming bet sunk. Let him sink; he is not the worst of 
‘men; not worse than this man. We have quarantines against 
pestilence ; but there is no pestilence like that; and against 
it what quarantine is possible? It is lamentable to look upon. 
‘This soil of Britain, those Saxon men have cleared it, made it 
aruble, fertile and 2 home for them; they and their fathers 
have done that. Onder the sky there exists no force of men 
who with arms in their hands could drive them out of its all 
force of men with arms these Saxons would seize, in their grim 
way, and fling (Heaven's justice and their ow Saxon humor 
‘siding them) swiftly into the sea. But behold, a force of anen 
armed only with rags, ignorance and nakedness; and the 
Saxon owners, paralyzed by invisible magic of papor formal, 
have to fly far, and hide themselves in transatlantic forests. 
“Irish al"? “Would to God,” as Dutch William said, 
“you were King of Ireland, and conld take yourself and it 
‘three thonzand miles off," — there to repeal itt 

And yet these poor Celtiberian Irish brothers, what 
they help it? They cannot stay at home, and starve. It is 
jest and natural that they come hither as a curse toma Alas, 
for them too it is not a luxury. It is not a straight or joy- 
‘ful way of avenging their sore wrongs this; but'a most sad 
cirenitous one. Yet o way it is, and an offectual way. The 
time has come wlien the Trish population must either be tmn- 
proved a little, or else exterminated. Plausible management, 
adapted to this hollow outery or to that, will no longer do; 
it most be management grounded on sincerity and fact, to 
which the truth of things will mspond — by an actual begin- 
ning of improvement to these wretched brothermen. Ino 
state of perennial ultra-savage famine, in the midst of civil. 
zation, they cannot continue. For that the Saxon British 
will ever submit to sink along with them to such a state, we 
assume as imposeitle. here is in theso latter, thank God, 
an ingenuity which fs not false; n methodic spirit, of insight, 
of perseverant welldoing; a rationality and veracity which 
Nature with her trith does not disown ;—‘withal there is 9 
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“ Berserkir rage” in the heart of them, which will profor all 
things, including destruction and self-destruction, to that. Let 
no man awaken it, this same Berserkir mgo! Deep-hidden 
it lies, far down in the centre, like genial eentral-ire, with 
stratum after stratum of arrangement, traditionary method, 
composed productivencss, all built above it, vivified aud ren- 
dered fertile by it: justice, clearness, silenco, poracvorance, 
unhasting unresting diligence, hatred of disorder, hatred of 
injustice, which is the worst disorder, characterize this people ; 
their inward fire we say, as all such fire should be, is hidden 
at the centre. Deep-hidden; but awakenable, but immeasur- 
able;—let no man awaken it! ee ee 
have the nojsy vehement Irish now at gob common 
cause made, now for tho.first time, in such strange 
cirouitous way, does find itself embarked in the same boat 
with England, to sail together, or to sink together; the 
wretchedness of Ireland, slowly but inevitably, bas crept over 
to us, and become our own wrotchedness, ‘Tho Irish popula. 
tion must get itself redressed and saved, for tho sako of the 
English if for nothing else. Alas, that it should, an both 
sides, be poor toiling men that psy the smart for unruly 
Striguls, Honrys, Macdermots, and O'Donoghues! ‘The strong 
have eatan sour grapes, and the teeth of tho weak are set on 
edge. “Curses,” says the Proverb, “are like chickens, they 
return always ome.” 

But now, on the whole, it seems to us, English Statistic 
Selenca, with floods of the finest peasantry in the world 
streaming in on us daily, may fold up her Danaides reticula- 
tions on this matter of the Working Clasees; and conclude, 
what every man who will take the statistic spectacles off his 
nose, and lock, may discern in town or country: That. the 
condition of the lower maltitude of English laborers approxi- 
mates more and more to that of the Irish competing with 
them in all markets; that whatsoever labor, to which mere 
strength with little will suffice, is to be done, will be 
done not at the English price, but at an approximation to 
the Trish price: at a price superior as yet to the Irish, that 
ds, superior to scarcity of third-rate potatoes for thirty weeks 
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yearly; saperior, yet hourly, with the arrival of every new 
steamboat, sinking uearer to an equality with that. Half 
a million handloom weavers, working fifteen hours a day, in 
perpetual inability to procure thereby enough of the coarsest 
food; English farmlaborers at nine shillings and at seven 
shillings a week; Scotch farm-laborers who, “in districts the 
half of whose Kusbandry is that of cows, taste no milk, ean 
procure no milk:” all these things are credible to us; several 
of them are known to us by the best evidence, by eyesight. 
‘With all this it is consistent that the wages of “skilled labor,” 
a8 it is called, should in many cases be higher than they over 
were: the giant Steam-engino in a giant English Nation will 
‘bere create violent demand for labor, and will there annihilate 
demand. But, alas, the great portion of labor is not skilled: 
the millions are and must be skilless, where strength alone 
is wanted; ploughors, dolvers, borera; howers of wood anfl 
drawers of water; menials of the Steam-engine, only the cfitey 
monials and immediate tfyservants of which require skill 
English Commerce stretches its fibres over the whole earth; 
sensitive literally, nay quivering in convulelon, to the farthest 
influences of the earth. ‘The huge demon of Mechanism smokes 
and thunders, panting at his great task, in all sections of 
English land; changing his shape lke a very Protews; and 
fafalliBly; at every change of ships; ofersttting “whale zatlkl: 
tudes of workmen, and as if with the waving of his shadow 
from afar, hurling them asunder, this way and that, in their 
crowded march and courss of work or traffic; so that the 
wisest no Ionger knows his whereabdut. With an Ireland 
pouring daily in on us, in ‘these circumastaners; delugiag ua 
down to its own waste confusion, outward and inward, It 
seems acruel mockery to tell poor dradges that their comli- 
tion is improving. 

Rew PoorLaw! Laisses faire, laisecs poster! ‘Tho! waster 
of horses, when the summer lator is done, has to feed his 
horses through the winter, If he said to bis horses: “Qnad- 
rapeds, I kaye no longer work for you; but work existe 
tiundantly over the world: are you ignorant (or must T read 
you Political-Eoonomy Lectures) that the Steam-engite always 





cartage is wanted; somewhere in Europe, Asis, Africa or 
America, doubt it not, ye will find cartage: go and seek eart- 
age, aud good go with yout” They, with protrusive upper 
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of it! The bestpaid workmen are they along that oan so 
complain! How shall he, the handloom weaver, who in the 
day that is passing over him has to find food for the day, 
strike work? If ho strike work, ho starves within the week. 
‘He is past complaint !—Tho fact itself; however, is one which, 
if we consider it, leads us into still deoper regions of the 
malady. Wages, it would appear, are no index of well-being 
to the working man: without proper wages there can be no 
well-being ; but with thom also there may be none. Wages of 
working men differ greatly in difforont quarters of this conn- 
try; according to the researches or the guess of Mr. Symmons, 
an intelligent humane inquirer, they vary in the ratio of mot 
less than three to one. Cotton-spinnera, as we learn, are 
genorally well paid, while employed; their wages, one week 
with another, wives and children all working, amount to sums 
which, if well ‘aid out, were fully adequate to comfortable 
living. And yet, alas, there seoms little question that com 
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fort or reasonable well-being is aa much a stranger in these 
households as in any. At the cold hearth of the ever-toiling 
ever-hungoring weaver, dwells nt least some equability, fixa- 
tion as if in perennial ice: hope never comes; but also ir 
regular impatience is absent. Of outward things these other 
have or might have enough, but of all inward things there 
ig the fatalost lack. Economy doos not exist among them; 
their trade now in plethoric prosperity, anon extonmated into 
inanition and “short-time,” is of the nature of gambling; 
thoy live by it like gamblers, now in luxurious superttuity, 
‘now in starvation, Black mutinous discontent devours them; 
simply the miserablest: feeling that can inhabit the heart of 
aman. English Commerce with its world-wide convulsive fuc- 
‘tuations, with ita immeasurable Proteus Steam-demon, makes 
all paths uncertain for them, all life a bewilderment; sobriety, 
steadfastness, peaceable continuance, the first Wlessings of 
‘man, aro not theirs. 

It is in Glasgow among that class of operatives that 
“Nomber 60," in his dark room, pays down the price of tdood. 
Be it with reason or with unreason, too surely they do in 
verity find the time all ont of joint; this world for thom no 
home, but a dingy prisomhouse, of reckless unthrift, rebel- 
lion, rancor, indignation against themselves and against all 
men. Is it a greon flowery world, with-azuro everlasting 
sky stretched over it, the work and government of a God; or 
a murky-simmering Tophet, of copperasfumes, cotton-fuzz, 
gin-riot, wrath and toil, created by a Demon, governed by 2 
Demon? The sum of their wretehodness merited and an- 
merited welters, huge, dark and balefal, like a Dantean Hell 
visible there in the statistics of Gin: Gin justly named the 
most suthentic incarnation of the Tnfernal Principle in our 
times, too indisputable an incarnation; Gin the black throat 
into which wretchedness of every sort, consummating itself 
by calling on delirium to help it, whirls down; abdication of 
the power to think or resolve, as too painful now, on the part 
of men whose lot of all others would requir> thought and 
resolution; liquid Madness sold at tenpenee the quartern, all 
the products of which are and most be, like its origin, mad, 
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miserable, ruinows, anil that only! If from this binck ‘an- 
ominous unheeled Aiferno, and Prison-hoase of souls in pain, 
‘there do flash up from time to tims, some distmal widsepread 
glare of Chartism or the like, notable to all, claiming remedy 
from all) —are we'to regard it as more baleful than the quiet 
state, or rather as not so baleful? Ireland is in chronic 
atrophy these five céntaries; the disease of nobler England, 
‘identified now with that of Ireland, becomes acute, has crises, 
and will be cured or kill 


CHAPTER VY. 
RIGHTS AND MIGHTS, 


Trin not what o man outwardly has or wants that eonstl 
tutes the huppinces or misery of him. Nakedness, hunger, 
distress of all kinds, death itself have been ebeerfully suf- 
fered, when the heart was right Tt ix the feeling Of injustice 
‘that is insupportable to all men. The brutalest: black African 
cannot boar that he should be used unjustly. No man cin 
bear it, or ought to bear it A deeper Inw than any pareh- 
ment-law whatsoever, a law written direct by the hand of God 
in the inmcet being of man, incessantly protests agninst it, 
‘What is injustion ? Another name for dirorder, for unveraeity, 
unreality ja thing which veracious created Nature, even because 
it is not Chaos and « waste-whirling Laseless Phantasm, rejects 
and disowns. It is not the outward pain of injustice; that, 
wore it evon the fiaying of the back with knotted seourges, the 
severing of the heud with guillotines, is comparatively = small 
matter, ‘The real smart is the soul's pain and stigma, the 
hurt inflicted on the moral self, ‘The radest clown must draw 
himsolf up into nttitude of battle, and resistance to the death, 
if such be offered him. He cannot live under it; his own 
soul aloud, and all the Universe with silent continual beckon- 
‘ings, says, Itcannot be. He must revenge himself; renancher 
himself, make himself good again,—that so mewn may be 
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mine, fumm thine, and each party standing clear on bis own 
basis, order bo restored. There is something infini 

table in this, and we may say universally respected; it is the 
common stamp of manhood vindicating itself in all of ws, the 
basis of whatever is worthy in all of us, and through super 
ficial diversities, the same in all, 

‘As disorder, insane by the nature of it, is tho hatefulest 
of things to man, who lives by sanity and order, so injustice 
is the worst evil, some call it the only evil, in this world. 
All men submit to toil, to disappointment, to unhappiness ; 
it is their lot here; but in all hearts, inextinguishable by 
sceptic logic, by sorrow, perversion or despair itself, there is 
a small still voice intimating that it is not the final lot; that 
wild, waste, incoheront as it looks, a God presides over it; 
that it is not an injustice but a justice. Force itself, the 
hopelessness of resistance, has doubtless a composing effect ; 
—against inanimate Simooms, and much other infliction of 
the like sort, we have found it suffice to produce complete 
composure. Yet, one would say, a permanent Injustice even 
from an Infinite Power would provo unendurable by men. 
Tf mon had lost belief in a God, their only resource against a 
blind No-God, of Necessity and Mechanism, that held them 
like a hideous World Steam-ongine, like » hideows Phalaris’ 
Bull, imprisoned in its own iron belly, would be, with or 
without hope,— revolt, They could, as Novalis says, by a 
“simultaneous universal act of suicide,” depart out of the 
World Steamengine; and end, if not in vietory, yet in invite 
cibility, and unsubduable orotest that auch World Steam-engine 
‘was a failure and a stupinisy. 

Conquest, indeed, is a fact often witnessed; conquest, which 
seems more wrong and force, everywhere asserts itsell os 9. 
right among men. Yet if we examine, we shall find that, in 
this world, no conquest could ever become permanent, which 
did not withal show itself beneficial to the conquered as well 
a8 to conquerors. Mithridates King of Pontus, come now 
to extremity, “appealed to the patriotism of his peoples” 
but, says tho history, “he bad nqueceed them, and fleeced 
and plundered them for long years; his requisitions, flying 
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frregular, devastative, like the whirlwind, were less supportable 
than Roman strictness and method, regular though never so 
rigorous; ho therefore appealed to their patriotism in vain. 
The Romans conquered Mithridates. The Romans, having 
conquered the world, held it conquered, becuse “they could 
best govern the world; the mass of men found it nowise press- 
ing torevolt; their fancy might be afflicted more or lees, but 
in their solid interests they were better off than before, 

So too in this England loug ago, the old Saxon Nobles, 
disnnited among themselves, and in power too nearly equal, 
could not have governed the country well; Hareki being 
alain, their last chance of governing it, except in anarchy and 
civil war, was over: a new class of strong Norman Nobles, 
entering with a strong man, with a succession of strong mon 
at the head of them, and not disunited, but united by many 
ties, by their-very community of language and interest, hail 
there been no other, were in a condition to govern it; and did 
govern it, we can believe, in some rather tolerable manner, or 
they would not have continued there, They acted, little oon- 
scious of such function’ on their part, as an immense volunteer 
Polics Force, stationed’ everywhere, united, disciplined, feu 
dally regimented, ready for action; strong Tentonio mony 
who, on the whole, proved effective men, and drilled this wild 
Teutonic people into unity and peaceable co-operation better 
than others could have done! How eamdo, if we will well 
interpret it, unites fteelf with shatido among mortals; how 
strength acts ever as the rightrm of jostice ; how might and 
right, so frightfully discrepant at first, are ever in the long- 
run one and the same,—is a cheering consideration, which 
always in the black tempestuous vortices of this world’s his- 
tory, will shine out dn us, like an everlasting polar star. 

OF conquest wo may say that it never yet wont by brute 
force and compulsion; conquest of that kind does not endure. 
Condynest, along with power of compulsion, an essential univer- 
sally in Luman society, must bring benefit along with if, or 
mon, of the ordinary strength of men, will fling it out ‘The 
strong man, what is he if we will consider? The wise man; 
the man with the gift of method, of faithfulness wid valor, all 
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of which are of the basis of wisdom; who has insight into 
what is what, into what will follow out of what, tho eye to seo 
and the hand to do; whois sit to administer, to direct, and 
guidingly command: he is the strong man. His muscles and 
bones are ao stropger than ours; but his soul is stronger, his 
soul is wiser, clearcr,—is better and nobler, for that is, has 
been and ever will be the root of all clearness worthy of such 
a name. Beautiful it is, and a gleam from the same eternal 
polestar visible amid the destinies of men, that all talent, all 
intellect is in the first place moral; — what a world wore this 
otherwise! But it is the heart alwaya that sees, before the 
head can see: lotus know that; and know therefore that the 
Good alone is deathless ond victorious, that Hope is sure and 
steadfast, in al] phases of this “Place of Hope.” — Shiftiness, 

guirk, attorney-cunning is a kind of thing that fancies itself, 
Soa cates anole bbe alan but it is luckily mistaken 
in that. Sucoved truly it does, what is called succeeding; and 
even must in genoral succeed, if the dispensers of success be 
of due stupidity: mon of due stupidity will needs say to it, 
“Thou art wisdom, rule thou!” Whereupon it rules. But 
Nature answers, “No, this ruling of thine is not according to 
my laws; thy wisdom wax not wise enough! Dost: thou take 
me too for a Quackery? For a Conventionality and Attor- 
noyiam? ‘Thig chaff that thou sowest into my bovom, though 
it pass at the poll-booth and elsewhere for seedcorn, I will 
not grow wheat out of it, for it is chaff!" 

But to return, Injustice, infidelity to truth and fact and 
Nature's ordex, being properly tho one evil under the sun, and 
the feeling of injustice the one intolerable pain under the sun, 
our grand question as to the condition of these working men 
would be: Is it just? And first of all, What bolief havo they 
themselves formed abont the justice of it? The words they 
promulgate are notable by way of answer; their actions are 
still more notable. Chartism with its pikes, Swing with his 
tinder-box, speak a most Joud though inartionlate language, 
Glasgow Thuggery speaks alond too, in « language we may 
well call infernal. What kind of “wild justice" must it be 
in tho hearts of these men that prompts them, with cold 
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deliberation, in conclave assembled, to doom their brother work- 
‘man, as the deserter of his order and his order's cause, to dic 
a8 a traitor and deserter; and have him executed, sinee not by 
any public judge and hangman, then by a private one ;—like 
your old Chivalry Femgeriché, and Secrct-Tribunal, suddenly 
in this strange guise become’new; suddenly rising once more 
of the astonished eye, dressed mows nob in tmailshirts but in 
fustian jackets, meeting nob in We ian foreats but in the 
paved Gallowgate of Glasgow! Not loving oboitiened to 
those placed over thom, but» far other temper, must animate 
these ment It is frightful enough. Such temper mast be 
wide-spread, virulent among the many, when even in its worst 
‘acme it can take such a form in a few. But indeed decay of 


loyalty in all senses, disobedience, decay of ww faith, / 


‘has long béen noticeable and lamentable in this 
as in other smaller ones. Revolt, sullen revengefal hamor of 
revolt against the upper classes, decreasing respect for what 
their temporal superiors command, decreasing faith for what 
their spiritual superior teach, is more and more the universal 
spirit of the lower ¢lasses, Such spirit may be blamed, may 
be vindicated ; but all men must recognize it as extant there, 
all may know that it is mournful, that unless altered) it will 
‘be fatal. Of lower classes so related to upper, happy nations 
are not made! To whatever other griefs the lower classes 
labor under, this bitterest and sorest grief now superadds 
itself: the unendaruble conviction that thoy are unfairly dealt 
with, that their lot in this world is not founded on right, not 
even on necessity and might, and is neither what it should be, 
nor what it shall be, 

Or why do we ask of Chartism, Glasgow Trades-unions, and 
euch like? Has not broad Burops heard the question pat, and 
answered, on the great seale; has not a Faxxce Reverorion 
been? Since the ycar 1784, there is now half a century eom- 
plete ; aid a French Revolution not yet complete! Whoso- 
ever will look at that enormous Phenomenon may find many 
meanings in it, but this meaning as the ground of all; That it 
‘was a revolt of the oppressed lower classes against the oppress- 
‘ing or neglecting upper classes: not a Frenel revolt only; no, 
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a European one; full of stern monition to all countries of 
Europe. These Chartisma, Radicalisms, Reform Bill, Tithe 
Bill, and infinite other diwrepancy, and acrid argument and 
Jargon that there is yet to be, are our French Revolution: 
God grant that we, with our better methods, may be able to 


* transact it by argument alone! 


~ ‘The French Revolution, now that we have sufficiently exe- 
erated its horrors and crimes, is found to bave had withal a 
great meaning in it, As indeed, what great thing ever hap- 
pened in this world, a world understood always to be maile 
and governed by a Providence and Wisdom, not by an Unwis- 
dom, without meaning somewhat? It was a tolorably audible 
voice of proclamation, and universal eyes / to all people, this 
of three-ani-twenty years’ close fighting, sieging, conflagrat- 
ing, with a million or two of men shot dead: the world ought 
to know by this time that it was verily meant in earnest, that 
game Phenomenon, and had its own reasons for appearing 
there! Which accordingly the world begins now to do. The 
French Revolution is seen, or begins everywhere to be seen, 
“as the crowning phenomenon of our Modern ‘Timo;” “the 
inevitable stern end of much; the fearful, but also wonderful, 
indispensable and sternly beneficent beginning of much” He 
who would understand the struggling convulsive unrest of 
European society, in any and every country, at this day, may 
read it in broad glaring lines there, in that the most convulsive 
Phenomenon of the last thousand years. Europe lay pining, 
obstracted, moribund; quack-ridden, hag-ridden, —is there a 
hag, or spectre of the Pit, so baleful, hideons as your ancredited 
quack, were he never so close-shaven, mild.spoken, plausible 
to himoclf and others? Quack-ridden: in that one word lies 
all misery whatsoever, Speciosity in all departments usurps 
the place of reality, thrusts reality away; instead of perform- 
ance, there is appearance of performance. The quack is a 
Walsohood Incarnate; and speaks, and makes and does mars 
falsehoods, which Nature with her veracity has to disown. 
As chief priest, as chief governor, he stands there, intrasted 
with much. The husbandman of “Time's Secdficld;” he is 
the world’s hired sower, hired and solemnly appointed to sow 
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Ue kind true earth with wheat this year, that next year all 
men inay have bread. Ho, misorable mortal, deceiving and 
salf-deceiving, sows it, a8 we said, not with corn but with 
chaff; the world nothing doubting, harrows it in, pays him 
his wages, dismisses him with blessing, and — next year there 
has no corn sprung, Nature bas disowned the chaff, doclined 
growing chaff, and behold now there is no bread! It becomes 
necessary, in such case, to do several things; not soft things 
some of them, but hard. 

Nay we will add that tho very circumstance of quacks in 
unusual quantity getting dominution, indicates that the heart 
of the world is already wrong. The impostor is false; but 
neither are his dupes altogether true: is not his first grand 
dupe the falsest of all,—himself namely? Sincere men, of 
never #0 limited intellect, have an instinct for diseriminating 
sincerity. The cunningest Mephistopheles cannot deceive a 
simplo Margaret of honest heart; “it stands written on his 
brow.” Masses of peoplo capable of being led away by quacks 
are themselves of partially untrue spirit. Alas, in such times 
it grows to be the universal belief, sole accredited knowing: 
negg, and the contrary of it accounted puerile enthualasm, this 
sorrowfulest disbelief that there is properly speaking any trath 
in the world; that the world was, has been or ever can bo 
guided, exoopt by simulation, dissimulation, and the sufficiently 
dexterous practice of pretence, The faith of men is dead: in 
what has guineas in its pocket, boof-oaters riding behind it, and 
cannons trundling before it, they can believe; in what has 
none of these things they cannot believe. Sense for the trae 
andl false is lost; there is properly no longer any true or false. 
Tt is the heyday of Imposture; of Semblance recognizing 
itself, and getting iteclf recognized, for Substance. Gaping 
multitudes listen; untiatening multitudes see not but that it 
is all right, and in the order of Nature. Earnest men, ove of 
& million, shat their lips; suppressing thoughts, which there 
are no words to utter. To them it is too visible that spiritual 
life has departed ; that material life, in whatsoever figure of 
it, cannot long remain behind. To them it seems as if our 
Europe of the Eighteenth Centary, long bag-ridden, vexed 
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with fon) enchanters, to the length now of gorgeous Dom- 
daniel Parescuxeerfe anil Peasants living on weal-busks and 
boiled grass," had verily sunk down to die and dissolve; and 
were pow, with its French Philocophisme, Hume 

Diderot Atheisms, maundering in the final deliration; w: 
ing, With fts"Seven-years Silesian robberwars, in the final 
agony. Glory to God, our Enrope was not to die but to live! 
‘Our Europe rose like a fronzied giant; shook all that poison. 
‘ous snagician trampery to right and loft, trampling it storm- 
fully under foot; and declared aloud that there was strength 
‘in him, not for life only, bat for new and infinitely wiier life, 
Anteonslike the giant had struck his foot once more upon 
‘Reality and the Earth; there only, if in this Universe at all, 
lay strength and healing for him. Heaven knows, it was not 
‘A gentle process; no wonder that it was a fearful process, this 
same “Phenix fireconsommation t But the alternative was 
‘it or death; the merciful Heavens, mercifal in their severity, 
sent us it rather. 

And 80 the “rights of man" were to be written down on 
Paper; nnd experimentally wrought upon towards elaboration, 
in huge tattle and wrestle, clement conflicting with element, 
from side to side of this earth, for three-and-twenty years, 
Rights of man, wrongs of man? Tt isa question whieh has 
swallowed whole nations snd generations; a qneation—on 
‘which we will not enter here. Far be it from us! Logie has 
emall business with this question at present; logic has no 
planet that will sound it at any'time, But indeed the rights 
of man, a5 has been not unaptly remarked, are little worth 
ascertaining in comparison to the méghts of man, — to what 
portion of his rights be has any chance of being able to make 
good! The accurate final rights of man He in the far deeps 
of the Ideal, where “the Ideal weds itself to the Possible,” 
as the Philosophers say. ‘The ascertainable temporary rights 
of man vary not a little, aecanling to place and time. ‘They 
are known to depend much on what a man’s convictions of 
them are. The Highland wife, with her husband at the foot 
of the gallows, patted hin on the shoulder (if there be histori. 
cal truth in Joseph’ Miller), and said amid ber tears: “Go up, 
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Donald, my man; the Laird bids ye.” To her it soomod the 
rights of lairds were great, the rights of men small; and she 
acquiesced. Deputy Lapoule, in the Salle des Menus at Ver- 
sailles, on the 4th of August, 1789, demanded (ho did actually 
“domand,” and by unaminous vote obtain) that the “obsolete 
law” authorizing a Seigneur, on his return from the chase or 
other needful fatigue, to slaughter not above two of his ras- 


sals, and refresh his fest in their warm blocd and bowels, * 


should be “abrogated.” From such obsolete law, or mad tra- 
dition and phantasm of an. obsolete law, down to any corn-aw, 
game-law, rotten-borough Jaw, or other law or practice, clam- 
ored of im this time of ours, the distance travelled over is 


great! Ohashi arcmin ae ae 


What are the rights of men? All men are justified in do- 
manding and searching for their rights; moreover, justified 
or not, they will do it: by Chartisms, Radicalinms, French 
Revolutions, or whatsoever methods they have. Rights surely 
are right: on the other hand, this othor aaying is most true, 
“Use overy man according to his rights, and who shall escape 
whipping?” These two things, we say, are both true; and 
both are essential to make up the whole truth. All good men 
know always and feel, each for himself, that the one is not 
Jess trne than the other; and act accordingly. The contradic- 
tion is of the surface only; as in opposite sides of the same 
fact; universal in this duatism of a life wo have. Betwoon 
these two extremes, Society and all human things must fluc 
tuntingly adjust themselres the best they can. 

And yet that there is verily a “rights of man” Jot no mortal 
doubt, An ideal of right does dwell in all men, in all arran, 
ments, pactions and procedurss of men: it ix to this ideal of 
right, more and more developing itself as it is more and more 
approximated to, that human Society forever tends and strag- 
gles. We say also that any given thing either ix unjust or 
else just; however obscure the arguings and strugglings on it 
be, the thing in itself there as it lies, infallibly enough, i the 
one or the other. To which let us add only this, the first, last 
article of faith, the alpha and omegaof all faith among men, 
‘That nothing whish is unjust can hope to continue in this 
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world. A faith trac in all times, moro or less forgotten in 
moat, but altogether frightfully brought to remembrance again 
in onrst Lyons fusilladings, Nantes noyadings, reigns of ter- 
ror, and snch other universal bettle-thunder and explosion; 
these, if we will understand them, were but a new irrefragable 
Preaching abroad of that. It would appear that Speciosities 
which are not Resilitiee cannot any longer inhabit this world, 
It would appear that the unjust thing has no friend in the 
Heaven, and a majority against it on the Rarth; may that 
it has at bottom all men for its onemics; that it may take 
shelter in this fallacy and then in that, but will be hunted 
from fallacy to fallacy till it find no Fallacy to shelter in any 
more, but must march and go else-whither;—that, in a word, 
it ought to prepare incessantly for decent departure, before 
indecent departure, ignominious dramming out, nay savage 
‘suiting out and burning out, overtake it! 

Alas, was that such new tidings? Is it not from of old 
indubitable, that Untrath, Injustice which is tut acted un- 
trath, has no power to continue in this true Universe of 
ours? ‘The tidings was world-old, or older, as old as the Full of 
Lucifer: and yot in that cpoch unhappily it was new tidings, 
‘unexpected, incredible; and there had to be such earthquakes 
and shakings of the nations before it conld be listened to, and 
taid to heart even slightly ! Let us lay it to heart, let us know 
it well, that new shakings be not noolwd. Known and laid to 
heart it must everywhere be, before peaco can protend to come, 
‘This seems to us the secret of our couvulsed era; this which 
is 80 easily written, which is and has been and will be ao hard 
to bring to pass. All true mon, bigh and low, ench in his 
sphere, are consiously or unconsciously bringing it to paxns 
al] false and half-true men are fruitlossly spending themselves 
to hindor it from coming to pass. 








CHAPTER VL 
LAISSEL-PAIRE, 


From all which enormous events, with truths old and new 
embodied in them, what innumerable practical inferences are 
to be dwn! Events are written lessons, glaring iz huge 
hieroglyphic picture-writing, that all may read and know them: 
the terror and horror they inspire is but the note of prepara- 
tion for the truth they are to teach; a mere waste of terror 
if that be not learned. Inferences enough; most didactic, 
practically applicable in all departments of English things! 
‘One inference, but one inclusive of all, shall content us here; 
this namely; That Laisseeyaire has as good as done its part 
in a groat many provinces; that in the provinoe of the Work- 
ing Classes, Laissezfaire having passed its New Poor-Law, 
has reached the suicidal point, and now, as felodese, Ves dying 
there, in torehlight meetings and such like; that, in brief, a 
government of the under classes by the upper on a principle 
of Letalone is no longer possible in England in these days. 
This is the one inference inclusive of all. For there ean be no 
acting or daing of any kind, till it be recognized that thore is 
a thing to be done; the thing onoe recognized, doing in a thon- 
sand shapes becomes possible. The Working Classes cannot 
any longer go on without government; without being actually 
guided and governed; England cannot subsist in peace till, by 
some méans or other, some guidance and government for them 
is found. 

For, alas, on us too the rude truth bas come home. Wrap: 
pages and speciosities all worn off, the haggard naked fact 
speaks tons: Are these millions taught? Are these millions 
guided? We have a Charch, the venerable embodiment of an 
idea which may well call itsolf divine; which our fathers for 
long ages, feeling it to be divine, have been embodying as we 
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seo: it ig a Church weil furnished with equipments and appur- 
tenances; educated in universities; rich in money; set on 
high places that it may be conspicuous to all, honored of 
all, We haye an Aristocracy of landed wealth and commer 
cial wealth, in whose hands lies the Iaw-making and the law. 
aiiministering; an Aristocracy rich, powerful, long secure in 
its place; an Aristocracy with more faculty put free into its 
hands than was ever befors, in any country or time, put into 
the hands of any class of men. ‘This Church answers: Yes, 
the people are tanght. hie Aristocracy, astonishment in 
every feature, answers: Yes, surely tho poople are guided! 
Do we not pass what Acts of Parliament are needful; as many 
as thirty-nine for the shooting of the partridges alone? Are 
there not treadinills, gibbets; even hospitals, poor-rates, New 
PoorLaw? So answers Church ; 20 anewers Aristocracy, aston- 
ishmnent in every feature. 

Fact, in the mean while, takes his lacifer-box, sets flre to 
wheatstacks; sheds an all too dismal Tight on severall things. 
Fast soarckee for 1 his third-rate potato, not in tho” meekest 
humor, six-and-thirty weeks each year; and does not find ft. 
Fact passionately joins Messiah Thom of Canterbury, and has 
Limaclf shot for a new fifth-monarchy brought in by Bedlam. 
Fact holds his fustian-jacket Femgericht in Glasgow City. 
Fact carts his Petition over London streets, begging thnt you 
would simply have the goodness to grant hint universal suf- 
frage and “the five points” by way of remedy. Theso are not 
symptoms of teaching and guiding. 

Nay, at bottom, is it not » singular thing this of Zedees 
fixire, from the first origin of it? As good as an abdication 
on the part of governors; an admission that they are henoe 
forth incompetent to govern, that they are not there to gov- 
em at all, but to do—onc knows not what! The universal 
demand of Laisses-faire by a people from its governors or 
upper classes, is a soft-sounding demand; but it is only one 
step removed from the fatalest, “ Laissne-firire,” exclaims » war 
donic German writer, “ What is this universal ory for Ledsses 
foire? Does it mean that human affairs require no guid- 
wnee; that wisdom and forethought cannot guide them better 
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than folly and accident? Alas, does it not mean: “Suck 
guidance is worse than none! Leave us alone of your guid- 
fanco; cat your wages, and sleep!’ And now if guiilance 
have grown indispensable, and the sleap continue, what be 
comes of the sleep and its wages?—TIn those entirely sur- 
prising ciroumstances to which the Kightosnth Century had 
bronghé ng, in the time of Adam Smith, Laissasfaire was a 
reasonable ery;— as indeed, in all circumstances, for 2 wise 
governor there will be meaning in the principle of it To 
wise governors you will ery: “ See what you will, and will not, 
let alone.” To unwise governors, to hungry Greeks throttling 
down hungry Greeks on the floor of a St. Stephen's, you will 
ory; “Let a/f things alone; for Heaven’s sake, aneddle ye 
with nothing!” 

How ZLuissex-frire may adjust itself in other provinces we 
say not: but we do venture to aay, and ask whether events 
everywhere, in world-history and parish-history, in all man- 
nor of dialects are not saying it, That in regard to the 
lower orders of socicty, and their governance and guidance, 
the principle of Leissee-faire has terminated, and is no longer 
applicable at all, in thie Europe of ours, still less in this Eng- 
land of ours, Not misgovernment, nor yet nogovernment ; 
only government will now serve. What is the meaning of the 
“five points,” if we will understand thom? What are all 
popular commotions and maddest bellowings, from Peterloo 





to the Placede-Grive itself? Bellowings, tnarticulate cries. < 





as of aldutb presture in rage and pain; to the oar of wistlom 


they are inarticulate prayers: “Gaide me, govern me! Tam 
mad and miserable, and cannot guide myself!” “Surely of all 
sights of wan," this right of the ignorant man to be guided 
by the wiser, to be, gently or forcibly, held in the true course 
by him, is the indisputablest. Natura herself ordaing it from 
tho first. Society struggles towards perfection by enforcing 
and accomplishing it more and more. If Freedom have any 
moaning, it means enjoyment of this right, wherein all other 
rights are enjoyed. It is a saered right and duty, on both 
sides; and the summary of all social dutics whatsoover be 
peemelh i Why does the one toil with his hands, if the 
Vol, 16—K. 
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other be not to toll, still more unweariedly, with heart and 
heal? ‘The brawny craftsman finds it no child’s-play to 
mould his unpliant rugged masses; neither is guidance of men 
a dilottantism: what it becomes when treated as a dilettant- 
ism, we may see! The wild horse bounds homeless through 
the wilderness, is not led to stall and manger; but neither 
doca he tail for you, but for himself only. 

Democracy, we are well aware, what is called “self-govern- 
ment” of the multitude by the multitude, is in_words the 
thing everywhere passionately clamored for at present. De- 
mocracy makes rapid progress in these latter times, and ever 
more rapid, in a perilous accelerative ratio ; towands democracy, 
and that only, the progress of things is everywhere tending as 
to the final goal and winning-post. So think, so clamor the 
multitudes everywhere, And yet all men may see, whose 
sight is good for much, that in democracy can Me no finality ; 
that with the completest winning of democracy there is moth- 
ing yet won, —except cmptinoss, and the free chance to win! 
Democracy is, by the nature of it, a self-cancelling business; 
and gives in the long-run a net result of zero. Where no gov- 
ernment is wanted, save that of the parish-constable, as in 
Amorica with its boundless soil, every man being able to find 
work and recompense for himself, democracy may subsist; not 
elsewhere, except briefly, a3 a swift transition towards some- 
thing other and farther. Democracy never yet, that we heard 
of, was able to accomplish much work, beyond that same ean- 
oclling of itself. Rome and Athens are themes for the schools; 
unexosptionable for that purpeae. In Rome and Athens, as 
elsowhoro, if we look practically, we shall find that it was not 
hy loud voting and debating of many, but by wise insight and 
ordering of « few that the work was done. So is it ever, so 
will it over be. 

The French Convention was a Parliament elected “by the 
fire points,” with ballot-boxes, universal suffrages, and what 
not, a8 perfectly as Parliament can hope to be in this world; 
and had indeed a pretty spell of work to do, and did it. The 
French Convention had to cease from being a free Parliament, 
and become more arbitrary than any Sultan Bajazet, before it 





tive Girondins, elect its Supreme Committee of Salut, guillo- 
tine into silence and extinction all that gainsaid it, and rule 
and work literally by the sternost despotism over scen in Eu- 
rope, before it could rule at all. Napoleon was not president 
of a republic; Cromwell tried hard to rule in that way, bot 
found that he could not. Those, “the armed soldiors of de- 


may be natural for our Europe at present; but cannot be the 
ultimatum of it. Nob towards the impossibility, “self-govern- 
mont” of a multitude by « multitude; but towards some pos- 
sibility, government by the wisest, docs bewildered Europe 
struggle. The blessedest possibility: not misgovernment, not 
Laissex-faire, but veritable government! Cannot one discern 
‘too, soroes all democratic turbulence, clattaring of ballot-boxes 
and infinite sorrowful jangle, needful or not, that this at bottom 
is the wish and prayer of all human hearts, everywhere and 
‘at all times: “Give me a leader; a true leader, not a false sham- 
leader; a true Ioailer, that he may guide me on tho tran way, 
thatT may be loyal to him, that I may swear fealty to him and 
follow him, and feel that it is well with me!” ‘The relation of 
the taught to their teacher, of the loyal subject to his guid-|) 
ing king, is, ander one shape or another, the vital element of), 
human Society; indispensable to it, perennial in it; without’ 
which, a8 a body reft of its soul, it falls down into death, and 
with horrid noisome dissolution passes away and disappears. 


Bat verily in theso times, with their now stern Evangel, that 
Speciosities which are not Realities can no longer be, all Aris- 
tooracles, Priesthoods, Persons in Authority, are called apon 
to consider. What isan Aristocracy? A corporation of the 
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Best, of the Bravest. To this joyfully, with heart-loyalty, do 
men pay the half of their substance, to equip and decorate 
their Best, to lodge them in palaces, set them high over all. 
For it is of the nature of men, in every time, to honar and love 
their Best; to know no limits in honoring them. Whatsoever 
Aristocracy is still a corporation of the Best, is safe from all 
peril, and the Jand it rales isa safe and blessed land. What- 
soever Aristocracy does not even attempt to be that, but only to 
wear the clothes of that, is not safe ; neither is the land it rules 
in safe! For this now is our #ad lot, that we must find a real 
Avistocracy, that an apparent Aristocracy, how plausible so- 
ever, has become inadequate for us. One way or other, the 
world will absolutely need to be governed; if not by this 
class of men, then by that. One ean predict, without gift of 
propheey, that the era of routine is nearly ended. Wisdom 
and faculty alone, faithful, valiant, ever-zealous, not pleasant 
but painful, continual effort will suffice, Cost what it may, by 
one means or another, the toiling multitudes of this perplexed, 
overcrowded Europe must and will find governors.  Laisaes- 
faire, Leave them todo”? ‘The thing they will do, if ao left, 
is too frightful to think of! It has been done once, in sight 
of the whole earth, in these generations: can it need to be 
done a second time ? 

For a Priesthood, in like manner, whatsoever ita titles, pos~ 
sessions, professions, there is but one question: Does it teach 
and spiritually guide this people, yea or no? Tf yea, them is 
all well. But if no, then lot it strive carnestly to alter, for as 
yot there is nothing well! ‘Nothing, we say: and indeed ts 
not this that, we call spiritual gaidance properly the soul of the 
whole, the life and eyesight of the whole? The world asks 
of its Church in these times, more passionately than of any 
othr Institution any question, “ Canst thou teach us or not?" 
—A Priesthood in France, when the world asked, “What 
canst thou do for us ?” answered only, aloud and ever louder, 
“Are we not of God? Invested with all power?” — till at 
length France cut short this controveray too, in what frightful 
way we know. To all mon who believed in the Church, to all 
men who believed in God and the soul of man, there was 
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no igsne of the French Revolution half so sorrowfnl as that. 
France cast out its benighted blind Priesthood into destruc- 
tion; yet with what a loss to France also! A solution of con- 
tinuity, what we may well call such; and this where continuity 
isso momentous: the New, whatever it may be, cxmmot now 
grow out of the Old, but is severed sheer asunder from the 
‘Old, — how much lies wasted in that gap! ‘Chat one whole 
generation of thinkers should be without a roligion to betiove, 
or even to contradict; that Christianity, in thinking France, 
shoulias if ware fido away po long into @ remote extrancous 
tradition, was one of the saddest facts connected with the . 
future of that country. Look at such Political and Moral 
Philosophies, St.-Simonisms, Robert-Macairisms, and the “ Lit- 
erature of Desperation”! Kingehip was perhaps bat a cheap 
‘waste, compared with this of the Priestship; under which 
France still, all but unconsciously, labors; and may long labor, 
remediless the while. Let others consider it, and take warn- 
ing by it! France is a pregnant example in all ways, Aris- 
tocracies that do not govern, Priesthoods that do not teach; 
the misery of that, and the misery of altering that, —are 
written in Belshazzar fire-letters on the history of Pranoe, 

Or does the British reader, safe in the assurance that “ Eng- 
Jand is not France,” call all this unpleasant doctrine of onrs 
ideclogy, perfeotibility, and a-racant dream? Does the British 
reader, resting on the faith that what haa hoen theso two gen- 
erations was from the beginning, and will be to the end, assert 
to himself that things are alrendy as they can be as they must 
be; that on the whole, no Upper Classes did ever “govern” 
the Lower, in this sense of governing ? Bellave it not, 
O British reader! Man is man everywhere; dislikes to have 
“sensible species * and “ ghosts of defunct bodies ” foisted on 
him, in England oven as in France. 

How much the Upper Classes did sotunlly, in any the most 
perfect Feudal time, return to the Under by way.of recom 
pense, in goverment, guidanes, protection, we will not under 
take to specify here. In Charity-Balls, Soup-Kitehens, fn 
QuarterSessions, Prison-Diseipline and Treadmills, we can 
well believe the old Feudal Aristocracy not to havo surpassed 
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the new. Yet we do say that the old Aristocracy were the 
governors of the Lower Classes, the guides of the Lower 
Classes; and oven, at bottom, that they existed as an Aristoo- 
rey because they were found adequate for thut. Not by 
Charity-Balls and Soup-Kitchens; not so; far otherwise! But 
it was their happiness that, in straggling for their own objects, 
they Aad to govern the Lower Classes, even in this sense of 
governing. For, in one word, Cash Payment had not then 
grown to be the universal sole wexas of man to man; it was 
something other than money that the high then expected from 
the low, and could not live without getting from the low, “Not 
as buyer and seller alone, of land or what else it might be, but 
in many senses still as soldier and captain, as clansman and 
head, a3 loyal subject and guiding king, was the low related 
to the high, With the supremo triumph of Cash, a changed 
time has entered; there must a changed Aristocraecy enter, 
We invite the British reader to meditate carncatly on these 
things. 

Another thing, which the British reader often reads and 
hears in this time, is worth his moditating for a moment: That 
Sooioty “exists for the protection of property.” To which it 
is ndded, that the poor man also has property, namely, his 
“labor,” and the fifteen-pence or threeand-sixpence a day he 
can get for that. Truc enough, O friends, “for protecting 
property ;” most true: and indeed, if you will once sufficiently 
enforce that Eighth Commandment, the whole “rights of 
man” are well cared for; I know no better definition of the 
rights of man. Thou shah not steal, thou shalt not be stolen 
from: what a Society were that; Plato’s Republic, More’s 
Utopia mere emblems of it! Give every man what is his, 
the accurate price of what he has donc and been, no man shall 
any more complain, neither shall the earth suffer any more, 
For the protection of property, in very truth, and for that 
alone! 

And now what is thy property? ‘That parchment title- 
deed, that purse thou buttonest in thy breochos-pocket ? Ts 
that thy valuable property? Unhappy brother, most poor 
insolvent brother, I without parchment at all, with purse 








CHARTISM. 7 


oftenest in the flaccid state, imponderous, which will not fling 
against the wind, have quite other property than that! 1 
have tho miraculous breath of Life in me, breathed into my 
nostrils by Almighty God. I have affeetions, thoughts, a god- 
given capability to be and do; rights, therefore,—the right 
for instance to thy love if I love thee, to thy guidance if I 
obey thee: the strangest rights, whorcof in church-pulpits one 
still hears something, though almost unintelligible now; rights 
stretching high into Immensity, far into Eternity! Fifteen 
pence a day ; threc-and-sixpence a day; eight hundred pounds 
and odd a day, dost thou call that my property? I value 
that little; little all Tcould purchase with that. For traly, 
as is said, what matters it? In torn boots, in soft-hung 
if d-four, a man gets always to his journey’s end. 
Socrates walked barefoot, or in wooden shoes, and yet arrived 
happily. They never asked him, Waat shoes or conveyance ? 
never, What wages hadst thou? but simply, What work didst 
thou? — Property, O brother? “Of my very body I havo 
but a life-rent.* As for this flaccid purse of mine, "t ix some 
thing, nothing; has been the slave of pickpockets, cut-throats, 
Jew-brokers, gold-dust robbers; ‘twas his, ‘tis mine;—’bis 
thine, if thou care much to steal it, But my soul, 
into me by God, my Me and what capability is there; that is 
quine, aud I will resist the stealing of I call that mine 
and not thine; I will keep that, aud do what work I can with 
it: God bas given it me,the Devil shall not take it away! 
Alas, my friends, Society exists and has existed for a great 
many purposes, not s0 easy to specify t 
Soviety, it is understood, does not in any age prevent a man 
from being what he can be A sooty African cam become a 
Toussaint L/Oaverture, a murderous Three-fingered Jack, let 
the yellow West Indice say to it what they will, A Scottish 
Poet, “proud of hia name and country,” can apply fervently 
to “ Gentlemen of the Caledonian Hunt,” and become a gauger 
of becr-barrels, and tragical immortal broken-hearted Singer; 
the stifled echo of his melody audible through long centuries, 
one other note in “that, sacred Afiserere” that rises up to 
Heaven, out of all times and lands, What I can be thou 
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decidedly will not hinder me from being. Nay even for being 
what I could be, I have the strangest claims on thee, —not 
convenient to adjyst at present! Protection of breeches- 
pocket property? © reader, to what shifts is poor Society 
reduced, struggling to give still some account of herself, in 
cpochs when Cash Payment has become the sole nexus of man 
to man! On the whole, we will advise Society not to talk at 
all abont what she exists for; but rather with her whole in- 
dustry to exist, to try how she can keep existing! That is 
hor best plan, She may depend upon it, if she ever, by cruel 
chance, did come to exist only for protection of breeches: 
pocket property, she would lose very goon the gift of protect. 
ing even that, and find her carcer in our lower world on the 
point of terminating ! — : 

For the rest, that in the -mout perfect Feudal Ages, the Tdeal 
of Aristocracy nowhere lived in vaeanf Serene purity as an 
Ideal, but always as x poor imperfect Actual, little heeding or 
not knowing at all that an Tdeal lay in it,—this too we will 
cheerfully admit. Tinperfection, it is known, cleaves to human 
things; far is the Tdeal departed from, in most times; very 
far! And yot ¢o long as an Ideal (any soul of Truth) does, ir 
never 80 confused a manner, exist and work within the Aetual, 
it is a tolerable business. Not so, when the Ideal has entirely 
departed, and the Actual owns to itself that it has no Idea, 
no soul of Truth any longor: at that degree of imperfection 
human things cannot continne living; they are obliged to 
alter or expire, when they attain to that. Blotches and dis- 
eases exist on the skin and deeper, the heart continuing 
whole; but it is another matter whon the heart itself becomes 
diseased; when there is no heart, but a monstrous gangrens 
pretending to exist there as heart! 

‘On the whole, O reader, thou wilt find everywhere that 
things which have had an existence among men have first of 
all had to have a trath and worth in them, and were not sem- 
biances bat realities, Nothing not reality ever yet got men 
to pay bed and board to it for long. Look at Mahometan- 
inm itself! Dalai-Lamainm, even Dalai-Lamaism, one rejoices 
to discover, may be worth its victuals in this world; nota 
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quackery bat a sincerity; not a nothing but a something! 
The mistake of those who beliewe that frand, force, injustica, 
whatsoever untrue thing, howsoever cloaked and 

‘was over vr can ¢¥er be the principle of man’s relations to 
man, is great and the greatest. It is the error of tho infidel; 
in whom the truth as yet is xot, It is an error preguant with 
mere errors and miseries; am crror fatal, Jamontable, to be 
abandoned by all men. 


CHAPTER VII. 
NOT LAISsMZ-PAIRE, 


How an Aristocracy, in these present times and circum- 
stances, could, if never so woll disposed, set about governing 
the Under Class ? What they should do; endeaver or attempt 
todo? That is even the question of questions:—the ques- 
tion which tAey have to solve; which it is our utmést function 
at present to tell them, lies there for solving, and must and 
will be solved. 

Tnsoluble we cannot fancy it. One select class Society has 
furniahed with wealth, intelligence, leisure, moans outward 
and inward for governing; another huge class, furnished by 
Society with none of’ those things, declares that it must be 
governed: Nogative stands fronting Positive; if Negative 
and Positive cannot unite, —it will be worse for both! Let 
the faculty and earnest constant effort of England combine 
round this matter; let it once be recognized as a vital matter. 
Innumerable things our Upper Classes and Lawgivers might 
“do;” but the prliminary of all things, we must repeat, is to 
know that a thing must needs be done. We lead them here 
to the shore of a boundless continent; ask them, Whether 
they do not with their own eyes see it, see strange symptoms 
of it, lying huge, dark, unexplored, inevitable; full of hope, 
but also full of difficulty, savagery, almost of despair? Leb 
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thom enter; they must enter; Time and Noeoessity have 
brought them hither; where they are is no continuing! Let 
them enter; the first step once taken, the next will hare 
become clearer, all future steps will become possible. It is a 
great problem for all of us; but for themselves, wo may say, 
more than for any, On them cbielly, as the expected solvers 
of it, will the failure of solution first fall. One way or other 
there must and will be a solution. 

‘True, these matters lie far, very far indeed, from the “usnal 
habits of Parliament,” in Jate times; from the routine course 
of any Legislative or Administrative body of men that exists 
among us. Too true! And that is even the thing we complain 
of: hud the mischief been looked into as it gradually rose, it 
would not have attained this magnitude. That self-cancelling 
Donothingism and Laissexfaire should have got so ingrained 
into our Practice, is the source of all these miseries. It is too 
true that Parliament, for the matter of near 4 century now, 
has been able to undertake the adjustment of almost one thing 
alone, of itself and its own interests; leaving othor intorosts 
to rub along very much as they could and would. ‘Trae, this 

/was the practioo of the whole Kighteonth Century; and 
| struggles still to prolong itself into the Ninotoonth, —which, 
however, is no longer the time for it! 

‘Those Bightsenth-century Parliaments, one may hope, will 
become a curious object one day. Are not these same * Me- 
moirs” of Horace Walpole, to an unparliamontary eye, already 
a curious object? One of the clearest-sighted men of the 
Kighteenth Century writes down his Parliamentary observa- 
tion of it there; a determined despiser and merciless diseeotor 
of cant, a liberal withal, one who will go all lengths for the 
“glorious revolution,” and resist Tory principles to the death: 
he writes, with an indignant clegiac feeling, how Mr. This, 
who haa voted so and then voted so, and was) the son of this 
and the brother of that, and had such claims to the fat appoint- 
ment, was nevertheless scandalously postponed to Mr. That; 
—wheroupon are not the affairs of this nation in a bad way? 
How hangry Greek meets hungry Greek on the floor of St, 


R Stephen's, and wrestles him and throttles him till he has to 





CHARTISM. 251 


ery, Hold! the office is thine! —of this does Horace write. — 
Qne must say, the destinies of nations do not always rest 
entirely on Parliament, One must say, it is a wonderful affair 
that science of “government,” a3 practised in the Eighteenth 
Century of the Christian cra, and still struggling to practise 
itself. One must say, it was a lucky century that could get it 
80 practised: a century which had inherited richly from its 
predecessors; and also which did, not unnaturally, bequeath 
to its successors a French Revolution, genoral overturn, and 
reign o£ terror;—intimating, in most audible thunder, con- 
flagration, guillotinement, cannonading and universal war and 
earthquake, that such century with its practices had ended. 
Ended ;—for decidedly that course of procedure will no 
longer serve. Parliament will absolutely, with whatever 
effort, have to lift itself oub of those deep ruts of do-nothing 
routine; and learn to say, on all sides, something more edify- 
ing than Laisses-faire. If Parliament cannot learn it, what is 
to become of Parliament? The toiling millions of England 
ask of their English Parliament foremost of all, Canst thou 
govern usor not? Parliament with its privileges is strong; 
but Necessity and the Laws of Natare are stronger than it. 
Tf Parliament cannot do this thing, Parliament we prophesy 
will do some other thing and things which, in the strangest 
and not the happiest way, will forward its being done, — not 
much to the advantage of Parliament probably! Done, one 
way or other, the thing must be, In these complicated times, 
with Cash Payment as the sole nexus between man and man, | 
the Tolling Classes of mankind declare, in their confused but |<!" 
most emphatie way, to the Untoiling, that they will be gov- “« 
erned; that they must,—uander penalty of Chartisms, Thuge f-« 9° 
geries, Rick-burnings, and oven blacker things than those, » . + 
Vain also is it to think that the misery of one class, of the .  ‘ 
great universal under class, cau be isolated, and kept apart 
and peculiar, down in that class. By infallible coutagion, 
evident onough to reflection, evident even to Political Eeon- 
omy that will reflect, the misery of the lowest spreads up- 
wards and upwards till it reaches the very highest; till all has 
grown misorable, palpably falso and wrong; and poor drudgos 
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hungering “on meal-husks and boiled grass” do, by cirenitoes 
but eure methods, bring kings’ heads to the block t 

Cash Payment the sole nexns; and there are so many things 
which cash will not pay! Cash is great miracle; yet it haa 
not all power in Heavon, nor even on Earth. “Supply and 


demand” wo will honar also; and yet’ how many *ilemands” 
are there, entirely indispensable, which have to go elsewhere + 





than to the shope, and produce quite other than cash, before 
they can get their supply! On the whole, what astonishing 


payments does cash make in this world! Of your Samuel 4 


Johnson, furnished with “fourpence-halfpenny a day," and 
solid lodging at nights on the paved stroets, as his 

we do not speak ; —not in the way of complaint; it is a world 
old business for the like of him, that same arrangement or a 
worse; perhaps the man, for his own uses, had need even of 
that, and of no better. Nay is not Soviety, busy with its Tal- 
fowrd Copyright Bill and the like, straggling to do something 
effectanl for * 


for that man;—ennoting with all industry that his 5: 


‘own creation be acsounted his own manufacture, and continga 
unstolen, on his own marketstand, for so long as sixty years ? 
Perhaps Society is right there; for discrepancies on that side 
too may booome excessive. All men are not patient docile 
Johnsons; some of them are half-mad inflammable Ronsseans. 
Such, in peculiar times, you may drive too far. Society in 
France, for example, was not destitute of cash; Society con- 
trived to pay Philippe d’Orléans not yet Egalité throe hundred 
thousand a year and odd, for driving cabriolets through the 
streets of Paris and other work done; bub in cash, encourage- 
ment, arrangement, recompense or recognition of any kind, it 
had nothing to give this same half-mad Rousseau for his work 
done; whose brain in consequenee, too “much enforced " for a 
weak brain, uttered hasty sparks, Contrat Secial and the like, 
which proved not 80 quenchablo again! In regard to that 
species of men too, who knows whether Leissexfaire itself 
(which is Sergeant Talfourd's Copyright Bill continued te 
eternity instoad of sixty yoars) will not turn out insufficient, 
and have to cease, one day? — 


Alas, in regard to so very many things, Laisser-faire ough’ 
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partly to endeavor to cease! But in regard to poor Sanspotato 
peasants, Tradee-Union craftsmen, Chartist eottonspinners, 
‘the time has come when it must either cease or a worse thing 
straightway begin, —a thing of tinder-boxes, vitriol-bottles, 
‘second-hand pistols, a visibly insupportable thing in the eyes 
of all. 


CHAPTER VIL 
NEW ERAS. 


For in very truth it is a “new Era;” 8 new Practice has be 
coms indispensable in it. One has heard so often of new eras, 
new and newest eras, that the world has grown rather empty 
of late, Yot new ors do come; there is no fact surer than 
that they have come more than onee. And always with a 
change of era, with a change of intrinsic conditions, there had 
to be a change of practice and outward relations brought 
about, —if not peaceably, then by violence; for brought about 
it had to be, there could no rest come till then. How many 
eras and epochs, not noted at the moment; — which indeed 
is the blessedest condition of epochs, that they come quietly, 
making na proclamation of themselves, and aro only visible 
Jong after: a Cromwell Rebellion, a French Revolution, “strik- 
ing on the Horologe of Time,” to tell all mortals what o’clook 
it has become, are too expensive, if one eould help it! — 

In a strange rhapsodic “History of the Teuton Kindred 
(Geschichte der Textachen Sippscheft),” not yeb translated into 
our language, we have found a Chapter on tho Eras of England, 
which, were there room for it, would be instructive in this 
place. We shall crave leave to excerpt some pages; partly as 
a relief from the too near vexations of our own rathor eorrow- 
ful Era; partly as calculated to throw, more or less obliquely, 
some degree of light on the meanings of that. The Author js 
anonymous; bub we have heard kim called the Herr Professor 
Sauerteig, and indeed think we know bim under that name> 
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“Who shall say what work and works this England has yet 
to do? For what purpose this land of Britain was creatod, 
set like a jewel in the encircling blue of Ocean; and this 
Tribe of Saxons, fashioned in the depths of Time, ‘on the 
shores of the Black Sea’ or claowhere, ‘out of Harzgebirge 
rock’ or whatever other material, was sent travelling hither- 
ward? No man wan say: it was’ for a work, and for works, 


of prophecy only !— They live and labor there, these twenty 
million Saxon men; they hare been born into this mystery of 
life out of the darkness of Past ‘Time :— how changed now 
since the first Father and first Mother of them set forth, 
quitting the tribe of Thouth, with passionate farewoll, under 
questionable auspices; on scanty bullock-cart, if they had 
even bullocks and a cart; with axe and hunting-spear, to sub- 
due a portion of our common Planet! This Nation now has 
cities and seedfields, has spring-vans, dray-wagons, Long-Acro 
carriages, nay railway trains; has coined-money, exchange- 
bills, laws, books, war-fleets, spinning-jennies, warehouses and 
West-India Docks: see whst it has built and done, what it 
ean and will yet build and do! These umbrageous pleasure- 
woods, green meadows, shaven stubble-fields, smooth-ewoop- 
ing roads; these highdomed cities, and what they hold and 
‘bear; this mild Good-morrow which the stranger bids thee, 
equitable, nay forbearant if nood were, judicially calm and 
Jaw-observing towards thee a stranger, what work has it not 
cost? How many brawny arms, gensration after generation, 
sank.down wearied ; how many noble hearta, toiling while lifo 
lasted, and wiso hoads that wore themselves dim with seanning 
and discerning, before this waste White-cligf, Albion so called, 
with its other Cassiterides Zin Ztlends, bocamo a Brivis 
Expme! The stream of World-History has altered its com- 
plexion; Romans are dead out, English are come in. The red 
broad mark of Romanhood, stamped inefflaceably on that Chart 
of Time, has disappeared from tho present, and belongs only 
tothe past. England plays its part; England too has a mark 
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to leave, and we will hope none of the least significant Of a 
truth, whosoever had, with the bodily eye, seen Hengst and 
Hors mooring on the mud-beach of Thanet, on that spring 
morning of the Year 449; and then, with the spiritual eye, 
looked forward to Now York, Calcutta, Sidney Cove, n¢ross 
the ages and the oceans; and thought what Wellingtons, 
Washingtons, Shakspeares, Miltons, Watts, Arkwrights, Wil- 
liam Pitts and Davie Crocketts had to issue from that business, 
and do their several taskworks so,—Ae would have nid, these 
Teather-boats of Hengst’s had a kind of cargo in them! A 
genealogic Mythus superior to any in the old Greek, to almost 
any in the old Hebrew itself; and not a Mythus oither, but 
every fibre of it fact. An Epic Poem was there, and all man- 
ner of pooms; except that the Poct has not yet made his 
” 





appearance, 

“Six centuries of obscure endeavor,” continues Sanerteig, 
“which to read Historians, yon would incline to call mere 
obscure slaughter, discord, and misendearor; of which all 
that the human memory, after a thousind readings, can re- 
member, is that it resembled, what Milton names it, the 
‘flocking and fighting of kites and crows:’ this, in brief, 
in the history of the Heptarchy or Seven Kingdoms. Six cen- 
‘turies; 2 stormy spring-time, if there ever was one, for a 
Nation. Obseure fighting of kites and crows, however, was 
not tho History of it; but was only what tho dim Historians | 
of it saw good to eerd. Were not forests felled, bogs drained, 
fields made arable, towns Wuilt, laws made, and the Thought 
and Practice of men in many ways perfected? Vencrablo 
Bode had got a language which bo could now not only speale, 
but spell and put on paper: think what Hes in that Be. 
murmured by the German sea-flood swinging slow with sullen 
roar against those hoarse Northumbrian rocks, the venerable 
man sot down soveral things in a legible manner. Or was the 
smith idle, hammering only war-tools? He hud learned motal- 
lurgy, stithy-work in general; and made ploughshares withal, 
and adzea and masop-hammers, Castra, Caestors or Chesters, 
Dons, Tons (Zeuns, Enclosures ar Towns), not a fow, did they 
not stand there; of burut brick, of timber, of lathandclay; 
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sonding up the peaceable smoke of hearths? England had s 
History then too; though no Historian to write it. Those 
‘flockings and fightings,’ sad inevitable necessities, were the 
expensive tentative eteps towards some capability of living 
and working in concert: experiments they wore, not always 
conclusive, to ascertain who had the might over whom, the 
right over whom.” 


“M. Thiorry bas written an ingenious Book, celebrating 
with considerable pathos the fate of the Saxons fallen under 
that flerce-+hearted Conquastor, Acquirer or Conqueror, a3 he 
is named. M, Thierry professes to have a turn for looking 
at that side of things: the fate of the Welsh too mores him; 
of the Celts generally, whom a fiercer race swept before them 
into the mountainous nooks of the West, whither they were 
not worth following. Noble deeds, according to M. Thierry, 
wore done by these unsuccessful mon, heroie sufferings under- 
gono; which it is a pious duty to reseue from forgetfulness 
‘True, surely! A tear at least is due to the anhappy: it is 
right and fit that there should be a man to nasert that lost 
eause too, and see what can still Le made of it. Most right: 
—and yet, on the whole, taking matters on that great scale, 
what can we say but thab the cause which pleased the gods 
has in the end to please Cato also? Cato cannot alter it; 
Cato will find that he cannot at bottom wish to alter it. 

“Might and Right do differ frightfully from hour to hours 
but give them centuries to try it in, they are found to be 
identical. Whose land wae this of Britain? God’s who mado 
it, His and no other's it was and is. Who of Goil's creatures 
had right to live in it? The wolves and bisons? Yes 
thoy; till one with a better right showed himself. The Celt, 
‘aboriginal savage of Europe,’ a a snarling antiquary names 
him, arrived, pretending to have a better right; and did 
accordingly, not without pain to the bisons, make good the 
same. He had a bettor right to that piece of God's land; 
namely a better might to turn it to nso; —a might to settle 
himself there, at least, and try what use he could turn it to. 


Flevzel 
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‘The bisons disappeared; the Celts took possession, and tilled. 
Forever, was it to be? Alas, Forewer is not a category that 
can extablish itself in this world of Time. A world of Time, 
by the very definition of it, is'a world of mortality and: muta- 
bility, of Beginning and Ending. No property is éternal but 
God the Maker's: whom Heaven persica tn aks poeseaeis) 
his is the right; Heaven’s sanction é such 

while it lasts: nothing more can be said. Why does that 
hyssop grow there, in the chink of the wall? Because the 
whole Universe, sufficiently occupied otherwise, could not 
hitherto prevent its growing! It has the might and the right. 
By the same great law do Roman Empires establish them- 
selves, Christian Religions promulgate themselves, and all 
extant Powers bear rale. The strong thing is the just thing: 
this thou wilt find throughout in our world; —s indeed was 
God and Truth the Maker of our world, or was Satan and 
Falsehood ? 

“One proposition widely current as to this Norman Con- 
quest is of a Physiologic sort: That the conquerors and oon- 
quered hore were of different races; nay that the Nobility 
of England is still, to this hour, of 4 somewhat different blood 
from the commonalty, their fine Norman features contrasting 
so pleasantly with the coarse Saxon ones of tho others. God 
knows, there are coarse enough features to be sean among the 
commonalty of that country; but if the Nobility's be finer, it 
is not their Normanhood that can be the reason. Doos the 
above Physiologist reflect who. those same Normans, North« 
men, originally were? Baltic Saxons, and what other mis- 
cellany of Lurdanes, Jutes and Deutsch Pirates from tho 
EastSea marshes would join them in plunder of France! If 
living three centurtes longer in Heathenism, sea-robbery, anid 
the unlucrative fishing of amber could ennoble them beyond 
the others, then wore they ennobled. The Normans were 
Saxons who had learned to speak French. No: by Thor and 
Wodan, the Saxons were all as noble as needfu);—ashaped, 












says the Mythus, ‘from the rock of the Haragebirge ;* brother- 
tribes being made of clay, wood, water, or what other 
might be going! A stubborn, taeiturn, sulky, indomitable m 
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made race of men; as the figure they cut in all quarters, in 
‘the cane-brake of Arkansas, in the Ghaute of the Himmalaya, 
no legs than in London City, in Warwick or Lancaster County, 
does still abundantly manifest.” 


“To this English People in World-History, there have been, 
shall I prophesy, Two grand tasks assigned? Huge-looming 
through the dim tumult of the always incommensurable 
Present Time, outlines of two tasks disclose thomselves: tho 
grand Industrial task of conquering some half or more of this 
Terraqueous Planet for the use of man; then secondly, the 
grand Constitutional task of sharing, in some pacific ondur- 
able manner, the fruit of said conquest, and showing all 
people how it might be done, ‘These T will call their two 
tasks, discernible hitherto in World-History : In both of these 
they have made respectable though unequal progress. Steam~ 
engines, ploughshares, pickaxes; what is meant by conquer 
ing this Planet, they partly know. Elective franchise, ballot. 
box, representative assembly ; how to accomplish sharing of 
that conquest, they do not so well know. Europe knows not; 
Enrope vehemently asks in these days, but receives no answer, 
no credible answer. For as to the partial Delolmish, Bentha- 
mee, or other French or English answors, current in the proper 
quarters, and highly beneficial and indispensable there, thy 
disbelief in them as final answers, T take it, is compleba” 


“Succession of rebellions? Successive clippings away of 
the Supreme Authority; class after class rising im revolt to 
say, ‘We will no more be governod so’? That is not the 
history of the English Constitution; not altogether that. 
Rebellion is the means, but it ix not the motive cause. ‘The 
motive cause, and true secret of the matter, were always this: 
‘The necessity there wos for rebelling ? 

“Rights I will permit thee to call everywhore ‘correctly 
artivalated mights.’” A dreadful businoss to articulate “cor 
relly T Cousider those Barons of Runnymede; consider all 
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manner of successfully revolting men! Your Great Charter 
has to be experimented on, by battle and debate, fora hun- 
dred anil Atty years; is then found to Je correct; and stands 
as true Magne Charte,—uigh cut in pieces by « tailor, short 
of measures, in later generations, Mights, I say, are a dread~ 
ful business to articulate correctly! Yet artioulatad they 
have to be; the time comes for it, the need comes for it, and 
with enormous difficulty aud experimenting it is got done. 
Call it not succession of rebollions; call it rather succession 
of expansions, of enlightenments, gift of articulate utterance 
descending ever lower. Class after class acquires faculty oF 
uttorance, — Necessity teaching and compelling ; as the dam 
man, secing the knife at his father’s throat, suddenly acquired 
speech! Consider too how clues after class not only acquires 
faculty of articulating what its might is, but likewise grows in 7 
might, acquires might or loses might; 80 that always, after a 
space, there is not only new gift of articulating, but there is 
something new to articulate, Constitutional epochs will never ¢_//v) 
cease among men.” Cmtrel 
Cc taps s— 
nil 
“And so now, the Barons all settled and satisfied, 9 now 
hitherto silent had begun to speak; the Middle Close, - 
ly. In the time of James First, not only Knights of the —— 
Shire but Parliamentary Burgesses assemble, to assert, to com- 
plain and propose; a real House of Commons has come de- 
cisively into play, — much to the astonishment of James First, 
‘We call ita growth of mights, if also of necessities ; a growth 
of power to articulate mights, and make rights of them, 

“Tn those past silent conturies, among (those silent ) 
much had boon going on. Not only had red-deer in the New 
and other Forests been got preserved and shot; and treach- 
eries of Simon de Montfort, wars of Red and White Roses, 
Battles of Crecy, Battles of Bosworth, and many other battles 
been got transacted and adjusted ; but England wholly, not 
without sore toil and aching bones to the millions of sires 
and the millions of sons those oighteen generations, had been 
got drained and tilled, covered with yellow harvests, beautiful 
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and rich possessions; the mud-wooden Cansters and Chesters 
had become steepled tile-roofed compact Towns Sheffield bad 
tuken to the manufacture of Sheffield whittles; Worstead 
could from wool spin yarn, and knit or weave the same into 
stockings or breeches for mon, England had property. valus- 
bile to the auctionser ; but the accumulate manufacturing, com- 
mercial, economic «kilt which lay impalpably warehoused in 
English hands and heads, what suctioncer could estimate ? 
ieee Englishman to be met with but could do some 
g; soMitéaninger thing than break his fellow-creatane’s 
with battleaxes, Tho seven incorporated trudes, with 
their million guild-brethren, with their hammers, their ahut- 
‘thes and tools, what an army ;—fit to conquer that land of 
England, as we say, and to hold it conquered! Nay, strangest 
of all, the English people had sequired the faculty and habit 
of thinking, — sven of believing: individual conscience had 
unfolded itself among them ; Conselence, and Intelligence ita 
handmaid. Ideas of innumerable kinds wore circulating among 
theso mon: witness one Shakspoare, a wool-comber, ponchor, 
or whatever else at Stratford in Warwickshire, who happened 
to write books! The finest human figure, as T apprehend, that 
Naturo bas hitherto scen fit to make of our widely diffused 
‘Teutonic clay. Saxon, Norman, Colt ot Sarmat, I find no 
human sou! so beautiful, these fifteen hundred known years; 
—our supreme modern European man. Him England had 
contrived to realize: wore there not ideas ? 

“Tdeas poctic and also Puritanic, —that had to seek wther 
ance in the notablest way! England had got her Shakspeare ; 
but was now about to get her Milton and Oliver Cromwell. 
‘This too we will call a new expansion, hard as it might be to 
articulate and adjust; this, that a man could actually have a 
Conscience for his own behoof, and not for his Priest’s only; 
that his Priost, bo who ho might, would heneeforth have to 
take that fact along with him. One of the hardest things to 
adjust! It is not adjusted down to this hour, It lasts on- 
wards to the time they call ‘Glorions Revolution’ before so 
mach aa a reasonable truce can be made, and tho war proceed 
by logic mainly, And still it is war, and no peace, unless 
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we call waste vacancy peace. But it needed to be adjusted, 
ag tho others had done, as still others will do. Nobility at 
Runnymede cannot endure foul-play grown palpable; no more 
can Gentry in Long Parliament; no more can Commonalty in 
Parliament they name Reformed. Prynne’s bloody cars were 
as a testimony and question to all England: ‘Englishmen, 
is thix fair?” England, no longer continent of herself, an- 
swered, bellowing as with the voice of lions: ‘No, it is nob 
fair 1?” 

“ But now on the Industrial side, while this great Constitu- 
tional controversy, and revolt of the Middle Class had not 
ended, had yet but begun, what a shoot was that that England, 
carelessly, in quest of other objects, struck out across the Ocean, 
into the waste land which it named New England! Hail to 
thee, poor little ship Mayflower, of Delft-Haven : poor common- 
looking ship, hired by common charter-party for coined dollars ; 
calked with mere oakum and tar; provisioned with vulgarest 
biscuit and bacon;—yet what ship Argo, or miraculous epic 
ship built by the Sea-Gods, was other than a foolish bambange 
in comparison! Golden fleeces or the like these sailed for, 
with or without effect; thou little Mayflower badst in thee 
a yoritablo Promethean spark ; tho life-spork of the largest 
Nation on our Earth,—so we may already name the Trans- 
atlantic Saxon Nation. They went seeking leave to hear ser- 
mon in their own mothod, these Mayflower Puritans; a most 
honest indispensable search : and yet, like Saul the son of Kish, 
seeking a small thing, they found this unexpected great thing! 
Honor to the brave and true; they verily, we say, carry fire 
from Heaven, and have a power that themsolves dream not of. 
Lot all men honor Puritanism, since God has so honored it. 
Islam itself, with its wild heartfelt ‘Allah akbar, God i 
great,’ was it not honored? There is but one thing without 
honor ; smitten with eternal barrenness, inability to do or ba: 
Ingincerity, Unbelief. He who belioves no thing, who believes 
only the shows of things, is not in relation with Nature and 
Fact at all. Nature denies him; orders him at hie carliost 
convenience to disappear. Let him disappear from her 
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domains, — into those of Chaos, Hypothesis and Simulacram, 
or wherever else his parish may be.” 


“As to the Third Constitutional controversy, that of the 
Working ( Claseos, which now debates itself everywhere these 
fifty years, in France specifically since 1789, in England too 
since 1831, it is doubtless the hardest of all to get articulated : 
finis of peace, or even reasonablo truce on this, is a thing I have 
little prospect of for several generations. Dark, wild-weltering, 
dreary, boundless ; nothing heard on it yet but ballot-boxes, Par. 
Hamentary arguing ; not to speak of much far worse arguing, by 
ateol and lead, from Valmy to Waterloo, to Peterloo!” — 

“And yet of Representative Assemblies may not this good 
be suid: That contending parties ina country do thereby ascer 
tain one another's strength? They fight there, since fight they 
must, by petition, Parliamentary eloquence, not by sword, 
bayonet and bursts of military cannon. Why do men fight 
at all, if it be not that they are yet unacquainted with one 
another’s strength, and must fight and ascertain it? Knowing 
that thou art stronger than I, that thou canst compel me, I will 
submit to thee: unleaxs I chance to prefer extermination, and 
slightly cireuitous suicide, there is no other course for me, 
‘What in England, by public meetings, by petitio 1s, by elections, 
leading.articles, and other jangling bubbub and vongue-feoce 
which perpetually goes on everywhere in that country, people 
ascertain one another's strongth, and the most obdurate House 
of Lords has to yield and give in before it come to cannonad- 
ing and goillotinement: this is a saving characteristic of 
England. Nay, at bottom, is not this the celebrated English 
Constitution itself? ‘This unspoken Constitution, whereof 
Privilege of Parliament, Money-Bill, Mutiny-Bill, and all that 
could be spoken and enacted hitherto, is not the essence and 
body, but only the shape and ekin? Such Constitution is, in 
our times, verily invaluable” 





“Long stormy spring-time, wet contentious April, winter 
chilling the lap of very May; but at length the season of 
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summer does come. So long the tree stood naked; angry wiry 
naked boughs moaning and creaking in the wind: you would 
say, Cut it down, why cumbereth jt the ground? Not so; wo 
must wait; all things will have their time.—Of the man Shak- 
speare, aud his Elizabethan Era, with its Sydneys, Raleighs, 
Bacons, what could we say? That it was a spiritual flower- 
time, Suddenly, as with the breath of June, your rude naked 
tree is touched ; bursts into leaves and flowers, such eaves and 
flowers. The past long ages of nakedness, and wintry fer 
mentation and elaboration, have done their part, though seem- 
ing to do nothing. The past silence has got a voice, all the 
longer it had Satara silent. Ta trees, 
roods, nations, in all things extant and 
Sonne in this Universe, we may note auch vicissitudes and 
dudding-times. Moreaver there are spiritual budding-limes; 
and then also there are physical, appointed to nations. 
“Thus in the middle of that poor calumniated Eighteenth 
Contury, see once more! Long winter again past, the dead- 
seeming tree proves to be living, to have been always living; 
after motionless times, every bough shoots forth on the sudden, 
very strangely: —it now turns out that this favored England 
wus, not only to have had her Shakspeares, Barons, Sydneys, 
but to have her Watts, Arkwrights, Brindloys! Wewill honor 
greatness in all kinds, The Prospero evoked the singing of 
Ariel, and took captive the world with those melodies: the 
same Prospero can send his Fire-demons panting across all 
oceans; shooting with the speed of meteors, on cunning high- 
ways, from end to end of kingdoms; and make Iron his mis- 
sionary, preaching its evangel to the brate Primeval Powers, 
which listen and obey: neither is this small, Manchester, 
with its cotton-fuzz, its smoke and dust, its tumult and conban- 
tions squalor, is hideous to thee? Think not so: a precious 
substance, beautiful as magic dreams, and yet no dream but 
a reality, lies hidden in that noiaome wrappage;—a wrappage 
struggling indeed (look at Chartisms and such like) to cast 
itself off, and leave the beauty free and visible there! Hast 
thou heard, with sound ears, the awakening of a Manchester, 
on Monday morning, at half-past five by the clock ; the rushing 
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off of its thousand mills, like the boom of an Atlantic tide, 
ten thousand times ten thousand spools and spindles all set 
humming there, —it is perhaps, if thou Imow it well, sublime 
wa ra, or more so, Cotton-spinning is the ¢lothing of 

naked in its result; the triumph of man over matter fn Its 
means. Soot and despair are not the essence of it; they are 
divisible from it,—at this hour, are they not crying ficrocly 
‘to be divided ? The great Goethe, locking at cotton Switzer. 
Tand, declared it, T am told, to be of all things that he had seen 
in this world the most poetical. Whereat friond Kanzler von 
Miller, in search of the patpable picturesque, could not but 
stare wideeyed. Nevertheless our World-Poet knew well what 
be was saying” 


“Richard Arkwright, it would seem, was not a beantifdl - 
man; no romance-hero with haughty eyes, Apollodip, and ges 
ture like the herald Mercury ; « plain almost gross, bag-cheeked, 
pot-bellied Lancashire man, with an air of painful reflection, yet 
also of copious free digestion ;—a man stationed by the com- 
munity to shave certain dusty beards, in the Northern parts 
of England, at a halfpenny each, To such end, we say, by 
forothought, oversight, accident and arrangement, had Richard 
Arkwright been, by the community of England and his own 
conserit, seb apart. Nevertheless, in strapping of razors, in 
lathering of dusty beards, and the contradictions and confa- 
sions attendant thereon, the man had notions in that rough 
head of his ; spindles, shuttles, whecls and contrivances plying 
ideally within the same: rather hopelesslocking; which, how- 
ever, he did at last bring to bear. Not without difficalty? 
His townsfolk rose in mob round him, for threatening to 
shorten labor, to shorten wages; so that he had to Ay, with 
‘broken wash-pots, scattered household, and seek refuge else 
where. Nay his wife too, as I learn, rebelled; burnt his 
wooden model of his spinning-wheel; resolute that he should 
stick to his razors rather ;—for which, howevor, he 4ocisively, 

. a3 thou wilt rejoice to understand, packed er ont af doors. 
O reader, what 8 Historical Phenomenon is that bag-cheeked, 
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mach-enduring, much-inventing barber! French 
Ror 


: ‘any measure, 
imperial Kaisers were impotent without the cotton and cloth 
of England ; and it was this man that had to give England the 
power of cotton.” 

“Neither bad W: ‘Stoam-engine a heroie origin, any 
kindred with the princes of this world, The princes of this 
world were shooting their partridges; noisily, in Parliament 
or elsewhere, solving the question, Head or tail? while this 
man with blackened fingers, with grim brow, was searching 
out, in his workshop, the Fire-secret; or, having found it, was 
painfally wending to and fro in quest of a ‘moneyed man,’ as 
indispensable man-midwife of the same, Reader, thou shalt 
admire what is admirable, not what is dressed In admirable; 
learn to know the British lion even when he is not throne- 
supporter, and also the British jackass in lion's skin oven when 
he is. Ab, couldst thou always, what a world were it! But 
has the Berlin Royul Academy or any English Useful-Knowl- 
edge Society discovered, for instance, who it was that first 
seratched earth with a stick; and threw corns, the biggost he 
could find, into it; seedgrains of a certain grass, which ho 
named white or wheat? Again, what is the whole Teos-water 
and other breeding-world to him who stole home from the 
forests the first bison-ealf, and bred it up to be a tame bison, 
amilk-cow? No machine of all they showed me in Birming- 
ham can be put in comparison for ingenuity with that figure 
of the wedge named knife, of the wedges named saw, of the 
lever named hammer >—nay is it not with the hammerknife, 
named sword, that men fight, and maintain any semblance of 
constituted authority that yet survives amongus? The steam- 
engine I call firedemon and great; but it is nothing to the 
invention of fire, Promethens, Tubal-cain, Triptolemus! Ara 
not our greatest men as good as lost? Tho men that walk 
daily among ns, élothing us, warming us, feeding us, walk 
shrouded in darkness, mere mythic men. 

“Tt is said, ideas produce revolutions; and truly so they 
do; not spiritual idees only, bak sven mechanical, In this 
clanging clashing universal Sword-lance that the European. 
Vol. 16—L.L. 
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world now dances for the last halfcentury, Voltaire is but ane 
choragus, where Richard Arkwright is another, Let it dance 
itself out. When Arkwright shall have become mythio like 
Arachne, wo shall still spin in peaceable profit by him ; and 
the Sword-dance, with all its sorrowful shufllings, Waterloo 
waltzes, Moscow gallopades, how forgotten will that bo !!” 





“On the whole, were not all these things most unexpected, 
unforeseen 2 As indeed what thing ie foreseen; especially 
what man, the parent of things! Robert Clive in that same 
time went out, with a developed gift of penmanship, as writer 
or superior book-keeper to a trading factory established in the 
distant East. With gift of penmanship developed ; with other 
gifts not yet developed, which the culls of the case did by and 
by develop. Not fit for book-keeping alone, the man was 
found fit for conquering Nawauts, founding kingdoms, Indian 
Empires! In a questionable manner, Indian Empire from the 
other hemisphere took up its abode in Leadenhall Street, in 
the City of London, 

Accidental all these things and pereons look, unexpected 
every one of them to man. Yet inevitable every one of them; 
foreseen, not unexpected, by Supreme Power; prepared, ap- 
pointed from afar. Advancing always through all ecnturica, 
in the middle of the eighteenth they arrived. The Saxon 
kindred burst forth into cotton-spinning, clotheropping, iron- 
forging, steam-cngineing, railwaying, commercing and careering 
towards all the winds of Heavon,—in this inexplicable noisy 
manner; the noise of which, in Powormills, in progress-of-the 
species Magazines, still deafens ux somewhat. Most noisy, 
sudden! The Staffordshire coal-stratum and coal-strata lay 
side by side with iroustrata, quiot since the creation of the 
world, Water flowed in Lancashire amd Lanarkshire; bita: 
minous fire lay bedded in rocks there too, — over which how 
many fighting Stanloys, black Douglases, and other tho like 
contentious persons, had fought out their bickerings and broils, 
not without result, we will hope! But God said, Let the iron 
missionaries be; and they were, Coal and iron, 26 long close 
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unregardfal neighbors, are wedded together; Birmingham and 
Wolverhampton, and the hundred Stygian forges, with their 


the torrid zone, anid plucked cotton there; who could forbid 
her, that had the skill to weave it? Fish fled thereupon from 
tho Morsay River, vexed with innumerable keels. England, I 
say, dug out her bitamen-firo, and bade it work: towns rose, 
and steeple-chimneys ;— Chartisms also, and Parliaments they 
name Reformed.” 


Such, figuratively given, are some prominent points, chief 
mountain-summits, of our English History past and present, 
according to the Author of thia strange untranslated Work, / 
whom we think we recognize to be an old acquaintance. ‘ 

yi Corte we 
——— ~ 


Seeman, Spew et: 





§ ee aekial = 
CHAPTER IX. ¢ y mNCRL PE 
ryt PARETAMENTARY RADICALISN. seat 5 


To ws, looking at these matters somewhat in the same light, 
Reform-Bills, French Revolutions, Louis-Philippes, Chartisms, 
Revolts of Throe Days, and what not, are no longer inexpli- 
eablo. Where the great mass of men is tolerably right, all is 
right; where they ars not right, all is wrong. ‘The speaking 
clagges speak and debate, each for itself; the great dumb, 

éep-buried class ties like an Enosladns, who in Inia pain, if he 
will complain of it, has to produce earthquakes ! Everywhere, 
in these countries, in these times, the central fact worthy of 
all consideration forces itself on us in this shape: the claim 
of the Free Working-man to be raised to a lovel, we may say, 
with the Working Slave; his anger and oureless discontent till 
that be done. Foo, shelter, due guidance, in return for his 
labor: candidly interpreted, Chartism and all such deme mean 
that; and the madder they are, do they not the more emphati- 
cally mean, “Seo what guidance you have given us! What 
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dolirium we are brought to talk and project, guided by no- 
body!" Laissex-firire on the part of the Governing Classes, 
we repeat again and again, will, with whatever difficulty, have 
to cease; pacific mutual division of the epoil, and a world well 
Jet alone, will no longer suffice, A Donothing Guidance; and 
it is a Dovomething World! Would to God our Ducal Drces 
would become Leaders indeod; our Aristocracics and Pricst- 
hoods diseover in some suitable degree what the world expected 
of them, what the world could no longer do without getting of 
them ! Nameless unmeasured confusions, misery to themselves 
and us might 50 be spared. But that too will be as God haa 
appointed. If they learn, it will be well and happy: if not they, 
then others instead of them will and must, and once more, 
though after o long sad ciréuit, it will be well and happy. 
Neither is the history of Chartism mysterious in these 
times; especially if that of Radicalism be looked at. All 
along, for the last fiveand-twenty years, it was curious to | 
note how the internal discontent of England ‘struggled to find 
vent for itself throngh ony orifice: the poor patient, all sick 
from centre to surface, complains now of this member, now of 
that;—corlaws, currency-laws, free-trade, protection, want 
of free-trade; the poor patient tossing from side to side, seek- 
ing a sound side to He on, finds none. This Doctor says, it is 
the liver; that other, it is the langs, the head, the heart, 
defective transpiration in the skin, A thorough-going Doctor 
of eminence said, it was rotten boroughs ;. the want of oxtended 
suffrago te destroy rotten boroughs. From of old, the English 
paticnt himself had a continually recurring notion that this 
was it. The English people are used to suffnge; it is their 
panacea for all that goes wrong with them; they have a fixed. 
idea of suffrage, Singular enough: one's right to vote fora 
Member of Parliament, to send one’s “twenty-thousandth part 
of a master of tongue-fence to National Palaver,” — the Doo- 
tors asserted that this-Was Freedom, this and no other. It 
seemed credible to many men, of high degree and of low. 
‘The persuasion of remedy grew, the evil was pressing; Swing's 
ticks were on fire. Some nine years ago, a State-surgeon rose, 
and in peculiar circumstances said: Let there be extension of 
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the suffrage ; let the great Doctor's nostrum, the patient’s old 
‘passionate prayer be fulfilled ! 

er ‘adicaliem, while it gave artieulate utterance 
to the discontent of the English people, could not by its worst 
enemy be said to be withont a function. If itis in the natural 
order of things that there must be discontent, no less so is it 
that such discontent should have an outlet, a Parli 
voice, “Here the matter is debated of, demonstrated, eaxtra- 
dicted, qualified, reduced to feasibility ;—can at least solace 
itaelf with hope, and die gently, convinced of uefeasibility, 
The New, Untried ascertains how it will fit itself into: the 
arrangements of the Old; whether the Old can be compelled 
to admit it; how in that case it may, with the minimum of 
viclence, be admitted. Nor let us count it an easy one, this 
function of Radicalism; it was one of the most difficult. The 
pain-stricken patient does, indeed, without effort groan and 
complain; but not without effort docs the physician ascertain. 
what it is that has gone wrong with him, how some remedy 
aay be devised for him. And above all, if your patient is not 
one sick man, but a whole sick nation! Dingy dumb millions, 
grimed with dust and eweat, with darknees, rage and sorrow, 
stood round these men, saying, or struggling as they could to 
say: “Behold, cor lot is unfair; our life is not whole bet 
sick; we cannot live under injustice; go ye and get us jus- 
tice!’? For whether the poor operative clamored for Time- 
bill, Factory-bill, Corn-bill, for or against whatever bill, this 
was what he meant, All bills plausibly presented might have 
some look of hope in them, might get some elamor of approval 
from him; aa, for the: man wholly sick, there is no disease in 
the Nosclogy but he can trace in himself some symptoms of 
it Such was tho mission of Parlit ‘Radicaliem. 

How Parliamentary Radicalism has falfilled this mission, 
intrusted to its: management these eight years now, is known 
toall men. The expectant millions have sat at a feast of the 
Barmoocide ; been biddon fill themselves with the imagination 
of meat, What thing haz Radicalism obtained for them ; 
what other than shadows of things hax it #9 much as asked 
for them? Cheap Justice, Justice to Ireland, Irish Appro- 
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priation-Clause, Rate-paying Clause, Poor-Rate, Church-Rate, 
Household Suffrage, Ballot Question “open” or shut: not 
things but shadows of things; Benthamee formulas; barren 
as the east-wind! An Ultra-radical, not scomingly of the 
Benthamee species, is forced to exclaim: “The people are at 
last. woaried. They say, Why should we be ruined in out 
shops, thrown out of our farms, voting for these men? Minis» 
terial majorities decline; this Ministry has become impotent, 
had it even the will todo good, Thoy have called long tous, 
“We area Reform Ministry ; will ye not support us?” We 
have supported them; borne them forward indignantly on 
our shoulders, time after time, fall after fall, when they had 
been hurled out into the street; and lay prostrate, helpless, 
like dead luggage, It is the fact of a Reform Ministry, not 
the name of one that we would support! Languor, sickness 
of hope deferred pervades the public mind; the public mind 
says ab last, Why all this struggle for the seme ef a Reform 
Ministry? Let the Tories be Ministry if they will; let ab 
least some living reality bo Ministry! A rearing horse that 
will only run backward, he is not the horse one would choose 
to travel on: yet of all conceivable horses the worst is the 
dead horse, Mounted on a rearing horse, you may back him, 
spur him, check him, make a little way even backwards: but 
seated astride of your dead horse, what chance is there for 
you in the chapter of possibilities ? You sit motionless, bope- 
less, @ spectacle to gods and men.” 

‘There ix a class of revolutionists named Girondins, whose 
fate in history is remarkable enough! Men who rebel, and 
urge tho Lower Classes to rebel, ought to have other than 
Formulas to go upon. Men who diseern in tho misery of the 
toiling complaining millions not misery, but only a mw mate- 
rial which can be wrought upon and traded in, for one's own 
poor hide-bound theories and egoisms; to whom millions of 
living follow-creatures, with beating hearts in their bosoms, 
beating, suffering, hoping, are “masses,” mere “explosive 
masses for blowing down Bastilles with,” for voting at hast 
ings for ws; such men are of the questionsble species! No 
aman is justified in resisting by word or deed the Authority be 
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Itves under, for a Nght cause, be such Authority what it may. 
Obedience, little as many may consider that side of the matter, 
is the primary duty of man. No man but is bound indefeasi- 
bly, with all force of obligation, to obey. Parents, teachers, 
superiors, leaders, these all creatures recoguize as deserving 
obedience. Recognized or not recognized, a man has his sape- 
iors, a regular hierarchy abore him; extending up, degree 
above degrée, to Heaven itself and God the Maker, who made 
His world not for anarchy but for rule and order! It is nota 
light matter when the just man can recognize in the powers 
set over,him no longer anything that is divine; when resist- 
ance against such becomes a deeper law of order than obedi- 
ence to them; when the just man seea himself in the tragical 
position of a stirrer-up of strife! Rebel without duo and most 
due cause, ix the ugliest of words; the first rebel was Satan, 
But now in these circumstances shall we blame the unvoting 
disappointed millions that they turn away with horror from 
this name of a Reform Ministry, name of a Parliamentary 
Radicalism, and demand a fact and reality thereof? That 
they too, having still faith in what so many had faith in, still 
count “extension of the suffrage” the one thing needful; 
and eay, Instich manner ag they can, Let the suffrage be still 
extended, then all will be well? It is the ancient British 
faith; promulgated in those ages by prophets and evangolinte; 
preached forth from barrel-heada by all manner of men. He 
who is free and blessed has his twenty-thousandth part of a 
master of tongue-fenes in National Palaver; whosoever is riot 
blessod but unhappy, the ailment of him is that be has de not. 
Onght he not to have it, then? By the law of God and of 
men, yea;—and will have it withal! Chartism, with its 
“five points,” born aloft on pikeheads and torchlight moctings, 
is there. Chartiem is one of the most natural phenomena in 
England. Not that Chartism now éxists should provoke won- 
der; but that the invited hungry people should hare sat eight 
years at such table of the Barmecide, patiently expecting 
somewhat from the Name of a Reform Ministry, and not till 
after eight years have grown hopeless, this is the respectable 


side of the miracle, 
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CHAPTER X. 
IMPOSSTRLE. 


“Bor what are we to do?” oxclaims the practical man, 
impatiently on every side: “Descend from speculation and 
the xafe pulpit, down into the rough markelpluce, and say 
what can be done !""—O prastical man, there sccm vory many 
things whieh practice and true manlike effort, in Parliament 
and out of it, might actually avail todo. But the first of all 
things, as already said, is to gird thyself up for actual doing ; 
to know thnt thou actually cither must do, or, as the Irish say, 
“come ont of that!” 

It is not a lucky word this same impassiéle> no good comes 
‘of those that have it so often in theiz mouth. Who is he that 
says always, Thoro is a lion in tho way? Sluggard, thou 
must slay the lion, then; the way has to be travelled! In 
Art, in Practice, innumerable critics will demonstrate that 
most things are henceforth impossible; that we are got, once 
for all, into the region of perennial commonplace, and must 
contentedly continue there. Let such critics demonstrate ; it 
is the nature of them: what harm isin it? Poetry once well 
demonstrated to bo impossible, arises the Burns, arises the 
Goethe. Unhoroic commonplace being now clearly all we have 
to look for, comes the Napoleon, comes the conquest of the 
world. It was proved by fluxionary calculus, that steamships 
could never get serose from the farthest point of Ireland to 
the nearest of Newfoundland: impelling foree, resisting force, 
maximum here, minimum there; by law of Nature, and geo- 
metric demonstration:—what could be done? The Great 
Western could weigh anchor from Bristol Port; that could be 
done, The Great Western, bounding safe through the gullets 
of the Hudson, threw her cable out on the capstan of New 
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‘York, and loft our still moist paper-demonstration to dry itself 
at leisure. “Impossible 2” eried Mirabeau to his secretary, 
Ne me dites jamais co béte de mot, Never name to me that 
blockhead of a word [” 

There is a phenomenon which one might call Paralytic 
Radicalism, in these days; which gauges with Statistic measure 
ing-reed, sounds with Philosophic Politico-Economis plummet 
the deep dark sea of troubles; and having taught us rightly 
what an infinite sea of troubles it is, sums up with the practical 
inference, and use of consolation, That nothing whatever ean 
be done in it by man, who has simply to sit still, and look 
wistfully to “time and general laws:” and thereupon, without 
so much as recommeniling suicide, coldly takes its leave of us. 
Most paralytic, uninstructive; unproductive of any comfort 
to one! ‘They are an unreasonable class who ery, “Peace, 
peace,” when there is no peace, But what kind of class are 
they who ory, “Peace, poace, have T not told you that there is 
no peace!” Paralytic Radicalism, frequent among those Sta- 
tistic friends of ours, is-one of the most afllictive phenomena 
the mind of man can be called to contemplate. One prays 
that état least might cease. Let Paralysis retire into secret 
places, and dormitories proper for it; the public highways } 
ought not to be occupied by people demonstrating that motion ~ 
is impossible, Paralytic;—and alao, thank Heaven, ontirely 
false! Listen toa thinker of another sort: “ All evil, and this 
evil too, is as a nightmare; the instant yon begin to stir under 
it, the evit is, properly speaking, gone.” Consider, O render, 
whether it bo not actually so? Evil, once manfully fronted, 
coases to be ovil; there is generous battle-hope in place of 
dead passive misery; Ube evil itself has become a kind of 


‘To the practical man, therefore, we will ropeat that he has, 
as the first thing le can “do,” to gird himself up for actual 
Roing; to know well that he is either there to do, or mot there 
stall. Once rightly girded up, how many things will present 
themselves as doable which now are not attemptable! Tro 
things, great things, dwell, for the last ten years, in all think- 
ing head in England; and are hovering, of late, even on tho 


AA 
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tongaesof not afew. With a word on each of those, we will 
dismiss the practical man, and right gladly take ourselves into 
obscurity and silence again. Universal Education is the first 
great thing we mean} { general Emigration is the second. = 


Who would suppose that Education were a thing whieh had 
to be advocated on the ground of local expediency, or indeed 
on any ground? Aa if it stood not on the basis of everlasting 
duty, as a prime necessity of man. It isa thing that should 
need no advocating ; much as it does actually need. To impart 
‘the gift of thinking to those who cannot think, and yet who 
could in that case think: this, one would imagine, was tho first 
fanotion a government had to set about discharging. Were it 
not a cruel thing to see, in any province of an empire, the 
inhabitants living all mutilated in thoir limbs, cach strong 
man with his right arm lamed? How much crucler to find 
the strong soul, with its eyos still sealed, its eyes extinct so 
that it sees not! Light has come into the world, but to’ this 
poor peasant it has come in vain. For six thousand years the 
Sons of Adam, in sleopless effort, havo been dovising, doing, 
discovering; in mysterious infinite indixoluble communion, 
warring, a little band of brothers, against the great black em: 
pire of Necossity and Night; they have accomplished such a 
conquest and conquests: and to this man it is all as if it had 
not been, The four-and-twenty letters of the Alphabet are 
still Runie enigmas to him, He passes by on the other side; 
and that great Spiritual Kingdom, the toil-won conquest of his 
own brothers, all that his brothers have conquered, ix a thing 
non-extant for him. An invisible empire; he knows it not, 
suspects it not. And is it not his withal; the conquest of his 
own brothers, the lawfully acquired possession of all men? 
Baleful enchantment lies over lim, from generation to genera- 
tion; he knows not that such an empire is his, that such an 
omipire és at all. Oh, what are bills of rights, emancipations of 
black slaves into black apprentices, lawsuits in chancery for 
some short usufruct of a bit of land? The grand “seedficld 
of Time” is this man’s, and you give it him not. ‘Iime’s seed. 
field, which includes the Earth and all her asedfields and pearl- 
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oceans, nay her sowers too and pearl-dlivers, all that was wise 
nd heroic and victorious here below; of which the Barth’s 
centuries are but as farrows, for it stretches forth from the 
Beginning onward even into this Day! 


* My iaheritance, how lordly wide and fair; 
‘Time ix my fair seodtield, to Time I'm heir!" — 


Hoavier wrong is not done under the gun, It lasts from 
year to year, from century to century ; the blinded sire slaves 
himself out, and leaves « blinded son; and men, made in the 
image of God, continue as twoleggod beasts of labor; —and 
in the largest empire of the world, it is a debate whether a 
sinall fraction of the Revenve of one Day (£30,000 is but. 
that) shall, after Thirteen Centuries, be laid out on it, or not 
laid out om it. Have we Governors, have we Teachers; havo 
we had a Church these thirteen hundred years? What is an 
Overseer of souls, an Archoverseer, Archiepiscopus? Ts ha 
something? If so, let him lay his hand on his heart, and say 
what thing! 

But quitting all that, of which the human soul cannot well 
speak in terms of civility, let us observe now that Education 
is 2 act only on oteraal duty, bus has at longth become evon a a 

and ophemeral one, which the necessities of the 

me vill oblige us to look after. ‘These Twenty-four million 
laboring men, if their affairs remain unregulated, chaotic, will 
burn ticks and mills ; reduce u reduce us, themsclres and the world into 
ashes and ruin. “Blinply their affairs cannot remain unregn. 
lated, chaotic; bab must be regulated, brought into some kind 
of order, What intellect were ablo to regulate them? Tho 
intellect of a Bacon, tho energy of a Luther, if left to their 
own strength, might pause in dismay before such a task; a 
Bacon and Luther added together, to be perpetual prime 
minister over ns, could not do it, No one great and greatest 
intellect can do it. What can?__Only Twenty-four million 
i jon; these, well 








order in disorders eee the will of Nature, of 
God's will; the beginning of the capability to walk according 
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to that With perfect intellect, were such possible without 
perfoot morality, tho world would be perfect; ‘ite efforts unerr. 

correct, its results continually successful, its condition 
faultless, Intelleot is like lighb; the Chaos becomes a World 
under it; flat tus, These Twenty-four million intellects aro 
but common intellects; but they are intellects; in earnest 
about the matter, instructed euch about his own province of 
it} laboring each perpetually, with what partial light can-be 
attained, to bring such province into rationality. From tho 
partial determinations and their conflict springs the universal. 
Precisely what quantity of intellect was in the Twenty-four 
millions will be exhibited by the result they arrive at; that 
quantity and no more, According as there was intellect or ‘no 
intellect in the individuals, will the general conelusion 
make out embody itself as a world-healing Truth and Wisdom, 
or as a baseless fateful Hallucination, a Chimera breathing 
wot fabalous fire! 

Dissenters call for one scheme of Education, tho Chureh 
objects; this party objects, and that; there is endloss objoo 
tion, by him and by her and by it: a subject encumbered with 
difioultios on avery side! Pity that difficulties oxist; that 
Religion, of all things, should occasion difficulties. We do 
not extenuate them: in their reality they are considerable ; 
in their appearance and pretension, they are insuperable, 
heart-appalling to all Seeretaries of the Home Department, 
For, in very truth, how can Religion be divorced from Edu- 
cation? An irreverent knowledge is no knowledge; may be 
a development of the logical or other handicraft faculty in- 
ward or outward; but is no culture of the soul of a man. 
A knowledge that ends in barren self-worship, comparativo 
indifference or contempt for all God’s Universe except one 
insignificant item thereof, what is it? Handicraft develop- 
ment, and even shallow as handicraft. Nevertheless is handl- 
craft itself, and the habit of the merest logic, nothing? It 
is alroady something; it is the indispensable beginning of 
everything! Wise men know it to be an indispensable some- 
thing; not yet much; and would so gladly superadd to it 
the clement whereby it may become all Wisc men woukl not 
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quarrel in atvempting this; they would lovingly co-operate 
in attempting it, 

“And now how teach religion?” so asks the indignant 
Ultra-radical, cited above; an Ultreradical seemingly not of 
the Benthamoe species, with whom, though his dinlect is for 
different, there are sound Churchmen, we hope, who have somo 
fellow-feeling: “ How teach religion ? By plying with litar- 
gies, catechisins, credos; droning thirty-nine or other articles 
incessantly into the infant car? Friends! In that case, why 
not apply to Birmingham, and have Machines made, and set 
up at all strectcorners, in highways and by-ways, to repeat 
and vociforate tho same, not coasing night or day? The 
genius of Birmingham is adequate to that, Albertus Magnus 
had @ leather man that could artienlate; not to speak of 
Martinus Seriblerus’ Nurnberg man that could reason as well 
as we know who! Depend upon it, Birminghaw: ean make 
machines to repeat liturgies and articles; to do whatsoever 
feat is mechanical. And what were all schoolmasters, nay all 
priests and charehes, compared with this Birmingham Iron 
Church! Votes of two millions in aid of the Church were 
then something. You onler, at so many pounds a head, so 
many thousand iron parsons os your grant covers; and fix 
them by satisfactory masonry in all quarters whercsoever 
‘wanted, to preach there independent of the world. Tn loud 
thoroughfares, still more in unawakened districts, troubled , 
with argumentative infidelity, you make the windpipes wider, / 
strengthen the main steam-cylinder; your parson preaches, to 
the due pitch, while you give him coal; and fears no man or 
thing. Here were a ‘Church-extension ;’ to which I, with 
my last penny, did I believe in it, would subscribe. — 

“Ye blind leaders of the blind! Are we Calmucks, that 
pray by turning of a rotatory ecalabash with writes prayers 
init? Is Mammon and machinery the means of converting 
human souls, as of spinning cotton? Is God, as Jean Paul 
Predicted it would be, become verily a Forve; the Ether too 
a Gas! Alas, that Atheism should have got the length of 
putting on pricsts’ vostments, and ponotrating into the sanctu- 
ary itself! Can droningy of articles, repetitions of Mitargies, 
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and all the cash and contrivance of Birmingham and the Bank 
of England united bring ethereal fire into a human soul, quick- 
en it out of earthly darkness into heavenly wisdom? Soul is 
kindled only by soul. ‘Lo ‘ teach ’ religion, the first thing need~ 
ful, and also the last and the only thing, is-finding of a man 
who Aas religion. All else follows from this, chureh-building, 
church-cxtension, whatever else is necdful follows; without 
this nothing will follow.” 

From which we for our part conclude that the method of 
teachisig religion to the English people is still far behindhand ; 
that the wive and pious may well ask thomselvos in silence 
wistfully “How is that last priceless cloment, by which edu- 
cation becomes perfect, to be superadded 2?" and the unwise 
who think thomsclvea pious, answering aloud, “By this method, 
By that method,” long argue of it to small purpose. 

But now, in the mean time, could not, by some fit official 
person, some fit announcement be made, in words well-weighed, 
in plan wellschemed, adequately representing the facts of the 
thing, That after thirteen centuries of waiting, he the official 
person, and England with him, was minded now to have the 
mystery of the Alphabetic Letters imparted to all human 
souls in this realm? ‘leaching of religion was a thing he 
could not undertake to settle this day; it would be work for 
s day after this; the work of this day was teaching of the 
alphabet to all people. The miraculous art of reading and 
writing, such seemed to him the needful preliminary of all 
teaching, the first cornerstone of what foundation soever 
could be laid for what edifice soover, in the teaching kind. 
Let pious Churchisu make haste, let pious Dissenteriam make 
haste, let all pious preachers and missionaries make haste, 
bestir themselves according to their zoal and skill: he the 
official person stood up for the Alphabet; and wns even im- 
patient for it, having waited thirteen centuries now. He 
insisted, and would take no denial, postponement, promise, 
excuse or subterfuge, That all English persons should be 
taught to read. He appealed to all rational Englishmen, of 
all creeds, classes and colors, Whether this was not a fair 
demand; nay whether it was not an indispensable one in 
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‘these days, Swing and Chartism having risen? Fora choice 
of inoffensive Hornbooks, and Schoolmasters able to teach 
reading, he trasted the mere secular sagacity of a National 
Collective Wisdom, in proper committee, might be found 
sulficient, He purposed to appoint such Schoolmasters, to 
yentare on the choice of such Hornbooks; to send a School- 
master and Hornbook into every township, parish and haslet 
of England; so that, in ten years hence, an Englishman who 
could not read might be acknowledged as the monster, which 
he really ist 

‘This official person’s plan we do not give. The thing Hes 
there, with the facts of it, and with the appearances or sham- 
faets of it; a plan adequately representing the facts of the 
thing could by human energy be struck out, does lie there for 
discovery and striking out. It is his, the official person's duty, 
not ours, to mature a plan. We can believe that Charchism 
and Dissenterism would clamor aloud; but yet that in the 
more secular Wisdom of Parliament a perspicacity equal to 
the choice of Hornbooks might, in very deed, be found to re- 
side. England we believe would, if consulted, resolve to that 
effect. Alas, grants of a half-day’s revenue once in the thir- 
teen centuries for such an object, do not eall out the voice 
of England, only the superficial clunor of England! Horn- 
books at je to the candid portion of England, we 
will believe, might be eelected. Nay, wo can concéive that 
Schoolmasters fit to toch reading might, by a board of rational 
men, whether from Oxford or Hoxton, or from both or neither 
of these places, be pitched upon. Wo can conceive oven, a5. 
in Prussia, that a penalty, civil disabilities, that penalties and 
disabilities till they were found effectual, might ba by law 
inflicted on every parent who did not teach his children to 
read, on every mon who had not been taught to read. We 
ean conceive, in fine, such ig the vigor of our imagination, 
there might be found fn England, at a dead-lift, strength 
enough to perform this miracle, and produce it henooforth as 
a mimelo done: thé teaching of England to read! Hardor 
things, we do know, have been performed by nations before 
now, not ablerlooking than England. 


#8 
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Ah me! if, by some beneficent chance, there should be an 
oMoial man found in England who could and would, with de- 
liberate courage, after ripe counsel, with candid insight, with 
pationce, practical sense, knowing realities to be real, knowing 
elamors to be clamorous and to seem real, propose this thing, 
and the innumerable’ things springing from it,—woe to any 
Churchism or any Dissenterism that cast iteclf athwart the 
path of that man! Avaunt, ye gainsayers! is darkness and 
iguorance of the Alphabet necessary for you ? Reconcile 
yourselves to the Alphabet, or depart else-whither! — Would 
‘not all that has gonuineness in England gradually rally round 
such 4 man; all that has strength in England ? For realities 
alone have strength; wind-bags are wind; cant is cant, leave 
it alone there, Nor aro all clamors momentous ; among living 
cresturos, wo find, the loudest is the longesteared; among 
lifeless things, the loudest is the drum, the emptiest. Alas, 
that official persons, and all of us, had not eyes to see shat 
was real, what was merely chimerical, and thought or called 
itself real! ‘How many droad minatory Castlespectres aliould 
we leave thore, with their admonishing right-hand and ghastly 
burning saucer-cyes, to do simply whatsoever they migh’ find 
themselves able todo! Alas, that we were not real ourselves; 
we should otherwise have xsurer vision for the real. Castle 
spectres, in their utmost terror, are but poor mimicries of that 
real and most real terror which lies in the Life of every Man: 
‘that, thou coward, is the thing to be afraid of, if thou wilt live 
in fear, It is but the scratch of a bare bodkin; it is but the 
Aight of a fow days of time; and even thou, poor palpitating 
feathorbrain, wilt find how real it is, Exeanxsry: hast thou 
heard of that? Ts thata fact, or is it no fact? Are Buck- 
ingham House and St Stephen's ém that, or not in that? 


But now we have to speak of the second great thing; 
Emigration, It was said above, all new epochs, so convulsed 
and tumultuous to look upon, art “expansions,” increase of 
faoulty not yet organized. It is eminchtly teuo of the oon- 
fusions of this time of ours. Disorganic Manchoster afflicts 
‘us with its Chartisms; yet is not spinning of clothes for the 
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naked intrinsically a most blessed thing? Manchester ones 
organic will bless and not afflict. ‘The confusions, if we would 
understand them, are ab bottom meré increase which we know: 
not yet how to manage; “new wealth which the old coffers 
will not hold.” How true is this, above all, of the strange 
phenomenon called “over-popnlation”! Over-population is 
the grand anomaly, which is bringing all other anomalies to a 
crisis. Now once more, as at the end of the Roman Empire, 
a most confused epoch and yat ono of the greatest, the Teutonia 
Countries find themselves too full. On a certain western rim 
of cur smal! Europe, there are more men than were expected. 
Heaped up against the western shore there, anid for a couple 
of bundred miles inward, the “tide of population” swells too 
high, aiid confuses itsolf somewhnt! Ovor-population ? And 
yet, if this small western tim of Europe is overpeopled, does 
not everywhere else a whole vacant Karth, as it were, call to 
us, Come and till me, come and reap mo! Can it be an evil 
that in an Earth such as ours there should be new Men ? Con- 
sidered as mercantile commodities, as working machines, is 
there in Birmingham or out of it a machine of such value? 
“Good Heavens! a white European Man, standing on his two 
legs, with his two five-fingered Hands at his shackle-bones, | 
‘and miraculous Head on his shoulders, is worth something 
considerable, one would say!” The stupid black African man 
bringy money in the market; the much stupider four-footed 
horse brings money ; — it iswe that have not yet learned the 
art of managing our white Earopean man! 

‘The controversies on Malthus and the “Population Prin- 
ciple,” “Preventive check” and so forth, with which the 
public ear has been deafened for a long while, are indeed sufii- 
ciently mournful. Droary, stolid, dismal, without hope for 
this warld or the next, ix nll that of the preventive check and 
the denial of the preventive check. Anti-Malthusians quoting 
their Bible against palpable facts are not a pleasant spectacle. 
On the other hand, how often hare we read in Malthusian 
benefactors of the species: “The working people have their 
condition in their own bande; Jet thom diminish the supply 
of laborers, and of course the demand and the remuneration 





| 


‘282 CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 


will increase!” Yes, let them diminish the supply: bat wha 
aro they? They are twenty-four millions of human individ. 
uals, scattered over a hundred and eighteen thousand square 
miles of space and more; weaving, delving, hanmoering, joiner 
ing; each unknown to his neighbor; each distinct within his 
own skin They are not a kind of character that ean take a 
resolution, and act on it, very readily, Smart Sally in our 
alley proves all too fascinating to brisk Tom in yours; can 
Tom be ailled on to make panse, and ealoulate the demand for 
labor in the British Empire first ? Nay, if Tom did renounce 
his highest bleasedness of lifo, and struggle and conquer like 
& Saint Francis of Assisi, what would it profit him or us? 
Seven millions of the finest peasantry do not renounce, but 
proceed all the more briskly ; and with blue-visaged Hibernians 
instead of fair Saxon Tomsons and Sallysons, the latter end 
of that country is worse than the beginning. O wonderful 
Malthusian prophots! Millenaiums are undoubtedly coming, 
must como onc way or the other: but will it be, think you, 
by twenty millions of working people simultancously striking 
work in that departmont; passing, in universal trudes-inion, 
a resolution not to beget any more till the laboramarket be- 
come satisfactory? By Day and Night! they. were indeed 
irresistible so; not to be compelled by law or war; might 
make their own terms with the richer classes, and defy the 
world ! 

A shade more rational is that of those other benefactors of 
the species, who counsel that in each parish, in some central 
locality, instead of the Parish Clergyman, there might be 
ostabtished some Parish Exterminator; or say o Reservoir of 
Arsenio, kept up at the public expense, free to all parishioners; 
for whick Charch the rites probably would not be gmdged. — 
Ah, it is bitter jesting on such a subject. One’s heart is sick 
to look at the dreary chaos, and valley of Jehoshaphat, seat- 
tered with the limbs and sonls of one’s fellow-men; and no 
divine voice, only creaking of hungry vultures, inarticulate 
bodeful ravens, horn-oyed perrote that do articulate, proclaim 
ing, Lut these bonis live! 

Dante's Divina Commedia is called the mournfulest of books: 
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transoendent mistemper of the noblest soul; utterance of a 
boundloss, godlike, unspeakable, implacable sorrow and. protest 
against the world. But in Holywell Street, not long ago, we 
bought, for threepence, a book still mournfulor: the Pamphlet 
of one “ Marcas,” whom his poor ‘Chartist editor and. repub- 
lisher calls the “Demon Author.” This Marews Pamphlet 
was the book alluded to by Stephens the Preacher Chartist, 
in one of hia harangues: it proves to be no fable that such a 
book existed ; here it lies, “Printed by John Hill, Black-horse 
Court, Fleet Street, and now reprinted for the instruction of 
the laborer, by William Dugdale, Holywell Street, Strand,” 

Chartist editor who sells it you for three 
Marcus; but his sorrow is not divine, 
We hoped he would turn out to have been in sport: ah mo, it 
is grim earnest with him; grim as very death, Marcus is not 
ademon author at all: he is a benefactor of the species in his 
own kind; has looked intensely on the world’s woes, from a 
Benthamee-Malthusian watch-tower, under a Hoaven dead as 
iron; and does now, with much long-windedness, in a drawling, 
snuffiing, circuitous, extremely dull, yet at bottom handfast 
and positive manner, recommend that all children of working 
people, after the third, be disposed of by “ painless extinction.” 
Charcoal-vapor and other methods exist. The mothers would 
consent, might be made to consent. Three children tight be 
left living ; or perhaps, for Marcus's calculations aro not yot 
perfect, two and a half. ‘There might be “beautiful cemeteries 
with colonnades and flower-pots," in which the patriot infan- 
ticide matrons might delight to tako thoir ovening walk of | 
contemplation ; and reflect what patriotesses they wore, what - 
a cheerful flowery world it was. 

Such is the scheme of Marcus; this is what he, for his 
share, could devise to heal the world’s woes, A benefactor of 
the species, clearly meognizable ag such: the saddest scientific 
mortal we have ever in this world fallen in with; sadder even 
than poetic Dante. His is a no-godlike sorrow; sadder than 
the godlike, The Chartist editor, dull az he, calls him demon 
anthor, and a man set on by the Poor-Law Commissioners. 
What a black, godless, waste-struggling world, in this one 
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merry England of ours, do each pamphlets and such editors 
hetoken | Datases-fuire and Malthus, Malthas and Deisse:- 
faire: oaght not these two ut length to part company? Might 
we not hope that both of them had as good as delivered their 
message now, and were about to go their ways? 

For all this of the “painless extinction,” and the rest, is in 
a world whore Canadian Forests stand unfellod, boundless 
Plaing and Prairies unbroken with the plough; on the weat 
and on the east green desert spaces never yet made white with 
corn; and to the overcrowded little western nook of Burope, 
out Terrestrial Planot, nino-tonths of it yet vaoant or tonanted 
by nomades, is still erying, Come and till me, come and reap 
mo! And in an England with wealth, and means for moving, 
such as no nation ever before had. With shipa; with war 
ships rotting idle, which, but bidden move and not rot, might 
bridge all oceans. With trained men, educated to pen and 
practise, to administer and act; briefless Barristers, chargeless 
Clergy, taskless Scholars, languishing in all court-houses, hiding 
in obseuro garrets, besieging all antechambers, in passionnta 
want of simply one thing, Work;—with as many Half-pay 
‘Offloors of both Services, wearing themselves down in wretched 
tedium, as might lead an Emigrant host larger than Xerxes’ 
was! Laisex.fiiire and Malthus positively most part company. 
Is it not as if this swelling, simmering, never-resting Europe 
of ours stood, once more, on the verge of an expansion without 
parallel; struggling, struggling like a mighty tree again about 
to burst in the embrace of summer, and shoot forth broad fron- 
dent boughs which would fill the whole carth? A disease; 
but the noblest of all,—as of her who is in pain and sore 
travail, but travails that she may be a mother, and say, Behold, 
there is a new Man born! 

“True thou Gold-Hofrath,” exclaims an eloquent satirical 
German of onr acquaintanne, in that strange Book of his, 
“True thou Gold-Hofrath ; too crowded indeed! Meanwhile 
what portion of this inconsiderable Terraqueons Globe have 
yo setually tilled and delved, til] it will grow no moro? How 
thick stands your population inthe Pampas and Savannas of 

1 Sarter Resorts, Library Edition, p. 293 
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America; round ancient Carthage, and in the interior of Africa; 
on both slopes of the Altaic chain, in the central Platform of 
Asia; in Spain, Greece, Turkey, Crim Tartary, the Curragh 
of Kildare? One man, in one year, as I have understood it, 
if you lend him earth, will feed himself and nine others, Alas, 
where now arc the Hengsts and Alarics of our still-glowing, 
still-expanding Europe; who, when their home ig grown too 
narrow, will enlist and, like firepillars, guide onwards those 
superfluous masses of indomitable living Valor; equipped, not 
now with the battleaxe and warchariot, but with the steim- 
engine and ploughshare 2” Where “are” they ? — Preserving 
their Game!” 











PETITION ON THE COPYRIGHT BILL’ 
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To the Honorable the Commons of England in Parliament 
assombled,.tho Petition of Thomas Carlyle, a Writer of 
Books, 

Humbly showeth, 

‘That your petitioner has written certain books, being incited 
thereto by various innocent or laudable considerations, chiotly 
by the thought that said books might in the end be found to 
be worth something. 

That your petitioner had not the happiness to receive from 
Mr. Thomas Tegg, or any Publisher, Republisher, Printer, 
Booksellor, Bookbuyer, or other the like man or body of men, 
Any encouragement or countenance in writing of said books, 
or to discern any ehance of receiving such; but wrote them by 
effort of his own and the favor of Heaven, 

That all useful labor is worthy of recompense; that all 
honest lubor is worthy of the chance of recompense ; that the 
giving and assuring to each man what recompense his Labor 
has actually merited, may be said to be the business of all 
Legislation, Polity, Government and Social Arrangement what- 
soever among men;—a business indispensable to attempt, 
ixapossible to accomplish accurately, difficult to accomplish 
without inaccuranins that become enormous, insupportable, and 
the parent of Social Confusions which never altogether end, 

That your petitioner does not undertake to say what recom- 
pense in money this labor of his may deserve; whether it 
deserves any recompense in money, or whether money in any 
quantity could hire him to do the like, 

‘That this his labor has found hitherto, in money or money’s 
worth, emall recompense or none; that he is by mo means sure 

4 The Exaxrxes, April 7, 1899, 
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of its ever finding recompense, but thinks that, If so, it will be 
at a distant time, when he, the laborer, will probably no longer 
be in need of money, and those dear to him will still be in 
need of it. 

That the law does at least protect all persons in selling the 
production of their labor at what they can get for it, in all 
market-places, to all lengths of time. Much more than this 
the law does to many, but so much it does to all, and less than 
this to none. 

‘That your petitioner cannot discover himself to hare dono 
unlawfully in this his sald labor of writing books, or to hare 
‘become criminal, or have forfeited the law's protection thereby. 
Contrariwise your petitioner believes firmly that he is inno- 
cent in said labor; that if he be found in the long-run to have 
written a genuine enduring book, his merit therein, and desert 
towards England and English and other men, will be consider- 
able, not easily estimable in money; that on the other hand, 
if his book proves false and ephemeral, ho and it will be abol- 
ished and forgotten, and no harm done, 
‘That, in this manner, your petitioner plays no unfair game 
against the world; his stake being life itself, so to speak (for 
the ponalty is death by starvation), and the world’s stake noth 
ing till once it see the dice thrown; so that in any case the 
world cannot lose. 
That in the happy and long-doubtfal event of the game's 
going in his favor, your petitioner submits that the small 
winnings thereof do belong to hii or hia, and that no other 
mortal has justly either part or lot in them at all, now, henoo- 
forth or forever. 
May it therefore please your Honorable House to protect 
him in sid happy and longdoubtful event; and (by passing 
your Copyright Bill) forbid all Thomas Teggs and other ex- 
traneous persons, entirely unconcerned in this adycnture of 
his, to steal from him his small winnings, for n space of sixty 
years at shortest. After sixty years, unless your Honorable 
House eat: otlierwise, they may begin to steal, 
And your petitioner will ever pray. 
M ‘Tuomas Canvrun 
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Smecrvxovs Reprvives, throwing down his critical assay- 
ing balance some years ago, and taking leave of the Belles- 
Tattres function, expressed himself in this ubrupt way: “The 
end having come, it is fit that we end. Poctry having ceased 
to be read, or published, or written, how ean it continue to 
be reviewed? With your Lake Schools, and Border-Thief 
Schools, and Cockney and Satanic Schools, there has been 
enough to do; and now, all these Schools having barnt or 
smouldered themselves out, and left nothing but a widespread 
wreck of ashes, dust and cinders, —or perhaps dying embers, 
Kicked to and fro under the feet of innumerable women and 
children in the Magazines, and at best blown here and there 
into transient sputters, with vapor enough, so as to form what 
you might name « boundless Green-sick, or New-Sentimental, 
or Sleep-Awake School, — what remains but to adjust ourselves 
to cireumstances ? Urge me not,” continues the able Editor, 
suddenly changing his figure, “ with considerations that Poetry, 
as the inward voice of Life, must be perennial, only dead in 
one form to become alive in another; that this still abundant 
deluge of Metre, seeing thers must needs be fractions of Poetry 
floating scattered in it, ought still to be net-fished, at all events 
surroyed and taken note of: the survey of English Metre, at 
this epoch, perhaps transcends the human faculties; to hire 


? Eowavace Revirw, No 110. —1, Corm-Zaw Rymes Third Edition, 
fro. Lonilon, 1831. 
9. Love: a Poem. Wy the Author of “Com-la® Rhymes.” Third Edi 
tion. Svo. London, 181, 
3. The Vilage Pairtarch ; a Porm. By the Author of * Com-Law Rhymes." 
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out the reading of it, by ostimate, at a remonerative rate per 
page, would, in fow Quarters, reduce sie mason ieanginn Ne 
extant Review to the verge of insolvency.” 

‘Wiailicacieting piolionseon aacicaiy ante vacate BLA) 
Far be it from us to censure or counsel any able Editor; to 
draw aside the Editorial veil, and, officionsly prying into his 
interior mysteries, impugn the laws he walks by! For Editors, 
as for others, there are times of perplexity, wherein the eun- 
ning of the wisest will scantily suffice his own wants, to bay 
nothing of his neighbor's. 

‘To us, on our side, meanwhile, it remains clear that Poutry, 
or were if but Metn) should nowise be altogether neglected, 
Surely it is the Reviewer's trade to kit watching, not only the 
tillage, crop-rotation, marketings and good or evil hasbandry 
of the Economic Earth, but ulso the weatheraymptoms of the 
Literary Heaven, on which those former so much depend: 
any promising or threatening meteorie phenomenon make its 
appéaranes, and he proclaim not tidings thereof, it is at his 
peril. Farther, be it considered how, in this singular poetic 
epoch, # small matter constitutes a novelty. If the witolo 
Bt san puesta pe iB mee 
gleun, or speck of blue, cannot pass unheeded. 

‘The Works of this Corn-Law Rhymor we might liken rather 
to some little fraction of a rainbow: hues of joy and harmony, 
painted ont of troublous tears. No round full bow, indeed 
gloriously spanning the heavens; shone on by the full sun; 
and, with soven-striped, gold-crimgon border (a# is in come 
sort the office of Poetry) dividing Black from Brilliant: mot 
such; alas, still far from it! Yet, in very trath, « little pris 
matic blush, glowing genuine among the wot clouds; which 
proceeds, if you will, from a sun cloud-hidden, yot indicates 
that asun does shine, and above those vapors, a whole azure 
vault and celestial firmament stretch serene. 

Strange as it may soom, it is navertbeless trae, that here we 
have once more got sight of a Book calling itself Poetry, yet 
which actually is a kind'of Book, aud no empty 
Case, aud simulscrom or “ghost-defanct” of a 
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sellers’ counters, with a demand of real money for it, as if it 
too were a reality. The speaker here is of that singular class 
who have something to sny; whereby, though delivering him- 
olf in verso, and in these days, he does not deliver himself 
wholly in jargon, but articulately, and with a certain degree 
of meaning, that has been Jdelieved, and therefore is again 
believable, 

‘To some the wonder and interest will be heightened by an- 
other cireumstance: that the speaker In question is not school- 
learned, or even furnished with pecuniary capital; is, indeed, 
@ quite unmoneyed, russot-coated speaker; nothing or little 
other than a Sheffield worker in brass and iron, who describes 
himself as “one of the lower, little removed above the lowest 
class.” Be of what class he may, the man is provided, a we 
can perceive, with a rational god-created soul; which too has 
fashioned itself into some clearness, some self-subsistence, and 
can actually see and know with its own organs ; and in rugged 
substantial English, nay with tones of pootic melody, utter 
forth what it has seen. 

Tt used to be said that lions do not paint, that poor men do 
_ not write; but the case is altering now, Here is 8 voice com- 
ing from the deep Cyclopean forges, where Labor, in real soot © 
and sweat, beats with his thousand hammers “the red son of 
the furnace;” doing personal battle with Neoeasity, and her 
dark brute Powers, to make them reasonable and serviceable; 
an intelligible voice from the hitherto Mute and Irrational, to 
Ltoll ns at firsthand how it is with him, what in very deed. is 
tho theorem of the world and of himself, which he, in those 
dim depths of his, in that wearied head of his, has put together. 
To which voice, in severul respect significant enough, let good 
ear be given. 

Here too be it promised, that nowiso under the category of 
“Tneducated Poets,” or in any fashion of dilettante patron- 
age, can our Sheflleld friend be produced. His position is un- 
suitable for that: so is ours. Genius, which the French lady 
declared to be of no sex, is much more certainly of no rank; 
neither when “the spark of Nature's fire” has been imparted, 
should Education take high airs in her artificial light, — which 
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is too often but phosphorescence and putrescenos, In fant, 
it now begins to be suspected here and thore, that this same 
aristocratic reeognition, which locks down with an obliging 
smile from its throne, of bound Volumes and gold Ingots, and 
admite that it ia wonderfally well for one of the unedueated 
classes, may be getting out-of place. There are unhappy times 
in tho world’s history, when he that is the least educated will 
chiefly have to say that be is the least perverted; and with 
the multitude of false eye-glasses, convex, concave, green, even 
yellow, has not lost the natural use of his eyes. For a genera- \ 
tion that reads Cobbett’s Prose, and Burns's Pootry, it need be 
no miracle that hare -aleo is:8 tam who,oan dhendle bothi/pert | 
and hammer like a man. 

Nevertheless, this serene-highness attitude and temper is 0 
Saree eee ee eee 
and see what look it -has under that reverse saspect. ' How 
were it if we surmised, that for a man gifted with matural 
vigor, with @ man’s character to be developed in him, more 
especially if in the way of Literature, as Thinker and Writer, 
itis actually, in these strange days, no special misfortune to 
be trained up among the Uncducated classes, and not araong 
the Educated; but mther of two misfortunes the smaller ? 

Forall men, donbtleas, obstructions abound; spiritual growth 
must be hampered and stunted, and has to struggle through 
with difficulty, if it do not wholly stop. Wo may grant, too, | 
that, for a medioors character, the continual training and tator- 
ing, from language-masters, dancing-masters, posture-masters 
of all sorts, hired and volunteer, which a high rank in any 
time and country assures, there will be produced a certain 
superiority, or at worst, air of superiority, over the correspon. 
ing mediocre character of low rank: thus we perceive the 
vulgar Do-nothing, as contrasted with the vulgar Dradge, is in 
general a much prettier man; with a wider, perhaps clearer 
outlook into the distance; in innumerable superficial matters, 
however it may be when we go deeper, be has a manifest ad- 
vantage. But with the man of uncommon charactor, again; in 
whom a germ of irrepressible Forve has been implanted, and 
wild unfold itself into some sort of freedom, altogether the 
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reverse may hold. For such germs too, there is, undoubtedly 
enough, a proper soil where they will grow best, and an im 
proper one where they will grow worst. True also, where 
there is o will, there is a way ; whore a genius has been given, 
Ya possibility, a certainty of its growing is also given, Yet often 
it seems as if the injudicious gardening and manuring were 
worse than none at all; and killed what the inolemencies of 
[blind chance would have spared. We find socordingly that 
few Fredericks or Napoleons, indeed none since the great 
Alexander, who unfortunately drank himself to death too 
soon for proving what lay in him, were nursed up with an oye 
to their vocation: mostly with an eye quite the other way, in 
the midst of isolation and pain, destitution and contradiction. 
Nay in our own times, have we not scen two men of genius, a 
Byron and a Burns; they both, by mandate of Nature, strug- 
gle and must straggle towards clear Manhood, stormfally 
enough, for the space of sixand-thirty years; yet only the 
gifted Ploughman can partially prevail therein: the gifted 
Peer must toil and strive, and shoot out in wild efforts, yet 
die at last in Boyhood, with the promise of his Manhood 
| still but announcing itself in the distance, ‘Truly, a8 was ones 
‘writtan, “it is only the artichoke that will not grow except in 
gardens; the acorn is cast carelessly abroad into the wilder. 
ness, yet on the wild soil it nourishes itself, and rises to be 
an oak.” All woodmen, moreover, will tell you that fat ma- 
nure is the ruin of your oak ; likewise that the thinner and 
wilder your soil, the tougher, more iron-textured is your tim- 
ber, —though unhappily also the smaller. So too with the 
spirits of men: they become pure from their errors by suffer- 
ing for them; he who has battled, were it only with Poverty 
and hard toil, will be found stronger, more expert, than he 
who could stay at home from the battle, concealed among the 
Provision-wagons, or even not unwatehfully “abiding by the 
taf.” Tn which sense, an observer, not withous experience 
of our time, has said: Had I a man of clearly developed 
character (clear, sincere within its limits), of insight, courage 
and real applicable force of head and of heart, to search for; 
and not a man of laxuriously distorted character, with haugh- 
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tiness for courage, and for insight and applicable forse, apecu- 
lation and plausible show of force, — it were rather among the 
fJower than among the higher classes that I should look for 
him, 

A hard saying, indeed, seems this same: that he, whose | 
other wanta were all beforehand supplied; to whose capa- 
bilities no problem was presented except even this, How to 
cultivate them to best advantage, should attain leas real cul- 
tore than he whose first grand problem and obligation was 
nowise spiritual culture, but hard labor for his daily bread} 
‘Sad enough must the perversion be, where preparations 
such magnitude issue in abortion; and so sumptuous an Art 
with all ite appliances can accomplish nothing, not so mack 
as necessitous Nature would of herself have suppliel: Neven 
theless, so prognant is Life with evil as with good; to such 
height in an age rich, plethorically overgrown with means 
can means be accumulated in the wrong place, and immeasur. 
ably aggravate wrong tendencies, instead of righting them, 
this sad and strange result may actually turn out to have 
been realized. 

But what, after all, is meant by wneducated, in a time when 
Books have come into the world; come to be household furni- 
ture in every habitation of the civilized world? In the poorest 
cottage are Books; is one Boox, wherein for several thousands 
of yoars the spirit of man has found light, and nourishmens, 
and an interpreting response to whatever is Deepest im him; 
wherein still, to this day, for the eye that will look well, the 
Mystery of Existence reflects itsclf, if not resolved, yet re- 
vealed, and prophotically emblemed; if not to the satisfying 
of the outward senso, yet to the opening of the inward! sense, 
which is the far grinder result. “In Books lie the creative 
a ae Past,” All that mon have devised, 
disoove me, felt or imagined, lies recorded in Books ; 
wherein whoso has learned the mystery of spalling printed 
letters may find it, andl appropriate it. 

Nay, what indeed is all this? As if it were by univer 
sities and libraries and lecture-rooms, that man’s Kdneation, 
what we can call Edueation, were accomplished; solely, or 


— i 
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mainly, by instilling the dead letter and record of other men’s 
Foros, that the living Force of a new man were to be awak- 
ened, enkindled and purified into victorious clearness! Foolish 
Pedant, that sittest there compassionately descanting on the 
Learning of Shakespeare! Shakespeare bad penetrated into 
innumerable things; far into Nature with her divine Splen- 
dors aud infernal Terrors, her Ariel Melodies, and mystic 
mandragora Moans; far into man’s workings with Nature, 
into man’s Art and Artifice; Shakspeare knew (Kenned, which 
in those days still partially meant con-ned) innumerable things; 
what men are, and what the world is, and how and what men 
aim nt thore, from the Dame Quickly of modern Eastchoap 
to the Cxsar of ancient Rome, orer many countries, over 
many centuries: of all this he had the clearest understanding 
and constructive comprehension; all this was his Learning 
and Insight; what now is thine? Insight into none of those 
things; perhaps, strictly considered, into no thing whatever: 
solely into thy own sheepskin diplomas, fat academic honors, 
into yooables and alphabetic letters, and but a little way into 
these!—The grand result of schooling is a mind with just 
vision to discern, with free force to do: the grand school- 
master is Practice, 

‘And now, whon kenning and can-ning have become two 
altogether different wards; and this, the first principle of 
human culture, the foundation-stone of all but false imagi- 
nary culture, that men must, bafore every other thing, be 

ined to do somewhat, has been, for some generations, laid 
quictly on the shelf, with such result as we sec, — consider 
what advantage those same uneducated Working classes hare 
ovor the educated Unworking classes, in one particular; here- 
in, namely, that they must work, To work! What ineal- 
eulable sources of cultivation lic in that process, in thab 
attempt; how it lays hold of the wholé man, not of a small 
theoretical calculating fraction of him, but of the whole prac- 
tical, doing and daring and enduring man; thereby to awaken 
dormant fnoultics, root out old exrors, at every step! He 
that has done nothing has known nothing, Vain is it to sit 
scheming and plausibly discoursing: up and be doing! If 
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thy knowledge be real, put it forth from thee: grapple with 
real Naturo; try thy theories there, and soe bow they hold 
out. Doone thing, for the first time in thy life doa thing; 
a new light will rise to thee on the doing of all things what- 
soover. Truly, a boundless significance lies in work; whereby 
the humblest craftsman comes to attain much, which is of 
indispensable use, but which he who ix of no craft, were he 
never 0 high, runs the risk of missing. Once turn to Practice, 
Error and Truth will no longer consort together: the result of 
Error invalves you in the square root of a negative quantity ; 
try to extract that, to extract any earthly substance or sus 
tenance from that! The honorable Membar ean disoorer that 
“there is a reaction,” and believe it, and wearisomely reason 
on it, in spite of all men, while he so pleases, for still his 
wine and his oil will not, fail him: but the sooty Brazier, 
who discovered that brass was greon-cheese, has to act on 












beat into fire-proof dishes; that such discovery, therefore, 
has no legs to stand on, and must even be let fall Now, 
take this principle of difference through the entire lives of 
two men, and calculate what it will amount to! Necessity, 
moreover, which we here see as tho mother of Accuracy, is 
well known as the mother of Invention. He who wants evory- 
thing must know many things, do many things, to procure 
oven a fe ifferent enough with him, whose indispensable 
knowledge ia this only, that a finger will pull the bell! 

So that, for all men who live, we may eoncluda, this Life 
of Man is a school, wherein the naturally foolish will con 
tinue foolish though you bray him in a mortar, but the 
naturally wise will gather wisdom under every disad: 
What, meanwhile, mnst be the condition of an Era, when the 
highest advantages there become perverted into drawbacks; 
when, if you take two men of genias, and put the one between 
the handles of a plough, and mount the other between the 
painted coronets of  coach-and-four, and bid them both more 
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fall of Iamp-black, tyranvous wage, hard toll, and the other 
into Oxford universities, with lexicons and libraries, awl hired 
expositors and sumptuous endowments, the former shall come 
[outa Dr: Pronklin, the tatter « De. Pare} — 


However, we are not here to write an Essay on Education, 
or sing mésereres over a “world in its dotage;” but simply 
to say that our Coru-Law Rhymer, educated or uneducated 
ax Nature and Art have made him, asks not the smallest 

or compassion for his rhymes, professes not the 
smallest contrition for them. Nowise in such attitade does 
he present himself} not eupplicatory, depreeatory, but sturdy, 
defiant, almost menacing. Wherefore, indeed, shonld he sup- 
plicate or deprecate ? Tt is out of the abundance of the heart 
that ho has spoken: praiso or blame cannot make it truer or 
falsor than it already is. By the grace of God this man is 
sufficient for himself; by his skill in metallurgy can beat out 
a toileome but # manful living, go how it may ; has arrived 
too at that cingular audacity of believing what he knows, and 
acting on it, or writing on it, or thinking on it, without leave 
asked of any one: there shall he stand, and work, with head 
and with hand, for himself and the world; blown about by 
no wind of doctrine; frightened at no Reviewer's shadow; 
having, in his time, looked substances enongh in the fave, 
and remained unfrightened. —* 

‘What is left, therefore, but to take what he brings, and as he 
brings it? Let as be thankful, were it only for the day of 
amall things Something tt is that we have lived to welsame 
ones more a sweet Singer wearing the likeness of a Man In 
humble guise, it is truc, and of stature more or less marred 
in its development; yet not without a gonial robustness, 
strongth and valor built on honesty and’ lotw;"or the whole, 
genuine man, with somewhat of the eye and speech anil bear- 
ing that bescems a man. To whom all other genuine mon, how 
different soever in subordinate particulars, can gladly hold out 
the right hand of fellowship. 

I~ ‘Tho great exeetlenes of our Rhymer, be it understood, then, 
wo take to cousist even in this, often hinted at already, that 
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he is genuine. Here is an earnest truthspeaking man; no 
thoorizor, sentimontalizer, but a practical nian of work and en- 





eavor, man of sufforance and endurance. ‘Tho thing that he| 


speaks is not a hearsay, but a thing which he has himself 
known, and by experience become assured of. He has used 
his eyes for seeing; uses his tonguo for declaring what he has 
seen. His voice, therefore, among the many noises of our 
Planet, will deserve its place better than the most; will be 
well worth some attention. Whom clse should we attend to 
but such ? The man who speaks with some half shadow of a 
Belief, and supposes, and inclines to think; and considers not 
with undivided soul, what is trac, but only what is plausible, 
and will find audience and recompense: do we not meet him 
at every street-turning, onall highways and by-ways ; is he not 
stale, unprofitable, ineffectual, wholly grown a weariness of the 
flesh 2 So rare is his opposite in any rank of Literature or of 
Life, so very rare, that even in the lowest he is precious. ‘The 
anthentic insight and experience of any human soul, wore it 
but insight and experience in hewing of wood and drawing of 
water, is real knowledge, a real possession and acquirement, 
how small soever: paladra, again, were it a supreme pontiff's, 
is wind merely, and nothing, or less than nothing. To a con+ 
siderable degree, this man, we say, has worked himself loose 
from cant and conjectural halfnoss, idle pretences and ballu- 
cinations, into a condition of Sincerity. Wherein, perhaps, as 
above argued, his hard social environment, and fortune to be 
“a workman born,” which brought so many other retardations 
with it, may have forwarded and accelerated him. 

‘That a man, Workman or [leman, encompassed, as in these 
days, with persons in a state of willing or unwilling Insin- 
cerity, and necessitated, a3 man is, to learn whatever he does 
traditionally learn by fmitating these, should nevertheless 
shake off Insincerity, and struggle out from that dim pestif- 
erous marsh-atmosphere, into a clearer and purer height, — be- 
tokens in. him a certain Originality; in which rare gift, force 
of all kinds is presupposed. To our Rhymer, accordingly, as 
hinted more than once, vision and determination have not 
been denied: s ragged, home-grown understanding is in him; 
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whereby, in his own way, he has mastered this and that and 
Jooked into various things; in general honestly and to purpose, 
vometimes dooply, piereingly and with a Seor's eye. Strong 
thoughts aro not wanting, beautiful thoughts; strong and 
Deantiful expressions of thought As traceable, for instance, 
in this wew illustration of an old argument, the mischief of 
Commereial Restrictions; — 


“Theso, O pe quacks, thesn are your remedies : 
Alins for the Rich, a bread-tax for the Poor! 
Soul-purehased harvests ou the tudigent moor!— 
‘Thus the wingod victor of a hundral fighte, 

‘The warrior Ship, bows low her banner'd head, 
Whee thevugl her plaaks the sea-boru reptile bites 
Its dendly way ;—and atnks in Onean's bed, 
Vanquish'd by worms, What thon? ‘The worss were fed) 
Wil. not God smite thee black, thoo whited wall? 
‘Ths life is lawless, and thy law « Ye, 

Or Nature is « dream mnnatural : 

Look on the eloada, tho streams, the oarth, the skys 
Lo, all |s interchange and harmony t 

Where is the gorgeous pomp which, yéetor morny 
Cartain'd you Orb with amber, fold on foldt 

Bohoid & in tho blue of Rivelin, borne 

To feed the all-feeding cea! The molten gold 

Is flowing pale in Lozloy's waters cold) 

‘To kindle into beauty tree ani flower, 

And make to verdant lifo hill, vale and plain, 

Clond trades with river, und exchange ix power : 
Bot should the clonds, the stroams, the wiads disdalp 
Harmonious intercourse, nor dew nor raln 

Would forost-crown the mountains: airloss day 
Wonld blast on Kinderscout the heathy glow ; 

No parply green would mooken into gray 

‘Olor Don af eve; no sound of river's dow 

Disturb the Sepalehre of all blow.” 





Nature and the doings of men have not passed by this man 
unheeded, like the endless cloud-mck in dull weather; or 
lightly heeded, like a theatrie phantasmagoria; but earmestly 
inquired into, like a thing of reality; reverently loved and 
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worshipped, as a thing with divine significance in its reality, 
glimpses of which divineness he has caught and laid to heart. 
For his vision, as was said, partakes of the genuinely Poetical; 
be is not a Rhymer and Speaker only, but, in some genuine 
sense, something of a Poet. 

Farther, we must admit him, what indeed.is already herein 
admitted, to be, if clearsighted, also brave-hearted, A troub- 
lous element is his; Life of painfulness, toil, insecurity, 
scarcity; yet he fronts it like aman; yields not to it, tames 
it into some subjection, some order; its wild fearful dinning 
and tumult, as of a devouring Chaos, becomes a sort of wild 
warmusic for him; wherein too are passages of beauty, of 
melodious melting softness, of lightness and briskness, even of 
joy. The stout heart is also a warm and kind one; Affection 
dwells with Danger, all the holier and the lovelier for such 
stern environment. A working man is this; yet, as we said, 
a man: in his sort, a courageous, mueh-loving, faithfully endur- 
ing and endeavoring man, 

What such a one, s0 gifted and so placed, shall say to a 
Time like ours; how he will fashion himself into pence, or 
war, or armed neutrality, with the world and his fellow-men; 
and work out his course in joy and grief, in victory and defeat, 
is a question worth asking: which in these three little Vol- 
umes partly receives answer. Ie bas turned, as all thinkers 
up toa very high and rare order in these days must do, into 
Politics ; i a Reformer, at least a stern Complainer, Railical 
to the core: his poetic melody takes an elegiaco-tragical char- 
acter; mush of him is converted into hostility, and grim, 
hardly suppressed indignation, such as right Jong denied, hope 
Jong deferred, may awaken in the kindliest heart. Not yet as 
a rebel against anything does he stand; but as a free man, and 
the spokesman of free men, not far from rebelling against 
much ; with sorrowful appealing dew, yet also with incipient 
lightning, in his eyes; whom it were not desirable to provoke 
into rebellion. He says in*Vulcanic dialect, bis feelings have 
be Aammored till they are cold-short ; 20 they will no longer 

bend; “they snap, and fly off,” in the face of the bammerer. 
Not ‘unnatural, though lamentable! Nevertheless, under all 
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disguises of the Radical, the Poet is still recognizable: a cer 
tain music breathes through all divsonances, as the prophecy 
and ground-tone of returning harmony; the man, a3 we said, 
is af a poetical nature. 

To his Political Philosophy there is perhaps no great im. 
portance attachable. Hoe feels, aa all men that live must do, 
the disorganization, and hard-grinding, unequal pressure of 
our Social Affairs; but sees into it only a very little farther 
than far inferior men do, The frightful condition of a Time, 
when public and private Principle, az the wor was ones un- 
derstood, having gone ont of sight, and Solf-inbsrest being left 
to plot, and stragyle, and scramble, as it could and would, Dif- 
ficulties had aecumulated till they were no longer to be borne, 
and the spirit that should have fronted and conquered then 
seemed to have forsaken the world;—when the Rich, as the 
utmost they could resolve on, liad ceased to govern, and. the 
Poor, in thoir fast-accurmulating numbers, and over-widening 
complexities, had ceased to be able to do without governing; 
and now the plan of “Competition” and Laissexfaire” was, 
on every aide, approashing its consummation; and cach, bound 
up in the circle of his own wants and perils, stood grimly dine 
trustful of his neighbor, and the distracted Common-weal was 
-a Common-woe, and to all men it became apparent: that the 
end was drawing nigh:—all this black aspect of Ruin and 
Decay, visible enough, experimentally known to our Sheffield 
friend, he calls by the name of “Corn-Law,” and expects to 
be in good part delivered from, were the scoursed Breail-tax 
repealed. 

+ Tn this systern of political Doctrine, even as here so em- 
phatically set forth, there ix not much of novelty. Radicala 
we have many; loud enough on this and other grievances ; the 
removal of which is to be the one thing needful. The deep, 
wide flood of bitterness, and hope becoming hopelese, lies 
laerid, corrosive in every bosom; and flows fiercely enough 
through any orifice Accident may open: through Law-Reform, 

__Logislative Reform, Poor-Laws, want of Poor-Laws, ‘Tithes, 

\ Game-Laws, or, as we see here, Corn-Laws. Whereby indead 
only this becomes clear, that a deep, wide flood of evil does 
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exist and corrode; from which, in all ways, blindly ard. sce: 
ingly, men seek deliverance, and cannot rest til) they find it; 
least of all til they know what part and proportion or it is to 
be found. But with us foolish sons of Adam this is ever the 
way: some evil that lies nearest us, be ita chronio sickness, 
or bat a'smoky chimney, is ever the acme and sum-total of all 
Jovil thie black hydra that shuts us out from a Promised Land; 
and so, in poor Mr. Shandy’s fashion, must we “shift from 
trouble to trouble, and from side to side; button up one cause * 
of vexation, and unbutton another.” = 
Thus for our keen-hearted singer, and sufferer, has the 
*Bread-tax,” in itself a considerable but no immonsurable 
sntoke-pillar, swolm oat to be a world-embracing Darkness, that 
darkens and suflceates the whole-earth, and has blotted out 
the heavenly stars. Into the merit of the Corn-Laws, which | 
Tins often been discussed, in fit season, by competent hands, we 
do not enter here; least of all in the way of argument, in the 
way of blame, towards one who, if he read such’ merit with 
some etphasis “on the scantier trenchers of his children,” 
may well be pardoned. That the “Bread-tax.” with various 
othor taxes, may ere long be! altered and abrogated, and the 
Corn-Trade become as free as the poorest * bread-taxed drudge” 
conld wish it, or the richest “ satrap bread-tax-fed” could foar 
it, seems no extravagant hypothesis: would that the mad Time 
eonld; by such simple helleboredose, be healed! Alas for tae 
Aiseases of a world lying in wickedness, in heart-sickness and 
atrophy, quite another aleahost is needed ;—a Tong, painful 
course of medicine and regimen, surgery:und physic, nob yet 
specified or indicated in the Royal-College Books 
But if there is little novelty in our friend's Political Phi- 
lovophy, there is some in his political Feeling and Poetry. 
‘The poodliarity of this Radical is, that with all his stormful 
dvstructivencss lis combines a decided loyalty and faith. If 
lis despise and traiple under foot on the one hand, he exalts 
and reverences on tho other; the “landed panyier in his coach- 
and-four” rolls all the more glaringly, contrasted with the 
“Rockinghams and. Savilles” of the past, with the “Tans 
downs and Fitewilliams,” many a “ Wentworth’s lord,” stir 
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“a blessing” to the present. This man, indeed, has in him the 
root of all reverence, —a principle of Religion. He believes 
in a Godhead, not with the lips only, bot apparently with the 
hoart; who, as has boen written, and often felt, “reveals Him- 
self in Parents, in all true Teachers and Rulers,” — as in false 
‘Teachers and Rulers quite Another may be revealed! Our 
Rhymer, it would seem, is no Methodist: far enough from it. 
He makes “the Ranter,” in his hot-headed way, exclaim over 
“The Hundred Popes of England's Jemuitry ;" 

and adds, by way of note, in his own person, some still stronger 
sayings: How “this baneful corporation, dismal as its Reign 
of Terror is, and long-armed its Holy Inquisition, must con- 
descend to learn and teach what is useful, or go where all 
nuisances go.” As little perhaps is he a Churchman; the 
“Cadi-Dorvish ” seems nowise to hia mind. Searcely, how- 
ever, if at all, does he show aversion to the Church as Church; 
or, among his many griefs, touch upon Tithes as one. But, in 
any case, the black colors of Life, even as here painted, and 
brooded over, do not hide from him that a God is the Author 
and Sustainer thereof; that God’s world, if made a House of 
Imprisonment, can also be a House of Prayer; wherein for 
the weary and heary-laden-pity and hope are not altogether 
out away. 

It is chiefly in virtue of this inward temper of heart, with 
the clear disposition and adjustment which for all else results 
therefrom, that our Radical attains to be Poetical; that the 
harsh groanings, contentions, upbraidings, of one who unhap- 
pily has felt constrained to adopt such mode of utterance, 
become ennobled into something of music, If a land of bond- 
age, this is still his Father’s land, and the bondage endures 
not forever. As worshipper and believer, the captive look 
with seeing eye: the aspect of the Infinite Universe stil) fills 
him with an Infinite feeling; his chains, were it but for mo- 
ments, fall away ; he soars free aloft, and the sunny regions of 
Poesy and Freedom gleam golden afar on the widened horizon, 
Gleamings we say, prophetic dawnings from those far regions, 
Spring up for him; nay, beams of actual radiance. In his 
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rnggedness, and dim contractedness (rather of place than of 
organ), he is not without touches of a focling and vision, 
which, even in the strieter sense, is to be named poetical. 

One deeply poetical idea, above all others, seems to. hare 
taken hold of him: the idea of Trax, As was natura] to a 
poctic soul, with few objects of Art im its environment, and 
driven inward, rather than invited outward, for occupation. 
‘This deep mystery of everflowing ‘Time; bringing forth, and 
as the Ancients wisely fabled, devouring what it has brought 
forth ; rushing on, im us, yet above us, all uncontrollable by us; 
and under it, dimly visible athwart it, the bottomless Eternal; 
—this is, indeed, what.we may call the primary idea af Poe. 
try ; the first. that introduces itself into the pootic mind. As 
hero s— 


“The boe shall seek to settle on his hand, 
Bat from the vacant bench haste to the moor, 
Mourning the last of England's high-soul'd Poor, 
‘And bid the mountains weep for Enoch Wray. 
And for themselves, — albett of things that last 
Unalter'd moet ; for they shall pass away 
Like Enoeh, thoagh their iron roots sents faust, 
Bound to tho eternal fitare as the past: 
‘Tho Patsiareh died; and they shall be no morat 
Yos, and tho sailleas worlds, which navigate 
‘The unutterable Deep, that hath no shore, 
Will love their vtarry splendor soon or lato, 
Like tapers, quench’d by Him, whoo will is fate! 
Yor, and tho Angel of Eternity, 
Who cumbers worlds and writes their names in light, 
Ono day, O Earth, will look in vain for thoo, 
‘And start anil stop in his unerring flight, 
And with his wings of sotrow and affright 
Veil his inpassion'd brow and heavenly tears!” 


And not the first idea only, bat the greatest, properly the 
parent of all others. For if it can rise in the romotest ages, 
in the rudest states of culture, whorever an “inspired thinker’ 
happens to exist, it connects itself still with all great things; 
with the highest regults of new Philosophy, as of primeval 
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‘Theology ; and for the Post, in particular, is as the lifeelemont, 
wherein alone his conceptions can take poetio form, and the 
whole world become miraculous and magical. 


We are such any 
‘Ax Dreams are made of: and our little lif 
Ib rounded with a Sleop!” 


Figure that, believe that, O Reader; then say whether the 
Arabian Tales seom wonderful !—“ Rounded with a sleep (mit 
Schlaf wngeden) |" says Jean Paul ; “these three words created 
whole volumes in me.'" 

‘To turn now on our worthy Khymer, who has brought us so 
much, and stingily insist on his errors and shorteomings, were 
no honest procedure. We should have the whole poctical en- 
eyclopwdin to draw upon, and say commodiously, Such and 
such an item is not here; of which encyclopwdia the highest 
genins can fill but a portion. With much merit, far from 
common in his time, he is not without something of the faults 
of his time, Wo praised him for originality ; yet is there a cor- 
tain remainder of imitation in him; a tang of the Circulating 
Libraries ; as in Sancho’s wine, with its key and thong, there 
was a tang of iron and leather. To be reminded of Crabbe, 
with his trathful severity of style, in such a place, we cannot 
object; but what if there were a slight bravura dash of the fair 
tuneful Hemans? Still more, what hare we to do with Byron, 
and his flerce vociferous mouthings, whether “ passionate,” or 
not passionate and only theatrical? King Cambyses’ vein 
is, after all, but a worthless one; no vein for a wise man. 
Strength, if that be the thing aimed at, docs not manifest ituelf 
in spasms, but in stout bearing of burdens. Our Author says, 
“It is too bad to exalt intoa hero the coxcomb who would 
have gone into hysterics if a tailor bad laughed at him.” 
Walk not in his footsteps, then, we say, whether as hero or 
as singer; repent « little; for example, over somewhat in that 
fuliginous, blue-flaming, pitel-and-sulphur “ Dream of Enoch 
Wray,” and write the next otherwise. 

We mean no imitation in a bad palpable sense; only that 
there is a tone of such occasionally audible, which ought to be 
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removed ;—of which, in any case, we make not much | Imita- 
tion is « leaning on something foreign ; ineompbeteness of indi- 
vidual development, defeet of free utterance. From the same 
source spring most of our Author's faults; in particular, his 
worst, which, after all, is intrinsically a defect of manner. He 
has little or no Humor, Without Humor of charveter he ean 
not well be; but it has not yet got to utterance. ‘Thus, where 
he has mean things to deal with, he knows not how to deal 
with them ; oftenest deals with them more or less meanly. In 
his ¥itaperative prose Notes, he seems embarrassed; and bab 
ill hides his embarrassment, under an air of predetermined 
sarcasm, of knowing briskness, almost of vulgar pertness. He 
says, he caunot help it; he is poor, hant-worked, and “soot is 
soot.” Trac, indeed; yet there is no connection between 
Poverty and Discourtesy; which latter originates in Dulness 
alone. Courtesy is the duc of man to man; not of suitot- 
clothes, to sultofelothes, He who coukt master so many 
things, and make evon Cofn-Laws rhyme, we require of him 
this farther thing: a bearing worthy of himself, and of the 
order he belengs to,—the highest and most ‘ancient of all 
orders, that of Manhood. A pert snappishneas is no manner 
for a brave man; and then the manor 90 soon influences the 
matter: afar worse result. Let him speak wise things, and 
speak tham wisely; which Tatler may be done iu many dia- 
lects, grave and gay, only in the anappiah dialect seldom or 
never. 

‘The truth is, as might have been expected, there isstill much 
lying in him to be developed ; the hope of which development 
it were rather sud to abendon. Why, for example, should not 
his view of the world, his knowledge of what is and has been 
in the world, indefinitely extend itself? ‘Were he merely tho 
“uneducated Post,” we should say, he had read Targely; a5 he 
is not sach, we say. Read still more, much more largely. Books 
enough there are in England, and of quita another weight and 
worth than that ciroulatingJibrary sort; may be procured too, 
may be read, even by a hard-worked man; for what man 
(cither in God's service or the Devil's, as himself chooses it) 
is not hard-worked ? But here again, where there is a will 


a 
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there is a way. Trae, our friend is no longer in his teena; 
yet still, ax would seem, in the vigor of his years: we hope too 
that his mind is not finally shut in, but of the improvable and 
enlargeable sort, If Alfieri (also kept busy enough, with horso- 
breaking and what not) learned Greek after he was fifty, why 
is the Cora-Law Rhymer too old to learn ? 

Howover, bo in the future what there may, our Rhymer has 
already done what was much more difficult, and better than 
roading printed books;—looked into the great prophetia 
manuscript Book of Existence, and read little passages there. 
Hore, for example, is a sentence tolerably spelled: — 


“ Whore toils tho Mill by ancient woods embraced, 
Hark, how tho cold ater! sereama in hissing fire! 
Blind Enoch secs the Grinder’a wheel no more, 
‘Couch’d beneath rocks and forests, that admire 
‘Their beauty in the waters, ere they roar 
Dash'd in white foam the swift cireninferonce ole, 
‘There draws tho Grinder his laborious breath ; 
‘There conghing at his deadly trade he bends: 
Born to die young, ho foars nor man nor death} 
Scorning the futare, what he earns he spends; 
Debauch and riot are his bosom friends. 

Boheld his failings! Hath he virtues toot 

He is uo Paper, blackguand though he be: 

Full woll he knows what miads combined oan doy 
Full woll maintains his birthright: he is free, 
And, frown for frown, oututares monopoly. 

Yet Abraharn and Eltict both in valn 

Bid selene on his chook prolong the loam: 

Ho will not live! Ho seems in haste to gain 

‘Tho undisturb’d agylum of the tomb, 

And, old at two-nnd-thirty, smesta his doom {® 


Or this, “of Jem, the rogue avowed,” 


“Whose trade is Poaching! Honest Jem works not, 
Bogs not, bat thrives by plundering beggars here 
Wise ax a lord, sud quite ax govt a shot, 

Ho, like hie hottors, lives in hate and fear, 
And feeds ou partridge beeause breail is dear. 





CORN-LAW RHYMES. - oT 


Biro of six sons apprenticed to the jail, 
‘He prowls in arms, the Tory of the night; 

With them bo shares his battlos and his alo, 

‘With him thoy feel the majesty of might, 

No Despot bettor known that Powor is Right. 
‘Mark his unpaidish sneer, his lordly frown ; 

‘Hark how he calls tho beadlo and lanky liars 
S00 how magnificently he breaks down 

His neighbor's fenca, if so his will requires, 

And ep ats oo the = ‘st 

Jom rises with the Wooo} bas: hen ala 
Homeward with anck-like pockets, and quick heels 
Hungry ns boroughmongering gowl, he slinks. 
He roads not, writes not, thinks not, soarcely fools: 
Steals all he gots; servos Holl with all be steals! * 


It is rustic, rade existence; barren moors, with the smoke 
of Forges rising over the waste expanse, Alus, no Arcadia 
but the actual dwelling-place of actual toil-grimed sons of 
Tubal-cain: yet are there blossoms, and the wild natural fra- 
grance of gorse and broom; yet has the Craftsman pauses in 
his toil; the Craftsman too has an inheritance in Earth, aud 
even in Heaven: — 


“Light! All is not corrupt, for thou art pure, 
Unchanged and changeloss. ‘Vhough frail man is vile, 
‘Thou lool’at on him; serene, sublime, secure, 
Yo, like thy Father, with « pitying wile, 

Evon on this wintry day, aa marble oold, 
Angola might qait their home to visit theo, 

‘And match their plamage with thy mantle roll’d 
Benoath God's Throne, olor billows of a nen 
Whose ialos are Worlds, whose bounds Infinity, 
Why, then, is Enoch absent from my side? 

T miss tho runtle of his eilvor hair; 

A guide no morn, F seem to want a guide, 
While Enosh journeys to the house of prayers 
Ab, neTer came Sabbath-day but he was there! 
Lo how, Uke bin, orect and strong though gray, 
‘Yoo village-tower time-touch'd to God appeals! 
And bark! the chimes of morning dio away: 
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Harlc! to tho heart the solemn sweetness steals, 
Like the heart's roiee, unfelt by none who focks 
That God ix Love, that Man is living Dust; 
‘Unfelt by none whom ties of brotherhood 

‘Link to hia ind; by none who pate hin tenst 

Tn nought of Earth that hath survived the Flooa, 
Save those mute charities, by which the guod 
Strongthon poor worms, and werve their Maler beet, 
Hail, Sabbath! Day of mervy, peace and reet | 
‘Thou o'er loud cities throw'st a noiseless spell ; 
‘The hamicr there, the whecl, the saw molest 
Pale Thought no more: o'er Trade's contentions bell: 
Mook Quict spreads her wings invisible. 

And wheu thon com'st, leew Kilent are the ficlda, 
‘Through wheee swoet paths the toil-fered townsman steals. 
"To him the wory air a banquet yielda. 

Envious he watcher tho polsed hawk that wheels 
‘His fight on chainloss winds. Each cloud reveals 
A pamdise of beauty to his eye. 

‘His little Boys are with him, seoking flower, 

Or chasing the to-vemturous gilded fly. 

‘So by the daisy's vide ho spends the hours, 
Renewing friendship with the budding bowers: 
And while might, beanty, good without alloy, 

‘Are mirror'd in his children’s happy eyes, — 

In His great Temple offering thankfnl joy 

"To Him, the infinitely Great and Wise, 

With sont attnned to Nature's harmonies, 

Serene and cheerful as a sporting child, — 

His heart refuses to believe that man 

Could tarn into a hell the blooming wild, 

‘The bliefal country where Kis ehfldhood ran 
Arico with infant rivers, ere began” 


—‘king-humbling” Broad-tax, “blind Misrule,” and sever 
other crabbed things! 


And so our Corn-Taw Rbymer plays his part. In this wise 
does he indite and act his Drama of Life, which for him is all 
too Domestic-Tragical. It ia said, “the good actor soon makes 
us forget the bad theatre, were it but a barn; while, again, 
nothing renders so apparent the badness of the bad actor a3 ® 
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theatre of peculiar excellence.” How much moro in a theatre 
and drama such as these of Life itself! One other item, how+ 
ever, we must note in that ill-decorated Sheffield theatre: 
the back-eoene and bottom-decoration of it all; which is no 
other than 2 Workhouse. Alas, the Workhouse is the bourn 
whither all these actors and workers are bound; whence none 
that has onco passed it returns! A bodoful sound, like the 
rustle of approaching world-devouring tornadoes, quivers 
through their whole existence; and the voice of it is, Pauper 
ism! The thanksgiving they offer up to Heaven is, that they 
are not yet Paupers; the earnest cry of their prayer is, that 
“God would shield them from the bitterness of Parish Pay.” 
Mournful enough, that a white European Man must pray 
wistfully for what the horse he drives is sure of, —That the 
strain of his whole faculties may not fail to earn him food 
and lodging. Mournfu) that a gallant manly spirit, with an 
eye to discern the world, a heart to reverence it, a hand cun- 
ning and willing to labor in it, must be haunted with such a 
fear. The grim end of it all, Beggary! A soul loathing, what 
true souls ever loathe, Dependence, help from the unworthy 
to help; yet sucked into the world-whirlpool, able to do no 
other: the highest in man’s heart struggling vainly against 
the lowest in man’s destiny! In good truth, if many a sickly 
und sulky Byron, or Byronlet, glooming over the woes of ex- 
istence, and how unworthy God's Universe is to have so dis 
tinguished a resident, could transport himself into the patched 
cont and sooty apron of n Sheffield Blacksmith, made with ax 
strange faculties and feelings as he, made by God Almighty all 
‘one a8 he was, — it would throw a light on much for him. 
Meanwhile, is it not frightful ns well as mournful to con- 
sider how the wide-spread evil ix spreading wider and wider? 
Most persons, who have had eyes to look with, may have 
verified, in their own circle, the statement of this Shetfield 
Fye-witness, and “from their own knowledge and observation 
fearlessly declare that the little master-manufacturer, that the 
working man generally, is ina much worse condition than he 
‘was twenty-five years ago.” Unhappily, the fact is too plain; 
the reason and scientific necessity of it is too plain. In this 
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wad state of things, every new man. is a new misfortune; 
every new market a new complexity; the chapter of chances 
grows ever more incaleulable; the hungry gamesters (whose 
stake is their life) are ever increasing in nambers; the world- 
movement rolls on: by what method shall the weak anid help- 
necting, who hos none to help him, withstand it? Alas, how 
many brave hearts, ground to pleces in that unequal battle, 
have already sunk; in every sinking heart, a Tragedy, lesa 
famous than that of the Sons of Atreus; whereia, however, 
if no “kingly house,” yet a manly house went to the dust, and 
athole manly lineage was swept away! Must. it grow worss 
and worse, till the last brave heart is broken in England; and 
this same “brave Peasantry” has bocome a kowncl of wild- 
howling ravenous Pauper? God be thanked! there is some 
feeble shadow of hope that the change snay have begun while 
it was yet time, You may lift the pressure from the free 
man's shoulders, and bil him go forth rejoicing; but lif the 
slave's burden, he will only wallow the more composedly: in his 
sloth: a nation of degraded men cannot be raised up, except 
‘ly what we rightly name a miracle. 

Under which point of view also, thoao little Volum, indi- 
eating such a character in such a place, are not without sig. 
nificance. One faint symptom, perhaps, that clearwess will 
return, that there is a possibility of its return. It is as if from 
that Gehenna of Manafacturing Radicalism, from umid its 
loud roaring and cursing, whereby nothing became feasible, 
nothing knowable, except this only, that misery and malady 
existed thero, we heard now some manful tone of reason and 

determination, wherein alone can there be profit, or promise 
of deliverance. In this Com-Law Rhymer we seem-to trace 
something of the antique spirit; a spirit which had long be- 
come invisible among our working as among other classes; 
which here, perhaps almost for the first time, reveals itself in 
an altogether modern political vesture. “The Pariahs of the 
Isle of Woe," as be passionately names them, are no longer 
Pariahs if they have beeome Men. Here is one man of their 
tribe; in several respects a true man; who has abjured Hy- 
Poorisy and Sorvility, yet not therewith trodden Religion and 
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Loyalty under foot; not without justness of insight, dovout 
ness, peaceable heroism of resolve; who, in all cireumstances, 
even in these strange ones, will be found quitting himself like 
@ man. Ono such that has found a voice: who knows how 
many mute but not inactive brethren he may have, in his own 
and in all other ranks? Seven thousand that have not bowed 
the knoe to Baal! Theso are the men, whereacever found, 
who are to stand forth in England’s evil day, on whom the 
\ hope of England rests. 

For it bas been often said, and must often be said again, 
that all Reform excopt a moral one will prove unavailing. 
Political Reform, pressingly enough wanted, can indeed root 
out the weeds (gross deep-fixed lazy dock-weeds, poisonous 
obscene hemlocks, ineffectual spurry in abundance); but it 
leaves the ground empty,—ready either for noble fruits, or 
for new worse tares! And how else is a Moral Reform to be 
looked for but in this way, that more and more Good Men are, 
by a bountiful Providence, sent hither to disseminate Good- 
ness; literally to sow it, as in seeds shaken abroad by the liv- 
ing tree? For such, in all ages and places, is the nature of a 
Good Man; he is ever a mystic creative centre of Goodness: 
his influence, if wo consider it, is not to be measured; for his 
works do not die, but being of Eternity, are eternal; and in 
new transformation, and ever-wider diffusion, endure, living 
and life-giving. Thou who exclaimest over the horrors and 
baseness of the Time, and how Diogenes would now need two 
lanterns in daylight, think of this: over the Time thou hast 
no power; to redeem a World sunk in dishonesty has not been 
given thee: solely over one man therein thou bast a quite 
absolute uncontrollable power; him redeem, him make honest; 
it will be something, it will be much, and thy life and labor 
not in vain. 


We have given no epitomized abstract of these little Books, 
such as is the Reviewer's wont: we would gladly permado 
many reader, high and low, who takes interest not in thyme 
only, but in reason, and the eondition of his fellow-man, to 


purchase and peruse them for himwelf. — 
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love of worth, and how willingly the Public, did not thousand. 
‘yoiced Puffery #0 confuse it, would have to do with substances, 
and not with deceptive shadows, that these Volumes carry 
“Third Edition" marked on them,—on all of them bat the 
newest, whose fate with the reading world we yet know not; 
which, howover, seems to deserve not worse but better than 
either of ite forerunners. 

Nay, it appears to us as if in this humble Chant of the 
Village Patriarch might be traced radiments of » truly great 
idea; groat thongh all undoreloped. The Rhapsody of “Enoch 
Wray” is, in its nature and unconscious tendency, Epie; a 
whole world lies shadowed in it, What we might call an ine 
articulate, halfaudible Epio! The main figure is a blind aged 
man; himself a ruin, and encircled with the ruin of a whole 
Era, Sad and great does that image of a universal Dissolution 
hover visible asa poetic background. Good old Encch! He 
could do so much; was so wise, so valiant. No Ilion had he 
destroyed; yet somewhat he had built up: where the Mill 
stands ucisy by its cataract, making corn into bread for men, 
it'was Enoch that reared it, and made the rade rocks send it 
water; where the mountain Torrent now boils in vain, and is 
mere passing music to the traveller, it was Enoch’s ennning 
that spanned it with that strong Arch, grim, time-defying. 
Where Enoch’s hand or mind has been, Disorder has become 
Order; Chaos has receded some little hand-breadth, had to give 
np some new hand-breadth of bis ancient realm, Enoch too 
has seen his followers fall round him (by stress of hardship, 
and the arrows of the gods), has performed funcral games for 
them, and raised sandstone memorials, and carved his Abit ad 
Plures thereon, with his own hand. The living chronicle and 
epitome of a whole century; when he departs, a whole century 
wil] become dend, historical. 

Endiments of an Epic, wo say; and of the true Epic of our 
‘Time,—were the genius but arrived that could sing it! Nob 
“Arms and the Man;"” “Tools and the Man,” that were 
now our Epic. What indeed are Tools, from the Hammer and 
Plummet of Enoch Wray to this Pen we now write with, but 
Arms, wherowith to do battle against Uxaxason without or 
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within, and smite in pieces not mizerable fellow-men, bat tho 
Areb-Enemy shat makes us all miserable ; henceforth the only 


legitimate battle ! 
Which Epic, as wo grantee hore altogether imperfectly 
sung; scarcely a few notes thereof brought freely out: never- 


theless with indication, with prediction that it will be sung. 
Such is the purport and merit of the Village Patriarch ; it 


of rather than heard or secn ; at best, mute, motionless like a 
stone pillar of his own carving. Indeed, to find fit utteranco 
for such meaning as lies struggling here, is a problem, to which 
the highest poetic minds may long be content to accomplish 
only approximate solutions. Meanwhile, our honest Bhymer, 
with no guide but the instinet of u clear natural talent, has 
created and adjusted somewhat, not without vitality of union ; 
has avoided somewhat, the road to which lay open enough. 
His Village Patriarch, for example, though of an elogiac strain, 
is not’ wholly lachrymose, not without touches of ragged gay- 
ety;—is like Life itself, with tears and. toil, with laughter 
and rade play, such as metallargie Yorkshire sees it; in which 
Benee, that wondrous Courtship of the sharp-tempered, oft- 
widowed Alice Green may pass, questionable, yet with a cer 
‘tain air of soot-stained genuineness. And so has, not a Picture, 
indeed, yot m eort of genial Study or Cartoon come together 
for him: and may endare there, after some flary oildambings, 
which we have seen framed with gilding, and hung up in proud 
galleries, have become rags and rubbish. 

To one class of readers especially, such Books as these 
onght to be interesting: to the highest, that is to say, the 
richest class, Among our Aristocraey, there arc men, wo 
trust there are many men, who foel that they also are work- 
mon, born to toil, over_in their great Taskmaster’s eye, faith. 
fully with heart and head for those that with heart and band 
do, under the same great Taskmaster, toil for them;—who 
have oven this noblest and hardest work set before them: 
To deliver out of that Egyptian bondage to Wretchedness, 
a aa hh 

‘ol. 16—N 
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this hard-handed earnest witness and writer is hore repro- 
sentative. To such men his writing will be as a Document, 
which they will lovingly interpret: what is dark and exas- 
porated and acrid, in their humble Brother, they for them- 
selves will enlighten and sweeten; taking thankfully what 
is the real purport of his message, and laying it earnestly to 
heart, Might an instructive relation and interchange between 
High and Low at length ground itself, and more and more 
perfect itself, —to the unspeakable profit of all partiea; for 
if all parties are to love and help one another, the first step 
towards this is, that all thoroughly understand one another! 
To such rich mon an authentic messago from the hearte of 
poor men, from the heart of one poor man, will be welcome 

To ancther class of our Aristocracy, again, who unhappily 
feel rather that they are not workmen; and profoss not so 
much to boar any burden, as to be themselves, with utmost 
attainable steadiness, and if possible gracefuiness, borne, — 
such a phenomenon as this of the Sheffield Corn-Law Rbymer, 
with a Manchester Detrosier, and much else, pointing the 
same way, will bo quite unweleome; indeed, to the clearer- 
xighted, astonishing and alarming. It indicates that they find 
themselves, as Napoleon was wont to say, “in a new position ;” 
—a position wonderful enough; of extreme singularity, to 
which, in the whole course of History, there is perhaps but 
one gase in some measure parallel. ‘The case alluded to 
stands reeorded in the Book of Numbers: the case of Balaam 
the son of Beor, 

Truly, if we consider it, there are few passages more nota- 
ble and pregnant in their way, than this of Balaam. Tho 
Midianitish Soothsayer (Trath-speaker, or as we should now 
say, Counsel-giver and Senator) is journeying forth, as he 
has from ef old quite prosperously done, in the way of his 
‘vocation ; not so much to “curse the people of the Lord,” as 
to earn for himeolf a comfortable penny by such means ag 
are possible and expedient; something, it is hoped, midway 
between cursing and blessing; which shall not, except in 
caso of nocossity, be oithor a curse or a blessing, or indood 
be anything so much as a Nothing that will look like 2 Some- 





now as he jogs along, in official comfort, with brave 
retinue, hin heart filled with good things, his heed 


gating, collaywe, and tremor occupy hix joints? For the thin 
erust of Respectability has cracked asunder; and a bottom- 
Joss preternatural Inano yawns undor him instead. Farowell, 
a long farewell to all my greatness: the spirit-stirring Vote, 
ear-piereing Hear; the hig Speeeh that makes ambition vir- 
tue; soft Palm-greasing first of raptures, and Cheers that 
emulate sphore-music: Balaam’'s occupation 's gome !— 3 
As for ont stout Corn-Law Rhymor, what ean we say by | 
way of valediction but this, “Well done; come again, 
better” ? Advices enough there were; but all lie included 
under one: To keep his eyes open, and do honestly 
soover his hand shall find to do. We have praised him for 
sincerity: let him become more and more sincere; casting 
out all remnants of Hearsay, Imitation, ephemeral Spocula- 
tion; resolutely “elseriag his mind of Cant.” We advised a | 
wider course of reading: would he forgive us if we now sug- 
gested the question, Whether Rhyme is the only dialeet he 
can write in; whether Rhyme ‘is, after all, the natural or fit- 
test dialect for him? In good Prose, which differs inconceiv 
ably from bad Prose, what may nob be wail 
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be read; from a Waverley Novel to an Arabic Koran, to an 
English Bible! Rhyme has plain advantages; which, how- 
ever, are often purchased too dear, If the inward thought 
can speak itsclf, instead of sing itself, let it, especially in 
these quite unmusical days, do the former! In any case, 
if the inward Thought do not sing itself, thab singing of the 
outward Phrase is a timber-toned false matter we could well 
dispense with, Will our Rhymer consider himself, then; 
‘and decide for what is actually best. Rhyme, up to this 
hour, never seems altogether obedient to him; and disobe- 
dient Rhyme,—who would ride on #& that had once learned 
1 

ie ‘akoe amiss that some friends have admonished him 
to quit Politics: we will not repeat that admonition, Let 
him, on this a8 on all other matters, take solemn counsel 
with his own Socrates’-Demon ; such as dwells in every mor- 
tal; such as he isa happy mortal who can hear the voice of, 
follow the behests of, like am unalterable law, At the same 
time, we could truly wish to see such a mind as his engaged 
rather in considering what, in his own sphere, could be done, 
than what, in his own or other spheres, ought to be destroyed; 
rathor in producing or preserving the Truc, than in mangling 
and slashing asunder the False. Let him be at ease: the 
False is already dead, or lives only with a mock life. The 
death-sentence of the False was of old, from the first begin 
ning of it, written in Heavon; and is now proclaimed in the 
Earth, and read aloud st all marketercsses; nor are in- 
numerable volunteer tipstaves and headsmen wanting, to exe- 
cute the same; for which needful service men inferior to 
him may suffice. Why should the heart of the Corn-Law 
Rhymer be troubled 2? Spite of “ Bread-tax,” he and his brare 
children, who will emulate their sire, have yet bread: the 
Workhouse, as we rejoice to fancy, has receded into the safe 
distance; and is now quite shut out from his poetic pleasure- 
ground. Why should he afflict himself with devices of “ Bor- 
oughmongering gowls,” or the rage of the Heathen imagining 
a vain thing? This matter, which he calls Corn-Law, will 
not have completed itself, adjusted itself into clearness, for 


CORN-LAW RITYMES. a7 


the space of a century or two; nay after twenty centuries, 
what will there, or can there be for the son of Adam bat 
Work, Work, two hands quite fulf of Work! Mounwhile, 
is not the CornLaw Rhymer already a king, though a bellig- 
erent one; king of his own mind and faculty; and what man 
in the long-run is king of more? Not one in the thousand, 
even arnong seeptred kings, is king of so much. Be diligent 
in business, then; fervent in spirit. Above all things, lay 
aside anger, uncharitableness, batred, noisy tumult; avoid 
them, as worse than Pestilence, worse than “ Broad-tax ” 
itself : — 


© For it well beseemeth kings, all mortals it beseamoth well, 
‘To possess their souls in pationce, and await what eax betide.” 











THE SINKING OF THE VENGEUR 


ps9.) 


‘TO OLIVER YORKE, ESQ. 


Dear Youxs, — Shall we now overhaul that story of the 
Sinking of the Vengeur « little; and let a discerning publio 
judge of the same? I will endeavor to begin at the baginning, 
and not to end till I haye got to some conclusion. As many 
readers are probably in the dark, and young persons may not 
have so much as heard of the Vengeur, we had perhaps better 
take up the matter ab ovo, and study to carry uninstruoted 
mankind comfortably along with us ad mala. 

I find, therefore, worthy Yorke, in searching through old 
files of newspapers, and other musty articles, as I have beex 
obliged to do, that on the evening of the 10th of June, 1794, 
2 brilliant audience was, as often happens, assembled at tho 
Opera House here in London. Radiance of various kinds, and 
melody of fiddle-strings and windpipes, cartilaginous or me- 
tallic, was filling all the place, — when an unknown individual 
entered with a wet Newspaper in his pocket, and tidings that 
Lord Howe and the English feet had come up with Villaret- 
Joyeuse and the Fronch, off the coast of Brest, and gained a 
signal victory over him,’ The agitation spread from bench to 
bench, from box to box; so that the wet Newspaper had finally 
to be read from the stage, and all the musical instramenta, 
human and other, had to strike up Rule Britannia, the brilliant 
audience all standing, and such of them as had talent joining 
in chorus, — before the usual sywadacel melody, natural to the 
place, could be allowed to proceed again. This was the first 
intimation men had of Howe’s victory of the Ist of June; on 

} Fassmn's Macazusz, No, 116, * Morning Chronicle, Jone, 1796 
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the following evening London was illuminated: the Gazette 
had been published, —somo six ships taken, and = seventh, 
named Vengewr, which had beon sunk: a very glorious victory: 
and the joy of people's minds was considerable. 

For the remainder of that month of June, 1794, and over 
into July, the Newspapers enliven the selves with tho usual 


is, how the mattor has actually passed; till each reader may 
farm some tolerably complete image of it, till each at least 
has had enough of it; and the glorious victory submerges in 
the goneral flood, giving place to other glories. Of the Ven- 
geur that sank, thore want not anecdotes, though they are not 
of a very prominent kind. The Vengeur, it seems, was 

with the Brunswiek ; the Brunswick had stuck close to her, 
and the fight was very hot; indeed, the two ships were hooked 
together by the Brunswick’s anchors, and stuck so till the 
Vengeur had got enongh; but the anchors at last gave way, 
and the Brunswick, herself much disabled, drifted to leeward 
of the enemy's fying ships, and had to run before the wind, 
and so escape them. The Vengeur, entirely powerless, was 
taken possession of by the Alfred, by the Culloden, or by both 
of them together; and sank after not many minutes. All this 
ie in the English Newspapers; this, so far as we are concerned, 
is the English version of Howe’s victory, —in which the sink- 
ing Vengeur is noticeable, but plays no preeminently distin 
guished part, 

‘The same English Newspapers publish, as they receive them, 
generally without any commentary whatever, the successive 
French versions of the matter; the same that can now bs read 
more conveniontly, in their original’ langage,'in'the'CNeiw doe 
Rapports, vol. xiv, and elsewhere. Tho French Convention 
was now sitting, in its Reign of Terror, fighting for life and 
death, with all weapons, against all men, ‘The French Con- 
vention had of course to give its own version of this matter, 
the best it could, Barrive was the man to do) that. On the 
15th of June, accordingly, Barrére 
victory for France ; that the | 
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unattended with loss, the ennemia de genre kumaia boing 
acharnés against us; but that, nevortheless, these gallant 
French warships did so shatter and astonish the ¢nemy on 
this Ist of June and the preceding days, that the enemy shore 
‘off; and, on the morrow, our invaluable American cargd of 
naval stores, safely stowed in the fleet of transport-ships, got 
safe through;—which latter statement is a fact, the’ trans- 
portahips having actually escaped unmolested; they sailed 
cover the very plice of battle, saw the wreck of burnt and shat- 
tered things, still tumbling en the waters, and knew that a 
battle bad been. 

By degrees, however, it becomes impossible to conceal that 
the glorions victory for France has yielded six eaptured ships 
of war to the English, and one to the briny maw of Ocean; 
‘that, in short, tho glorious victory has been what in unofficial 
language is called a sheer defeat, Whereupon, after some 
reeriminating and flourishing from Jean-Bon Saint-Andné and 
others, how the captain of the Jacohin behaved ill, and various 
men and things behaved ill, conspiring to tarnish the laurels 
of the Republic, — Barrre adroitly takes a new tack; will 
show that if we French did not beat, we did’ better, and are a 
spectacle for the very gods. Fixing on the sunk Vengeur, 
Barrbre publishes bie famed Happort du 21 Messidor (9h July, 
179M), setting forth how Republican valor, conquered by unjust 
fortune, did nevertheless in dying earn a glory that will never 
die, but flame there forever, a5 a symbol and prophecy of vie 
tories without end: how the Vengeur, in short, being entirely 
disabled, and incapable of commonplace flight, ow desperate, 
and refused to strike, though sinking; how the enemies fired 
on hor, but she rstarned their fire, shot aloft all her tricolor 
streamers, shouted Five la République; nay, Bred the guns of 
her upper deck, when the lower decks were already sunk; and 
#0, in this mad whirlwind of fire anil shouting, and invincible 
despair, went down into the ocennlopths; View da République 
and a universal volley from the upper deck being the last 
vounds she made. 

This Report too is translated accurately, in the Morning 
Chronicle for July 2%, 1794; ani published without the small 
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est commentary there, The Vengour with all hor crow being 
down in the depths of “oovan, it i not of course they that can 
vouch for this heroic feat; neither is it the other French, who 
had all fled by that time: no, the testimony is still more indu 


bitable, that of our cnemies themsclven; it is “from the Eng- 
lish Newspapers” that Barrére professes to have gathered 
these heartinspiring: details, the candor eveu of these ennemis 
acharnés could not conceal them,—whieh, therefore, let all 
Frenchmen beliove as a degree truer than trath itsolf, and 
rejoiced in accordingly. To all this, as was gaid, the English 
Nowspapers seem to have made no reply whatever, 

The French, justly proud of so heroic a feat, a degroo truer 
than truth itself, did make, and have ever since continued to 
make, what demonstration was fit. Convention decree, Con- 
vention decrees were solemnly passed about this suicidal 
Vengour; the deathless suicidal Vengour is written deep in 
innumerable French songs and psalmodyings; a wooden Model, 
of the Vengeur, solemnly consecrated in the Pantheon of Great 
Men, beckoned figuratively from its peg, “ Aux grands hommes 
la ie reconnaissante |" —and hangs there, or in the Musée 
Niuval, beckoning, I believe, at this hour. In an age of mircles, © 
such as the Reign of Terror, one knows not at first view what 
is incredible: such loud universal proclamation, and the silence 
of the Englih (little interested, indeed, to deny), seem to 
have produced an almost universal belief both in France and 
here. Doubts, I now find, were more than once started by 
seepties even among the French,—in a suitable low tone; 
but the “solemn Convention decrees,” the wooden “Modétle 
du Vengeur" hanging visible there, the “Glory of France” ? 
Such doubts were instantly blown away again; and the heroic 
feat, like u mirror-shadow wiped, not wiped out, remained only 
the clearer for them. 

Very many years ago, in some worthless English History of 
the French Revolution, the first that had come in my way, T 
read this incident; coldly recorded, without controversy, with- 
out favor or feud; and, naturally enough, it durné itself in- 
delibly into the boyish imagination; and indeod is, with. the 
murder of the Princess de Lamballe, all that I now remember 
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of that same worthless English History. Coming afterwards 
to write of the Freach Revolution myself ; finding this story 
80 solemnly authenticated, and not knowing that, in ite intrin- 
sic character, it had ever beon so much as questioned, I wrote 
it down nothing doubting; as other English writers had donb; 
the frait of which, happily now got to maturity #0 far as Iam 
eoncerned, you are here to see ripen itself, by the following 
stages. Take first the corpus delictt :— 


1. Katract from Cariyle's “ French Revolution,” * 

“But how Js It, thea, with that Vengeur Ship, she welther strtles nor 
makes off Sho is Inmed, she cannot make off; strike sho will not. 
Pire rakes ber fore nnd aft from victorious enemics; the Veugeur is 
stoking. Strong are se, Tyrants of the sea; yet-we also, ure wo woak F 
Lo! all flags, streamers, jacks, every rag of tricolor that will yet ram 
on rope, fly rustling aloft: the whole erew crowds to the upper deck: 
and with universal soul-maddoning yell, shouts Five la République, — 
sinking, sinking. Sho staggers, she larehes, hor last drink whirl; 
Ocean yawns abysmal: down rushes the Vengeur, carrying Vive ka 
République aloug, with her, unconquorable, into Etarnity.” 


2. Letter from Rear-Admiral Griffiths, in tha “ Sun” Nows- 
paper of — Nor., 1838. 

“Mr. Eprron, —Sines the period of Lord Howe's vietory, on Ist 
Jane, 1794, the story of the Vengeur Fronch 74-gun ship going dows 
with colors ying, and her crew crying Viee la République, Wire ta 
Liberté, &c., aud the farther ateurdity thet they contineed firing the 
matndock guns after her lowor deek was immersed, has bem deelared, 
and bas recently been reasserted by a Preach author. It orjinated, no 
doubt, on the part of the Freneh, in potitieal and exolting motives, — 
precisely as Bonaparte caused his vietory at Trafalgar to be procmilgated 
through France. While these reports and cemfident aamirtions were 
confined to our neihbors, it seemed Tittle worth the while to. ontradict 
it, But now, whon two English anthora of celebrity, Mr, Alia m, in his 
History of Europe during the French Revolution, and Mr. Curlylo, in 
his similar work, give it the confirmatien of English wuthority, 1 con= 
sider it right thus to declare that the whole story is « ridiculous pisce of 
‘BOnRCTAE, 

“At the timid the Vengour sunk, the notion had ceased some time 

* Vol ili, 298, Libeary Biition, 
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Tho Fronch floot wore making off before the wind; and Captals 
Revandin and his son had been nearly half an hour prisovers oa boand 
HLM.8. Colloden, of which ship I was the fourth Hieutenant; and about 
127 of tho crew wore also prisoners, either oa board the Culloden or in 
her boats, besides I believe 100 in the Alfred’s, and somo 40 fn the hired 
cutter commanded by Lioutenant (the Iste Rear-Admiral) Winne. The 
Vengour was taken possosdon of by the boats of the Culloden, Lica 
tonsnt Rotheram, and the Alfred, Lioutenant Deeehazops; and Captain 
Renaudin and myvelf, who were by Captain Schomborg’s desire at lunch 
in his cabin, hearing tho cries of distress, ran to the starboard quazter- 
gallery, and thence witnessed the melancholy scene. Never were men 
in distress moro roady to aave themaelves. 

“A. J. Gairrrrns.” 


‘This Letter, which appeared in the Sun Newspaper early in 
November last, was copied into most of the other Newspapers 
in the following days; I take it from the Mraminer of next 
Sunday (18th Nov. 1838). The result seemed to be general 
uncertainty. On me, who had not the honor at that time to 
know Admiral Griffiths evon by name, still less by character, 
the main impression his letter left was that this affair was 
singular, doubtful; that it wonld require to be farther ex- 
amined by the earliest opportunity. Not long after, a friend 
of his, who took an interest in it, and was known to friends of 
mino, transmitted me through them the following new Docu- 
ment, which it appeared had been written earlier, though 
without a view to publication :— 


3. Letter from Rear-Admiral Griffiths to a private Friend 
(penes me). 
“Since you request it, I send pou the stato of tho actual fact as 
respects the sinking of the Vengeur after the action of the Ist June, 
1794. 


“Treas fourth Toutenant in the Culloden In that notion, Mr. Carlyle, 
ia hie History of the Brench Recolution, vol. iti. p. 208, gives, ia bin 
‘own pecullar style, the sume account of it that was published to the 
‘world under the influence of tha French Government, for political. and 
ecxciting parposes ; and which has recently been relteratod by a French 
author. Mr. Carlyle, in adopting these authorities, hus given English 
Westisoony to the farce; farco I call it,— for, with the exception af the 








B&t = CRITICAL, AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 


Vengour ‘sinking,' there ix uot ome word of fact in the varradon, I 
will fiat reviow it tm detail :— 

4"¢ The Vengour neither strikes nor makes off? She did both. She 
made eff as well as her dimbled state admitted, and was setoally taken 
fn tow by a French cighteon-gun brig; which cast bor off, on tho Onl- 
loden, Alfred and two or three others, approaching to take possession 
of ber. * Piro rakes her fore ond aft from vietorious onemios? Wicked 
indeed would i have been to have fired into her, » sinking: ship wish 
colors down; nod I can positively ateert not 4 gun was fired at her for 
‘nn hour before whe was taken possession of. ‘The Vengour is sinking.’ 
Troc. “Lo! all flags, streamers, jacks, orury rag of tricolor that will 
yet run on rope fly rustling aloft.’ Not one mast standing, not one rope 
‘on which to hoist or display a bit uf tricolor, not one fag, oF streamer, 
or ensign displayed; her colors down ; and, for more than half an hour 
before she anak, Captain Reuaudin, and his eon, &0. prisoners on board 
the Culloden, — on which 1 will by aad by more especially particularizn. 
+The whole crow crowds to the appar dock ; and with universal soule 
maddening yell shouts Viee da République!’ Beycnd tbe fact of the 
‘erow (excapt the wounded) being em the upper dock, not oven the elight- 
eat, the most wivial semblance of truth. Not one shout beyond that of 
horror and despair. At the moment of her sinking, we had on loand 
the Culloden, aud in our boats thea at the wreck, 127 of her crew, 
including the captain. ‘Tho Alfred bad many; 1 beliere about’ 100: 
Liowtenant Winne, in command of » hired cutter, » number; T drink 49. 
Down ruvhos the Vengour, carrying Viee la tépubligue akong with 
her, uuopnqucratie, into Etersity.’ Bah! auswered above. 

“T hnvo thas reviewed Mr. Carlyle’s statement ; I now add the par 
tiealars of the fact. The Vengeur totally dismasted, going off before 
the wind, under ber sprit-rail, &0.; five eail of the Line como up with 
her, the Culloden and Alfred two of these, Her colors down, Lieutenant 
Richard Deachampe, firwt of the Alfred, I believe, tock possession of her. 
Tho next boat oa boerd was the Culloden’s, Lieut. Rotheram, who 
died one of the Captaina of Grocuwich Hospital. Deschamps went up 
the side. Rotheram got fa at the lower-deek port, saw that the ship 
was sinking, and went thence to the quartersidcek. Tam not positive 
which boat got first on board. Rotheram’ returned with Captain Re- 
naudin, his som, and ono sun ; ned reported hor state, wherenpon other 
‘boats were sent, "The Vengoots maln-yard was tying soross her decks ; 
Rothornm, &¢. descended from its tarbonrd yard-arm by the gant-tackbe 
pendant; and I personally heard bim report to Captain Schomberg the 
‘Vengenr's state, "That he eoald not place» two-feet rule in any dines 
‘tion, be thought, that would met Week two ebot-boles.’ Except the 








Purser, Mr. Oliver, who wax engaged im arranging the prisoners in 
‘asco &o. na thay came om board, I was the only officer who knew 
any Freuch, and mine very so-so, Captain Schomberg maid: "You 
understand French; take Renaudin and his pom into tho cabin, and 
divert hiv mind from attention to his ship while sinking? Having been 
iu presence of the Fronch fleet for throo days prior to tho action, tho 
accustomed ooking had not gove on; the galley-fire was little lighted. 
But tho Captain, foresoving, bad « cold muttou-pie standing by; this, 
with wine, was ordered for us; and Lwas actually eating it. with Re- 
navdin, # prisoner ia Captaln Schomborg's cabin, when # bustle on dock 
made us start up; we ran to the surboard quarter-gallery, and saw 
the Vengeur, then ey @ stone’s-throw from us, sink. These aro the 
facts, Ad. Guirerrns. 

“Sept 17, 1898, S 

“T have sald, Cam not certain which boat took possession ; and T 
gure it to tho Alfred, because thore arisca so much silly squabbling 
ou thes: trifles, But from Rotheram taking the Captain, it seems 
probablo the Culloden’s boot was first. A matter, however, of no 
moment.” 


Such a Document as this was not of a sort to be left dor- 
mant: doubt could not sleep on #; doubt, unless effectually 
contradicted, had no refnge but to hnyten to denial, T immer 
diately did two things: I applied to Admiral Griffiths for 
leave to publish thia new letter, or such portions of it as 
might seem needful; and at the same time I addressed myself 
ton distinguished Freneb friend, well acquainted with these 
matters, mote zealously concerned in them than almost any 
other living man, and hitherto an undoubting believer im the 
history of the Vengeur. This was my Letter to him; marked 
here as Document No. 4:— 


4. Letter of T. Carlyle to Monsieur —. 


“My pax —-—— ,— Enclosed herewith are copies of Admiral 
Griffithy’s two Lettors concerning the Vengenr, on which we commani- 
cated lately. Yon undertook the Prench side of the business; yoo are 
Docomo, vo to wpenkc, ndvoente of France fn this matter; ae T for my 
share am put into the post of advocate for England. In the internet of 
all mon, so far s# thet can be concerned here, the truth ough 

kwown, and reeoguized by all. “~ 
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“Having read the story in sie English book in boyhood, naturally 
with indelible fmprossion of it; reading tho same axftorwarda with all 
detail in the Chote des Rapports, and elsewhere; and finding it every~ 
where acted upon as authentic, and nowhere called in question, 1 wrote 
it down in my Book with duo energy and sympathy, as 0 fact forever 
memorable. But now, T am bound to say, the Rear-Admiral has 
altogother altered tho footing it stands on; and excopt other evidence 
than I yet have, or know where to procure, be addueed, I ust. give up 
the business as a cunningly devised fablo, and in my next edition eon~ 
‘tradict it with as much energy as I asserted it. You know with how 
mech reluctance that will bo; for what man, indood, would not wish to 
believe tet 

“But what can I do? Barriro's Rapport docs not even profess to 
be grounded on any evidence exeept what ‘the English Newspapers? 
afforded him. 1 bave looked into various ‘English Newspapers; the 
Morning Chronicle, vue Opposition or ‘ Jacobia’ journal of that period, 
T have examined minutely, from tho beginning af June to the end of 
July, 1794, through all the stages of the Lusiuess ; and found there uo 
‘trace or hint of what Barriro asserts: Ido not think there is any hint 
of it discoverable in any English Newspaper of those wocks. What 
Barrére’s own authority was worth in such enses, we all know. On tho 
other hand, here is aa eye-witness, a man of grave years, of dignified 
rank, a man of perfoct rospectability, who in the very style of thees 
Lotters of his has an air of artlossness, of blunt sincerity and veracity, 
the charnctoristio of « tailor, ‘There is no motivo that eonld induce him 
to deny such fact; on the contrary, the more herole one’s enemy, the 
grater one’s own heroism Indeed, T may say gonerally of England, 
at this day, that there could not be anywhore a wish to disbelieve such 
a thing of an enomy recognized ns bravo among the bravest, but rather 
8 wish, for manhood’s sake, to belioye it, if posaible. 

“What I should like therefore is, that these cireumstances wero, 
with tho widest publicity of Jouraals or otherwise, to be set vpenly 
before the French Nation, and the quastion thermupon put: Have you 
uy counter-evideveo? If you have any, produce it ; lot us woigh it. 
If you have none, then et us cease to believe this too widely credited 
narration ; let us comsider it hencoferth as a clevor fable got up for a 
great occasion; and that the real Venjeur simply fought well, and 
sank procisely ax another ship would have done. ‘The French, 1 
should hope, have accomplished too many true marvels ia the way of 
‘war, to have need of false marvels, At any mto, error, untruth, as to 
what matter suover, never profited auy uativa, man, or thing. 

“Tf any of your reputable Journalists, # any honest mas, will 


pablish, in your Newspapers or otherwise, as Articie on thes data, 
and get us cithor evidence or no erédenos, it will shrow light om tho 
matter. 1 have not yet Admiral Griffiths’s permission to print this 
second Lottor (shough I have Little doabt to get it very soon); bet 
the first is nlerady pnblished, and comains all the main facts, My 
ee Se ee eee 


Bien sna Jet the truth bs known. 
“Yours 
“T. Cantrin.” 


From Admiral Griffiths 1 received, without delay, the 
requisite permission; and this under terms and restrictions 
‘which only did/him farther honor, and confirmed, if there had 
‘been ‘need of that, one's conviction of ‘his perfect candor a8 a 
witness on the matter. His Letter to me ts too remarkatile 
not to be inserted here; as illustrative of this controversy; 
nay, especially if we consider the curions appendix he has 
added, as conclusive of it. I have not his express permission 
to print this; but will ventare to believe that L haye certain 
implied discretionary, pone ema ars ee my troubling 
him with farther applications, may suffice 


5. Letter of Rear-Aidmirad Griffiths to T. Crrlyle 


“Sim, —I have reeelved a Letter from——-——; of which follows 
an extract: — 


(In roply to the above, I have to sny that you aro at fall liberty to 
we the account I seut you, or that published in the Sw Papar, and 
copied thence into the Globe, Morning Fost, John Bull, Se; and to 
quote me ox your authority, But o« I have uo desire for controvery, 
orto be made anaoeersarily conspicuous, I do not assent 10 its being 
published in any other language or Papers, as so put forth byt me, 

TL never deemed it worth ono thought to awaken. the Freneh from 
their dream of glory in this case; and should havo still preeervod 
tilence, had not Mr. Alisou and yourself given it the weight of English 





Authority. What I abstained from doing fer forty-four years, I feol no 
disposition to engage in now. So furas 1am an active party, I confine 
wy interference tw our side of the water; leving you, me 

fit on the other, 
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“The statement I havo alrondy mado in the case is abundant. Bat 
I will put you in possession of other facts. ‘The section over; the 
British loot brought to; the French making all eail, and ronning 
‘before the wind; thelr dismasted bulks having also got before the 
wind, and following thom ;—tho Vongour being the sternmost, having 
‘a Freach jack flying on the stump of the foremast, Captain Duckworth 
of H.MLS, Orion, ordered the finst lieutenant, Mr. Meares, himeeif to 
fire @ shot over her, This Lioutenaot Moares did, and the Veugour 
hauled down the flag! 

“ Por his gallant conduct in that action, on his return to France, Cap~ 
tain Renaudin, who coumanded the Vengour, was promoted to be Rear+ 
Admiral, and hia flag wos flying at Toulou on board the Tonnant when 
Twas first Heatanant of the Calloden blockauling that port. I wrote to 
remind him of the treatment be had met with when prisoner en board 
the Culloden ; and soliciting his kindness towards Linutenant Hills, who 
hod beon taken in H.M.8. Berwick, and belng rocognized os having, 
iu command of « battery at Toulon, at the period of its evacuation, 
woundod a Frenchman, — wus very ill-used. Renaudin’s lotter now 
es before me; and does him much honor, as, during the fervor of that 
period, ft was a dangerous tin to hold intercourse with us. I send you 
a + ie fe iy English, 

bs “Tam, Sir, very frithfally yours, 

“A. 3. Gaarrrmns” 


Here next is the “ourioux appendix” we spoke of; which 
might itself be conclusive of this controversy ;— 


Copy of Rear-Admiral Renandin's Letter. 

* On boart of the ship Tonnant, Nay of Talon, 
the veventeent® Vendémbaire, fowrth year of 
the French lepebtic, 

“\Thavo, Siz, recoived the favor of your letter. I am extremely 
obliged to you for the taterest you have taken to my promotion. I'll 
never forget the attention you have paid mo, ax well on board the Cul- 
loden as when going to prison. Iwish you should be well persuaded 
that yonr generosity and sensibility will be forever prosemt to my mind, 
‘and that I can't be satisfied before it will be in my power to prove you 
my gratitude, If your friend, Lieutonant Hills, had not already gone 
‘back home, I shoald have returned to him all the atteation you hare been 
30 good to paie me. LIL be alwnys sincwrely satisfied when it will bo 
in my power to bo of some use to any of tho officers of the English navy 
that the circumstances of war will carry in my country, and particularly 
to them that you will deaote me as your friends. 








‘SINKING OF THE VENGEUR. 329 


“© Be 90 good as take notice of our French officers that you har 
Prinoners, and partienlarly to Captain Condé that has been taken on the 
ship Ca-ira, Pleare to remember me to Captain Schomberg, to. Mr. 
Oliver, and to all the rest af the Officers that I have known on, board of 
the Culloden. May the pease between our nations give leavé to yuar 
‘gratefal Rennudin 10 entertain abong with you a longer and oasier cor- 
rexpondence |” ) 

“ Addressed, ‘To Ligntnant Griffiths, on board of the Culloden, 
Florenzo Bay, Corse Taland.!” 


My French friend did not find itexpedient to publish, in the 
Journals of elsewhere, any “article,” or general challenge to 
his country;nen for eounter-evidenco, 18 J bad suggested; in+ 
deed ony easily conceives that no French Journal would have 
wished to be the foremost with an article of that kind. Hows 
ever, he did what a man of intelligence, friendliness and Jove 
of trath, conld do: addressed himself to varions official por: 
sons connected with the Naval Archives of France; to men of 
note, who had written French Naval Histories, &c,;— from 
one of whom came a response in writing, now to be aubjoined 
as my last Document. Longht to say that this latter gentle- 
man had not seen Admiral Griffiths's written Letters; and knew 
them only by description. .The others responded verbally; 
that much wna to be said, that they would prepare Mémoires, 
that they wonld do this and that. Tsubjoin the response of 
the one who did respond: it amounts, as will be seen, not to 
® recantation of an impudent amazing falsehood, bat to somo 
vague faint murmur or whimper of admission that it is prob- 
ably false, 


6. Lettre de Monsiour —& Monstewr — (24 Doc., 1838). 
"Mow cxzx Moxsmun,— Jo regrette de ne pouvoir rons donner des 
Trnseignemens bien précis sur {a gloriense aflaire du Fengewr. Male ai 
Voninton que je me sis formée sur cot 6yéuement peat vous tre de quelque 
uillité, je me (licitei de vous Tavoit Uonade, quelque peu d'influence 
quelle doive avoir eur lo jngemeat que Yotro ainl #o propose de porter sur 
Jo combat du 18 Prairinl, - 






Plnsiewrs des maring qui avnient assieté 3 
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‘aasuré quo le Vengeur avait coulé opris avoir amend sow pavilion, Quokques 
hommes de I’équipnge de cet héroique raisseau furent mime, dit-on, re 
oneillis sur dee débris par des embareations anglaises. Mais il n’en est 
pas moins vrai, que le Vengeur ne coula qu'sprés s'étre saorifié pour em- 
Boker Posoadze anginise de couper In ligne frangaise. 

Les mpports du tems, ot les beaux vers de Chénior ot de Lo Bron sue 
Je naufmge du Veogesr, wont pas manqué de poitiser In noble fn de en 
yaisocau. C'est aux oris do Five ta République, discat-ils, quo lo vaiseeau 
est englouti, avec lo pavillon tricolore nm plus haut de tous ses mits, 
Mais, je lo répite, il est trds probable que si une partic de ézuipage 
‘a dispara dessous les flots aux cris de Fire fa Republige, tout Téquie 
pogo n'a pas rofaeé d'un commun accord Jo seoours que les vaisenux 
ennemis pouesient offdr sux naufragés. Au surplos, quand bien méine le 
‘Vengeur ait amené son pavillon avant de couler, 'nation de ce vaitseau 
se fesant cannoner pendant plusicurs heures pour disputer & toute une 
escadro le passage le plus faible de Ia ligne frangaise, n’en était pas 
moins un des plus beaux faits d'armes de notre histoire navale, Dans les 
bureaux do la marino, wa rovte, il n’existe aucun rapport de Villaret-Joyeuse 
‘ou de Jean-Bon Saint-André que puisse faire supposer quo le Vengeur ait 
coulé sans avoir ameaé son pavillon, On dit seulemont dans ces relations 
du combat du 18, que le Vengeur a disparu apres avoir résisté an fou de 
toute Mosoadre anghiive eae voulait rompre Ia ligne pour tomber sur lea 
derritres de V'armée, et porter fe désordrs dans tout le reste de notre 
eseadre. 

“*Voili, mon cher Monsieur, tout ve que Je sais sur M'ahhire qui vous 
oceupe, C'est pen de chose comme yous le voyes, car oe n'est presque 
que mon opinion que jo tous exprime sur les petits renseignemens que 
j'ai pu roueillir de la bouche des marins qui se trouvaiont sur le vnisseaa. 
Ja Mfontagne ou d'autres navires de }'escadre Villaret. —Reoeves I'asvo- 
rance,” &e. fo. 


‘Tho other French gentlemen that “ would prepare Memoirs,” 
have now in the sixth month prepared none ; the “much” that 
“was to be said” remains every syllable of It unsaid. My 
friend urged his official persons; to no purpose, Finally ho 
wrote to Barriro himself, who is still alive and in possession of 
his faculties. From Barrire no response. Indeed, ane would 
have liked to see the ancient adroit countenance of Barrtro 
perusing, through its spectacles, a request to that offect! For 
verily, a8 the French say, tout est dit. What can be added on 
suen @ matter ? 
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TE conclude therefore, dear Yorke, with an expression of 








amazement over this same “ glorieuse affaire du Vengewr ;” in 
which truly much courage was manifested ; but no 

courage except that of Barrére in his Report of the 2ist Moessi- 
dor, Year 2. That a son of Adam should venture on construct- 
ing so majestic a piece af blague, and hang it out dexterously, 
like the Earth itself, on Noching, to be believed and venerated 
by twenty-five million zons of Adam for such a length of time, 
the basis of it all the while being simply Zero and Nonentity: 
there is in this a greatness, nay a kind of sublimity that strikes 
us silent, —as if “the Infinite disclosed itself,” and we hada 
glimpse of the ancient Reign of Chaos and Nox! © Miraculous 
Mahomet, Apollonias with the Golden Thigh, Mendez Pinto, 
Minchausen, Cagliostro, Psalmanazar seem but botehers in 
com: 

Tt was a successful lie too? It made the French fight better 
in that stroggle of theirs? Yes, Mr. Yorke ;— and yet withal 
there is no lie, in the long-run, successful. The hour of all 
windbags doos arrive ; overy windbag is at longth rippod, and 
collapses ; likewise the lafger and older any ripped windbag 
is, the more fetid and extensive is the gas emitted therefrom. 
‘The French people had better have been content with their 
real fighting. Next time the French Government publishes 
miraculous bulleting, the very badawds will he slower to believe 
them ; one sees not what sanction, by solemn legislative decree, 
by songs, ceremonials, wooden emblems, will suffice to produce 
belief. Of Nothing you can, in the long-run, and with much 
lost labor, make only — Nothing. 

But ought not the French Nation to hook down that wooden 
“ Modéle du Vengeur,” now at this Inte date; and, in s quiet 
‘way, split it into brimstone lucifers? The French Nation will 
take its own method in regard to that. 

As for Rear-Admiral Griffiths, we will say that ho has, in 
his vetoran years, dono one other manful service: extinguished 
a Falsehood, sent a Falsehood to the Father of it, made. tho 
world free of i¢ henceforth. For whi 

respectful thanks. I, having ones 

fable, hold myself bound, on all fit 
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with equal emphasis, Till it please to disappear altogether 
from the world, as it ought to do, let it lie, as a copper shilling, 
nailed to the counter, and seen by all customers to be copper. 
‘T. Cantrim 
WA Jane, 1839. 


P.S.— Curiously enough, while this is passing through the 
yress, there appears in some French Newspaper called Glirm 
nique Untoerselle, and is copied conspicuously into the Paris 
National (du 10 Juin 1839), an article headed “Six Matelote 
du Vengeur’ Six old sailora of the Vengeur, it appears, still 
survive, seemingly in the Bordeaux region, in straitened ci- 
cumstances ; whom the editor, with sure hope, bere points owt 
to the noties of the charitable;—on whieh occasion, as is 
natural, Barrére’s Bague once more comes into play, nob a 
whit worse for the wear, aay if anything, rather freeher than 
ever. Shall we send these brave old weather-beaten men @ 
trifle of money, and request the Mayor of Mornae to take their 
allidavit ? 

“Nothing In them bat doth sulfer « seachange 
Into somothing new nd strange!” 


Surely the Wague, if natural, is not essential in their caso, 
‘Old men that have fought for France ought to be assisted by 
France, even though they did not drown themselves after bate 
tle. Here is the extract from the National: — 


© Siz Matelots de Vengeur. 


™ Tandis que is France Caisait triompher som indépendance A tontes sos 
frontidres, lo sol, inépuisuble en défenscurs, suilisat & peine & In noarriry of 
était do T'Amérique, A travers les dots de 1'Onéan, que tn France était 
Fédaite & reeevoir eon’ pain. L/Burupe en armes ne pourait dompter [a 
rérolution, "Angleterre essayn de Is prondre par fumine. Grice & In 
croisibre de VAmiral Howe sur les edtes do Bretagne ot de Nermandio, 
elle espérait interceptor un convot de deux conts voiles, chargé d'iné quan- 
tith considérable de grains, précicux ravitaillement impatiemment attends 
daus nos ports; mais pour suiver ce convoi une esoadre frangale alt 
6A sortio do Brest sous le commandement de Vilarct-Joyeuse ct Ix diree- 
tion du représentaut du peuple Jeaa-Hon Saint-André 








SINKING OF THE VENGEUR 333 
Lo 9 Proirinl do I'su TL (28 Mni 1794), los deux armées navales sc 


‘un enthousinsme irrésistible. Copendant aux trente-trols vaisseaux de ligne 
et aux douze frégates de Younemi, nous u’avians & opposer que trente 


marins expérimentés de In vitille Angleterre qu'il nous fallait soutenie 
Thouneur da pavilion tricolore, arboré pour la premibre fois dans ua sou 
bat sur mer, 

“On sait que'le combat s’engages diy Io jour mémo, continua des le 
Iondemain, fot deux jours interrompu par une brame épalsse, et recom 
menga le 13 (1* Juin) & ta lumidre d'un soleil éclatant, nveo une opiniitreté 
inoule, Noter escadre racheta Vinhabileté de ses mancuvres par un dé- 
ploiemant extraordinaire de cournge, la vivacité. terrible do ses foux et 
Yaudaes de sox abordages. De quel odté resta Ia victoire? Les deux 
flottes, ornclloment endommagées, se eépardrent aves unc égale Inssitude, 
et désespértrent d'arracher un suvc’s décisif & In supériorité du nombre ow 
a Pénergie de la résistance. Mais cotte journée fut un baptime de gloire 
pour notre jeune marine, et Ia France recucillit le prix du sang vers Dox 
mnt cette méme journée, notre convai de deux cents voiles traversait pai- 
siblement Je champ de bataille du 10, encore semé de débris, et abordait 
now ebtes. 

“Ce fat au milieu de cette action ai mémormble qu'il fut douné & un 
‘vnissean frangais do 0 faire une gloire particulitre et d'immortaliser son 
nom, Cerné par tes bitimens conemis, couvert dea lainbenux de sc voiles 
et do sn miture, oriblé de houlets et déj fisunt eau de toutes parts, le 
Vengeur refnae d’amencr eon pavillon. L’équipage ne peut plas eombatine, 
il peut encore mourir. An tumulte de la résistance, aux clameurs du 
courage désespéré sucodde tun profond silence; tous montent ow sont portés 
sor Ie pont. Ce ne sont plus des combutlans, co sont des martyrs de Ix 
roligion ot de In patric. LA, tranquillement exposés au fen des Anglais, 
sentant de moment en moment Io vaisseau s’cafoncer dens les flote, léqui- 
page salue d'un dernicr regard lee couleurs nationales flottant en pibees a+ 
deseus de sn tte, il prrasse un dernier cri de Pier tr République! Five ta 
Liberté! Five la France! ot le Vengear a disparu dans Tubime. Au récit 
de ce fait, dont l'Angletarre ello-méme rendit témoignage avec ndmirution, 
Ja France entiére fut émme et applaudit, dans ce dévouement sublime, sou 
esprit nouveau flottant sur les eaux comme il marchait sur la terre, indomp- 
table et résola A vainore ou mourir, D'aprés un décret de la Convention, 
Ie Vengeur légua son nom a un yaissoau en construction dans lex bussins 
de Brest, son image A la volte du Panthéou, Io rdle de l"Squipage a In 
colonne de ce temple, et tous les arte furent appelés A concourir & Ta oflé« 
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bration de tent d’héroivine, tzndis que la reconbaissance pobliques'empres 
sait do secourir les veaves ct Jes orpholins des biros. 

“Voll ce que fit alors In France: mais ee qy‘elle ignore poutine, cent 

que da Vengeur los tlots v'ont pas tout englouti, ct que six marine, 
Senha po Foeannl o¢ long tape rst onsen priors a Rage 
‘ont survécu jusqu’a cetto henre mime, réduits & une condition muietealbhe 
sar i el de I ptr qi lon lore anor ot eabl sine Sia, 
avournous dit, ot vole loars wots, leur figo, leur position, leur nésidenee : 

“ Prévaudeau (Jacques), fgé de 60 aus, demourant & Morases vivant, 
bien que ricux, du pou de t=svuiliqu’ll peut faire. 

“Cerclé (Jeau-Pierry), digé de 69 aus, demeurnot 4 La, Tremblados 
‘vivant médiocrement de son travail. 

“David (noques), invalide, Agé de 56 ns, demeurnnt & La remblades 
misérahle. 

“ Bavier (Iecquee)s digé de 64 ans, demoursnt A Le Tremblade; aayant 
pour vivre que le tmvail de sas bras. 

“ Torchut {André-Piorre), Aigé de 70 ans, demeursat a I’ Aiguille; comme 
ms compaguons, {) n'a d'autre nessouroe que son travail, 

“Manequin (Frangois), ag de 70 aus, demourant az Gua; mendiank 
son pain et presque avengle. 

"Cortes, il nous conviondrsit peu d'iraplorer In recounaissance publique 
pour ces six mariuss nous crayons suflisant de les nommer, Qu'oa saas 
pormette seulemeat un mot: Sous la restaurtion, un mavice fut expédié 
jusque dans {*Océan-Pucifque pour découvrir sur les loiutains néoifs des 
traces dn naofrage de la Peyrouse, et ce fat & grands frais que lou eu 
réunit quelques débris en bois, en fer, ex cuivre et on plomb, religiqusement 
consertés dios a08 musées. Avjourd’tni, c'est eur notre plage mime que 
sgiscnt, cuscrelis dans la misdre ot dans lobscurité, des débris sivas da 
naulrage héroigue du Veageur ; la France et Je gousernement. de Juillet. 
pourraioubils n'étre point jaloux d’ecquilter la dette uationale euvers ces 
demitees reliques du paisiotiswe inspiré par notre grade révolution ?— 


*.* The publication of this Paper in Fraser's Magazine gave 
rise to 8 certain effervescence of proso and verse, patriotic. 
objurgatory, in several of the French Journals, Revwe Briten- 
nique, National, Jowrnal du Prete, &e.; the result of whieh, 
threatening to prove mere zero otherwise, was that “M. A. 
Jal, Historiographor of the French Navy,” did candidly, i 
the Number of the Revue Britannique for October, 1839, print, 
from the Naval Archives of Franco, the original Deapatch of 


li a 
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Captain Renaudin to his own Government; the full official 
Narrative of that battle and catastrophe, as drawn up by 
Renaudin himself and the surviving officers of the Vengeur; 
dated Tavistock, 1 Messidor, An TT, and bearing his and eight 
other signatures ; — whereby the statement of Admiral Griffiths, 
if it needed confirmation, is curiously and even minutely con- 
firmed in every essential particular, and the story of the Ven- 
gour is at length pat to rest forever. 

Tn that objurgatory effervescence, — which was bound by the 
natare of it either to cease efforvescing and hold its peace, or 
else to produce some articulate testimony of a living man who 
saw, or of a dead man who had said he saw, the Vengeur sink 
otherwise than this living Admiral Griffiths saw it, or than a 
brave ship usually sinks after brave battle, — tho ono notice- 
able vestige of new or old evidence was some dubious tradi- 
tionary reference to the Morning Chronicle of the 16th June; 
or, a8 the French traditionary referee turned out to have named 
it, “le Journal Le Monnrxo du 16 Juin." Following this 
faint vestige, additional microscopic researches in the Morning 
Chronicle of the 16th June and elsewhere did, at last, disclose 
to me what seemed the probable genesis and origin of Barrére’s 
Fable ; how it first suggested itself to his mind, and gathered 
shape there, and courage to publish itself: the discovery, 
unimportant to all other things and men, is not of much 
importance even to our criticism of Barrére; altering some- 
what one’s estimate of the ratio his portic faculty may have 
borne to his mendacity in this business, but leaving the joint 
product of the two very much what it was in epiritual value ;— 
adiscovery not worth communicating, ‘The thing a Lie wants, 
and solicits from all men, ix not a correct natural-history of 
it, but the swiftest possible extinction of it, followed by entire 
silence concerning it, 


1 Twenty days before thas final sublime Report of Baretewa. 











BAILLIE THE COVENANTER* 


[rei] 


Fanry in the seventeenth century of our era, a certain 
Mr. Robert Baillie, a man of solid wholosome charaeter, lived 
in modorate comfort as Parish Minister of Kilwinning, in thi 
west of Scotland. He had comfortably wedded, produced 
children, gathered Dutch and other fit divinity-books; saw his 
duties lying tolerably manageable, bis possessions, prospects 
not to be despised; in short, seemed planted as for life, with 
fair hopes of a prosperous composed existence, in that remote 
corner of the British dominions. A peaceable, “ solid-thinking, 
solid-fooding,” yet withal clearsighted, diligent and consoien- 
tious man, —alas, his lot turned out to have fallen In times 
such as he himself, had he been consulted on it, would by no 
means have sclected. Times of controveryy ; of oppression, 
which became explosion and distraction : instead of peaceable 
preaching, mere raging, battling, soldiering; universal shede 
ding of gall, of ink and blood: very troublous times! Gom- 
posed existence at Kilwinning, with rural dutios, domestio 
pledges, Dutch bodies of divinity, was no longer possible for 
& man, 

‘Till tho advent of Laud’s Service-book into the High Church 
of Edinburgh (Sunday, the 23d of July, 1637), and that ever- 
memorable flight of Jenny Grddes’s stool at the head of the 
Dean officiating there, with “ Out, thon foul thief! wilt shou say 
mass at-my Jug?”—till that unaxpected eardinal-movement, 
we sy, and the universal, anappeasable riot, which ensued 


1 Loxpox axp Wrarunsarin Ruview, No 72.— The Letirs ant Soureals 
of Rebert Baillie, AM, Principal of the University of Glasgow, 1637-1662, 
Eilited from the Author's Mannacripts, by Dovid Laing, Esq 3 vols. (Vols 
{nnd ii.) Robert Ogle, Edinburgh, 1641 
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therenpon over all these Kingdoms, — Baillie, intent ona quiot 
life at Kilwinning, was always clear for some mild middle 
course, which might lead to this and other blessings, He 
even locked with suspicion on the Covenant when it was 
started; and was not at all onc of tho first to sign it, Sign 
it, however, he did, by and by, the heat of others heating 
him ever higher to the due welding pitch; he signed it, and 
became a vehement, noteworthy champion of ity insuch fashion 
ashe could. Baillie, ospecially if heated to the welding piteh, 
was by ho means without faculty. 

‘There lay motion im him; nay, curiously, with all his) broud- 


motion; all embedded, too, in that most wholesome, broad- 
based love of rest! The eupeptio, right-thinking nature of the 
man; his sanguineous temper, with its vivacity and sociality; 
an ever-busy ingenuity, rather small perhaps, but prompt, hope- 
ful, useful; always with a good dash, too, of Scotch shrewd- 
ness, Scotch canniness ; and thea a loquacity, free, fervid, yet 
jndicious, canny, — in a word, natural vehemence, wholesomely 
covered over and tempered (as Sancho has it), in “three inches 
of old Christian fat,”—all these fitted Baillie to be a leader 
in General Assemblies and conclaves, a man deputable to the 
London Parliament and, ¢lse-whither. He became a promi- 
nent, and so far as the Scotch Kirk went, pre-eminent man; 
present in the thick of all negotiations, Westminster Assem- 
blies, Seoteh Commissions; during the whole Civil War. 
It.can be said too, that his natural ‘faculty never, in any 
pitch of heat or confusion, proved false to him; that here, 
amid revolt and its dismal fluctuations, the worthy man lived 
agitated indeed, but not unprosperous. Clearly enough, in that 
terrible jostle, where so many stumbling’ fell, and ntraightway 
hadl their lives and fortunes trodden ont, Baillie did, aecording 
to the Scotch proverb, contrive to “carry his dish level,” in 
® wondérful manner, spilling no drop; and indeed was found 
at last, even after Cromwell and all Sectaries, had been there, 
maid with rovprrana compose, not in the Kirk of Kilwin« 
ol. 16—O.! 
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ning, but in the Principalship of Glasgow University; which 
latter ho had maintained successfully through all changes of 
wonther, and only needed to renounce at the coming in of 
Charles IL, when, at any rate, he was too old for holding it 
much longer. So invincible, in all clemente of fortune, is a 
good natural endowment; so serviceable to a_man is that 
same quality of motion, if embedded in wholesome love of 
rest, — hasty vebemence dissolved in a bland menstraum 
of oil! 

Baillie, however we may smile at him from this distance, 
was not entirely a common character: yet it must be owned 
that, for anything he of himsolf did or spoke or suffered, the 
worthy man must have been forgotten many a year ago; tha 
name of him dead, non-extant; or turning up (as the doom 
‘of such is) like the melancholy mummy of a name, under tho 
eyo of here and there an excavator in those dreary mines, — 
bewildered, interminable rubbish-hoaps of the Cromwellian 
Histories; the dreariest perhaps that anywhere exist, still 
visited by human curiosity, in this world. But his copious 
loquacity, by good luck for him and for us, prompted Baillio 
to use the pen asx well as tongue A certain invaluable 
Reverend Mr, Spang,” a cousin of his, was Scotch minister 
at Campvero, in Holland, with a boundless appetite to hear 
what, was stirring in those days; to whom Baillie, with bound. 
less liberality, gives satisfaction. He writes to Spang, on all 
great occasions, sheet upon sheet; he writes to his Wife, to 
the Moderator of his Presbytery, to earls and commoners, 
to this man and to that; nothing loath to write when there 
is matter, Many public Papers (since printed in Rushworth's 
and other Collections) he has been at the pains to transcribe 
for his esteemed correspondents ; but what to us ts Infinitely 
more interesting, he had taken the farther trouble to make 
copies of his own Lotters, By some lucky impulse, one 
hardly guesses how,—for as to composition, nothing can be 
worse written than these Letters are, mere hasty babble 
monts, like what the extempore speech of the man would 
be, — he took this trouble; and ungrateful posterity reaps the 
fruit. 
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These Lotters, bound together as @ manuscript booky in the 
hands of Baillie's heirs, grow ever more notable as they grew 
older; copies, at various times, were made of parts’ of them 5 
some threo copies of the whole, or almost the whole, whereof 
one, tolerably eomplota, now lies in the British Museum? 
Another usefuler copy came into the hands of Woodrow, 
the zealous; diligent Historian of the Scotch Churel, whose 
‘amorous Manuseripts, puréhased partly by tho General Assem- 
bly, partly by the Advocates’ Library, have now beon accessible 
to all inquirers, for a century or more. Baillie, in this) new 
position, grew over notabler; was to be scen quobed in all books: 
on the history of that period; had to be read and searched 
through, asa chief authority, by. all-eriginal students of the: 
sume. Half a century of this growing notability issued at Last 
in.@ printed edition of Baillio; two moderate octave volumes, 
published, apparently by subseription, at Edinburgh, in 1778. 
Thus, at- length, had the copious outpourings, first emitted into 
the car-of Spang and others, become free to the curiosity of 
all; purchasable by every one that had a few shillings, legible 
by every one that had a little patience, As tho interest in 
those great transactions never died out in Scotland, Buillie’s 
Letters and Journals, one of tho best remaining illustrations: 
of them, became common in Scottish libraries. 

Unfortunately, thie same printed edition was one of the 
worst. A tradition, we ure told, was ouce current among 
Edinburgh beokssllers that) it had been undertaken on the 
counsel of Robertson and Hume; but, as Mr. Laing now 


4 Aw in this Mnsoum) transcript, otherwisn of; good anthority, the nama of. 
the priscipal correspondent ia not " Spang” but * Strang," and we learn ela 
whore that Baillie wrote the miscrablost hand, a question arises, Whethor 
Strang be not, one for all, the real name, sind Spary, from the first, a mere 
Tulse reading, which has now become inveterate ? "Strung, equivalent to Strong, 
i rtill a corsinca namb in those pasts of Eeotlaak. Spang (which is a Secttin 
verb, signifying des wrelently, leap dhatrasterily,—ae nn linprivoned, torrifick 
kangaroo tnight Trap) we never heard of as a Christian person's eurnamo 
before! "The Roverend Mr. Leapsdistrocterly laboring in that dense ele 
ment of Campvere, Ia Holland! We will hope not, if thor be a my of 
hope! The Bannatyne Club, ow in @'manser reapoustblo, fe adequate te 
decide. — Spang Is the uae, penist they (4.0. 1846). “ ' 
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remarks, it is not a credible tradition. Robertson and Hume 
would, there is little doubt, feel the desirableness of 
Baillie edited, and may, on occasion, have been heard "4 
80; but such an edition as this of 1775 is not ons they could 
have had any hand in. In fact, Baillie may be said to have 
‘deen printed on that occasion, bat not in any true sense edited 
atall. The quasi-editor, who keeps himself entirely hidden in 
the background, is guessed to have been one “Mr, Robert 
Aiken, Schoolmaster of Anderton,'’— honor to his poor shadow 
of a name! He went ovor Baillie’s manuseripts in such fash- 
jon as he could; “omitted many Letters on private affairs; 
copied those on public matters, better or worse; and prefixing 
some brief, vague Memoir of Baillie, gathered out of the gen- 
eral wind, sent his work through the press, very much as if 
Yiked to go. Thanks to him, poor man, for doing so much 
not blame that, in his meagre garret, he did not do more!’ 
But it is to be admitted, few books wore ever sent forth 
in a more helpless condition. The very printer's errors are 
numerous, Note or comment there is none whatever, and 
here and there some such was palpably indispensable; for 
Baillie, in the hurry of his written babblement, is wont to” 
designate persons and things, often enough, in ways which 
Spang and the world would indeed understand at the time, 
but which now only critics and close investigators cin make 
out. The narrative, watery, indistinct, flowing ont in vague 
diffusion, at the first and best, fades now too frequently into’ 
the enigmatic, and stagnates in total obscuration, if some little 
note be not added. Whom does the Letter-writer, in his free 
and easy speed, intend to designate by such phrases as “his 
Lordship,” “the Lord Marquis,” his Grace, precious Mr. David, 
tho Reverend Mr. H. of N.? An editor ought to tell; ad 
has not tried there to do it. Far from doing it, he has even 
mistaken some of the initials themselves, and so left the nata- 
ral dimness changed into Egyptian dark. Read in this poor 
Anderton odition, Baillie, in many passages, produces the 
effect, not of a painting, even of the hugest sign-post painting, 
but of & monstrous, foamy smear, resemblance of uo created 
thing whatover Additional outlays of patience become requ 


— 1... 
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site, and will not always snffice. It is an enigma you might 
long guess over, did not perhaps indolenee and healthy in- 
stinets premonish you that, wheu you had it, the secret would 
be worth little. 

To all which unhappy qualities we aro to add, that this 
sameedition of 1775 had, in late times, become in the highest 
degree difficult to get hold of! In English libraries it never 
much abounded, nor in the English book-maarkets ; ite chicf 
seat was always its native one. But of late, as would seem, 
what copies there were, the growing interest of whatsoever 
Telated to the heroes of the Civil War had altogether absorbed, 
Most intoresting to hear what an eye-witness, even a stupid 
eye-witness, if honest, will say of such matters! The reader 
that could procure himself a Baillie to pore over was lucky. 
‘The price in old-book shops here in London had risen, if by 
rare chance any copy turned up, to the exorbitaney of two 
guineas! 

And now, under these cireumstances, the Bannatyne Club, a 
private reunion of men who devote themselves expressly to 
the rescue and reprinting of searce books and manuscripts, 
with or without much value, very wisely determined to re-edit 
Baillic; first, for their own private behoof; and secondly, as 
is their wise wont in some cases, and a6 in every couse is eaay 
for them (the types being already all set, and the printer's 
“composition” accomplished, aw it were, gratis), for the behoaf 
of the public that will buy. Very wisely too, they sppointed 
for this task their Honorary Seeretary, the Keeper of the 
Edinburgh Signet Library, Mr. David Laing, a gentleman woll 
known for his skill in that province of things, Two massive 
Octavos, in round legible type, are accordingly here; a Third 
und last is to follow in a few months; and 80 Baillie’s Lettore 
end Journals, finally in right reading condition, becomes open, 
on easy terms, to whoever has concern in it, In right reading 
condition; fornotes and all due marginal guidances, such a8 
we desiderated above, are furnighed; the text is rectified hy 
collation of ‘three several Manuscripts, among others, Baillie's 
own of the “evil handwriting” of which ou appalling fao-simile 
gives evidence; the various Lettere relating to private affairs 
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are not excluded in this edition, but wisely introduced and 
given in full, as deserving their paper and ink perhaps better 
than the average. On the other hand, public Papers, if easily 
accessible elsewhere, are withheld, and a reference given to 
the Rushworth, Hardwicke, Thurloc, or other such Collection, 
where they already stand; if not easily accessible, they are 
printed here in appendixes; and indeed not they only, but 
many more not copied by Baillie, some of them curious enough, 
which the oditor’s resources and long acquaintance with the 
literature of Scotch History have enabled him to offer. ‘This 
is the historical description, origin and genesis of these two 
massive Octavos named Baillie’s Lettors ond Journals, pab- 
lished by tho Bannatyne Club, which now lie before us; thus 
ure they, and thence did they come into the world. 

Tt remains now only to be added, critically as well ag hise 
torically, that Mr. Laing, according to all appearance, has ex- 
hibited his asual industry, sagacity, correctness, in this ease; 
and done his work well. The notes are brief, illuminative, 
ever in the right place; and, what we will praise withal, not 
over-plenteous, not more of them than needed. Nothing is 
easior than for an antiqnarian editor to seize too eagerly any 
chance or pretext for pouring out his long-bottled antiquarian 
lore, and drowning his text, instead of refreshing and illns- 
trating it; = really criminal proceeding! This, we say, the 
present editor has virtuously forborne, A good index, a toler- 
able biography, are to be looked for, necording to promise, in 
the Third Volume. Baillie will then stand on his shelvos, 
accessible, in good reading condition: a fact which, since it is 
actually a fact, may with propriety enough be published in 
this journal, and in any and all other journals or methods, as 
widely as the world and its wants and ways will allow. 

We hare no thought here of golug much into criticism of 
Baillie or his Book; still lens of entering at all on that enor- 
mous Business he and it derive their interest from,— that 
encrmous whirlpool on which, the fountains of the great deep 
suddenly breaking up, the pacific, broad-based Minister sees 
himself launched forth from Kilwinning Kirk, and set sailing, 
and epistolizing! The Book hat become curious to us, and 
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the Man curious; much more so on a riper acquaintance than 
they were at first, Novertheless our praise of him, hearty 
enough in its kind, must on all sides be limited. To the gon- 
eral, especially to the uninformed or careless reader, it will 
not be safe to promise much ready entertainment from this 
Book. Entertainment docs lie in it, both amusement and 
instruction do; but rather for the student than the careless’ 
reader. Poor Baillie is no epic singer or speaker, —the more 
is the pity! His Book is like the hasty, breathless, confused 
talk of a man, looking face to face on that groat whirl of 
things. A wiser man—would have talked more wisely! Buty 
on the whole, this man too has a living heart, a seeing pair of 
eyes; above all, he is clearly a voracious man; tells Spang. 
and you the truest he has got to tell, in such a bustling hurry 
as his, Veracious in word; and we might say, what is a. much 
nirér casé, vérieious in thought too; for be harbors no malig- 
nity, perverse hatred, purposes no wrong against any man or 
thing; and indeed, at worst, is-of so, transparent a natnre, all 
rewlers can discorn at all times where his bias lies, and make 
due allowance for that. 

‘Traly, it is pity the good man had not been a little wiser, 
had not shown a little more of the epic gift in writing; we 
might then lave had, as in some clear mirror, or swift contem- 
porancous Duyuerrotype dolincator, a logiblo living picture of 
that great Time, as it looked and was! Bat, alas, no soul of 
a man is altogether such a “ mirror ;" the highest soul is only 
approximately, and still at-a great distance, such. Besides, 
we are alway to remember, poor Baillie wrote not for us at 
all; but for Spang and the Presbytery of Irvine, with no_cye 
to us! What of picture there is, amid such vaporous mazy 
indistinotness, or indeed quite turbulent weltering dislocation. 
and confusion, must be taken as a godsend. The man gazes 
as he can, reports as he'can. His words flowing out bubblo- 
bubble, full of zealous lroad-based vehemence, can rarely be 
said to make a picture; though on tare occasions he does pause, 
and with distinctiess, nay with a singular felicity, 
stroke of one, But rarely, in his loquacious 
taken time to detect the real artienlation | 
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matter he is talking of, —where it begins, ends, what the real: 
character and purport, the real aspect of it is: how shall he 
im that case, by any possibility, make a portrait of it? Hoe 
talks with breathless loquacity, with adipose vehemenoe, about 
‘itand about it, Nay, such lineaments of itas he has discovered, 
and mastered, or begun to discover (for the man is by no means 
without a eye, could he have taken time to look), be, serawl- 
ing without limit to Spang, uses not the smallest diligence to, 
‘bring out on the surface, or to separate from the as yet chaotic, 
undiscovered ; he leaves ther weltering ab such depth ag they: 
happen to lie at. A picbure does straggle in him; but in what 
state of development the reader can guess. As the image of 
@ real object may do, shadowed in some huge frothy ever 
agitated vortex or deluge, — ever-agitated caldron, boiling, bab 
Dling, with fet vebemence ! 

‘Yet this too was a thing worth having: what talk, what 
babblemont, the Minister of rural Kilwinning, brought sud 
denly in sight of that great World-transaction, will audibly: 
emit from him, Here it is, frosh and fresh, —after two eon~ 
turies of preservation: how that same enormous whirlpool, of 
a British Nasion all torn from its moorings, and set in conflict 
and self-conflict, represents itself, from moment to moment,” 
in the eyes of this shrowd-¢imple, zealons, yet broad-bottomed, 

man, On the whole, is there not, to the eagur sta- 
dent of History, something at once most attractive and yet 
most provoking in all Memoirs by a Contemporary? Contem~ 
pornneous words by nn oye-wituoss aro like no other, For 
every min who seen with oyes i, approximately or else afar 
off, — either approximately and in some faint degree decipher. 
. able, or too far off, altogether uadecipherable, and aa if vacant 
and blank, — the miraculous “ Daguerrotype-mirror,” above 
mentioued, of whatever thing transnets itself before him. Na 
shadow of it but left same trace in him, decipherable or unr 
deciphernble, The poor sont had, lying in it, a far stranger 
alchemy than that of the oloctrie-plates: a living Memory, 
namely, an Intelligenoe, better or worse. Wands by an-cye- 
witness! You have there the words which a son of Adam, 
looking on the phenomenon itself, saw fittest for depictariag it. 





‘Strange to consider: i#, the very phenomenon itself, dose stand 
dopictured there, though under suck inextricable obseurations, 
shortcomings, perversions, — fatally eclipsed from us forever. 
For we cannot read it; the traces are so faint, confused, as 
good as non-extant to our organs: the light was 80 unfavorable, 
the “‘clectric-plate” was so extremely tad. Alas; you read 
a hundred autograph holograph letters, signod “Charles Rex,” 
with the intensest desire to understand Charles Rex, to know 
what Charles Rex was, what he had in bis eye at that moment; 
and to no purpose, The summary of the whole hundred anto- 
graphs is vacaity, inanity; like the moaning of winds through 
desert places, through damp empty churches: what the writer, 
did actually mean, the thing he then thought of, the thing ho 
thon was, remain forever hid from you, No answer; only the 
evermoaning, gaunt, unsyllabled woowee of wind in empty 
eburches! Most provoking; a provocation as of Tantalus; — 
for there is nob a word written there but stands like a kind 
of window throngh which'a man might see, or fools a» if he 
might see, a glimpse of the whole matter, Nota jolt in those 
crabbed angular sentences, nay not a twirl in that cramp pen- 
manship, but is significant of all you sock. Had aman but 
ever had, —how would the blank become a picture all legible! 
‘The doleful, unsyllabled woo-woo of elurch-winds had become 
intelligible, cheering articulation; that tragic, fatallooking, 
peak-hearded individual, “your constant assured friend, Charles 
Rex,” were no longer an énignia and chimera to you! With in- 
telleet onough, —alas, yes it were all easy thon; the very sign- 
ing of his name were then physiognomical enough of him! — 
Or, descending from such extreme heights and raréfactions, 
where, in truth, haman nature cannot long breathe with sat- 
isfaction, —may we not here deduce once more the humblo 
practical inference, How extremely incambent it Is on every’ 
pecenthetaertenranAbbieteiemth Haine 
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toall men. He that writes anwise words, again, — especially 
if on any great, ever-mamorable object, which in this manner 
catches him up, 0 to speak, and keops him memorable 
with it,—is he mot the indisputublest madefactor? Yes; 
though unfortunately there i8 no bailiff to collar him for ity 
and give him forty stripes save one ; yet, if he oould do better, 
and haa not done it,—yest Shall stealing the money ofva 
man be a crime ; and stealing the time and brains of inmamer 
able men, generation after generation of mon, be none? For 
your tenebrific criminal has fixed himself on some great object, 
and cannot perhaps be forgotten for centuries ; one knows not 
when he will be entirely forgotten | He, for his share, has not, 
ht Hight into the world according to his. opportunity, but 
darkness; he is a son of Nox, has treacherously deserted to: 
the side of Chaos, Nox and Erebus; strengthening, perpetuat 
ing, #o far ag lay in him, the reign of prolixity, vneuity, vague: 
confusion, or in one word, of stupidity and misknowledge om 
this earth! A judicious Reviewer,—in a time when) they 
“gbolition of capital punishments” makes such progress in: 
nh TRE ae Siplametensc erage fe fame 
alty of death; but in any reasonable prictical, 
Aa ja iA ity ohrigomentasony tale cibtad de eee 
relapac, and to. go on. sone Saitie. pacmelein! peed 
till amendment ensued, he, will cheerfully coneur. 

But to return, Tiles emalanadincastecceealaieel 
apply with any stringency to poor Baillie; whose intellect, at) 
best, was never an opic one; whose opportunities, good as thay’ 
look, were much marred. by circumstances; above all, whose 
epistolary performance was moderately satisfactory to Spang! 
We are to repeat that ho has an intellect, and a most lirely, 
busy one of its kind; that he is veracious, what eo few ane. 
If the cursory reader do, not completely profit, by. him, the: 
student of History will prosper better. But in this, asin 
all cases, the student of History must have patience, Hvery~ 
where the student of History has to pass his probation, his 
apprenticeship; must first, with painful perseverance, read 
himself into the century ho. studies, — which naturally differs, 
much from our century; wherein, at first entrance, he will. 
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find all mannor of things, the ideas, the personnges, and their 
interests and aims, foreigu and unintelligible to him. He as 
yet knows nobody, can’ yet care for nobody, completely un- 
derstand nobody, He muct read himself into it, wo say; 
make himself at home, and acquainted, in that repulsive for- 
ign century. Acquaintance once made, all goes smoother and. 
smoother; even the hollow-sounding “constant assured friend. 
Charles Rex” improves somewhat ; how niuch more this head- 
long, warm-hearted, blondering, babbling, “sagacious jolter- 
head” of « Baillic! For there is a real worth in him, epite of 
its strange guise;—something of the Boswell; rays of cloar 


and sheer floundering platitude! An incongraous, heterogene- 
ous man so many inconsistencies, all united in a certain prime- 
element of most turbid, but genuine and fertile radina? warmsh.. 
Poor Baillie! The daily tattle of men, as the air carried 
it two hundred years ago, becomes audible again in those 
pages: an old dead Time, seen alive again, as through a glass 
darkly. Those hasty chaotic records of his, written down off- 
hand from day to day, are worth reading. ‘They produce on 
us something like the effect of @ contemporaneous daily news- 
paper; more so than any other record of that time; much 
more than any of the, Mercuries, “ Britannic,” * Aalio,” Run 
tic,” which then passed as newspapers, but which were in fact 
little other than dull-hot objurgatory pamphlets, — grown cold 
enough now.» Baillie is the true newspaper; he is to be used 
and studied like one. Taken up in this way, his steamy india- 
tinoctness abates, a8 our eye gets used to the steamy scene he 
lives in; many a little trait discloses itself, where at first mere 
‘vacant confusion was discernible. Once familiar to the time, 
we find the old contemporaneous newspaper, which seemed 
mere waste paper, a rather interesting document. Nay, as. wo 

degrees gets inter- 
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Galt, a Seott, or a Smollett might have rejoiced over, Iie dn” 
this man, uuobliterated by the Covenant and all distanoo of. 
time. How interesting to desery, faintly developed, yet there 
and recognizable through the depths of two dead centuries, and, 
such dense garnitures and dialects all grown obsolete, the 
indubitablest traits of Scotch human-nature, redolent of the 
“Weet-conntry,” of the kindly “Salt-market,” even as this 
‘Day still sees it-and lovingly laaghs over it! Bubicund broad » 
lineaments of a Nicol Jarvie, sly touches too of an Andrew) 
Fairservice ; nay sputterings, on cecasion, of the tindery tragic 
fire of sols apres liens yatta 
and of a pacific profession ! 

We could laugh uuch over him, ond lovo him ely thier 
good Baillic; but have not time ot present. We will pointout 
his existence ; advise all persons who have @ call that way to. 
real that same “contemporaneous newspaper” of bis with 
attention and thanks. We give it small praiso whea wo say, 
there is porhups no book of thatperiod which will, in the omdy— 
better reward the trouble of reading. Alas, to those unforta-_ 
nate persons who have sat, for long months and years, obsti- 
nately inowring the danger of locked-jaw, or suspension at” 
lenst' of all the thinking faculties, in stabborn perusal of) 
Whitlooke, Heylin, Prynne; Burton, Lilbura, Laud: and Come: 
pany, — all fiat, boundless, terior teiearamtaplineh nes: 
such praise will not seem too promissory! 

But it is time to let Baillie speak @ little for himself; reads 
ors, both cursory and studious, will then judge a little for: 
themselves. We have fished up, from much cireumambient 
indistinetues¢ and embroiled babblement, a Ineid pamesage: or 
two. Tako first that clear vision, made clear to our eyes also; 
of the Scotch encamped in warlike array under Picld-Marahal: 
Alexander Lesley, that “old little crooked soldier,” on the. 
slopes of Dunse Law, in the sunny days of 1639. Readers 
are to faney that the fight of Jenny Geddos’s stool, which we 
named a cardinal movemont (as wrongs long compressed doy 
bat require some Slight) fuglingaignal), has sct all Scotland) 
into uproar and violent gesticulation the first slight stroke of 








a universal battle and wrestle, with all weapons,on the, part of 
all persons, for the space of twenty years or so, —one of the 
later strokes of which severed a king's head off! That there 
were flockings of men to Edinburgh, and four “Tablas” (not 
fordining at) set up. That there hare ‘boen National Cove- 


pablic exlling forth of the “twelfth penny,” of the “fourth 
fencible man ;” Dutch arms from Holland, Seotch officers from 
Lire play nah ne arpripteesee Re 7 

of burding” (crwvas) drawn “from the yood wives of Edin- 
burgh” by eloquent pulpit-appeals “of Mr. Harry Rollock:”” 
—and 20; finally, this is what we discern on the pleasant coni- 
cal Hill of Dunso, in the summer’weather of 1689. Fory us 
Baillie says, “They might see now that before we would be 
roasted with @ slow fire, by the hands of Churchmen who 
keeped ‘themselves far aback from the same, we were resolved 
to'make a bolt through the reek, and try to get a grip of some. 
of those who had first kindled the fire, and still laid fuel vo, 
it, — and try if wo could cast tAem in the midst of it, to taste: 
if-that heat was pleasant when St came near their own skins!” 
Proper enough; and lo, accordingly: — 

“a'Phis our aarely did ‘riuch affeay the nglish camp: Duse 
‘Law was in sight, within ¢ix or seven miles; for they lay 
in pavilions some two miles above Berwick, on the other side 
of Tweed, ina fair plain along the river. The king himself, 
beholding us’ through n prospect (spy-glase), did conjecture us 
to be sixteen or eighteen thousand men; but at one time we 
were above twenty thousand.” 

“It would have done you good to have easten your eyes 
athort our bravo and rich Hill, as oft I did, with great con- 
tentment and joy. For I (quoth the wren) was there mong 
the » ‘rest; being chosen | perme Seine, eh 
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sword and a couple of Dutch pistols at my saddle; but, J 
promise, for the offence of no man except a robber in the 
ee ee 
agement of our countrymen, which I did, to. my powery 
iuost cheerfully. Our Hill was garnished on the top, towards’ 
the south and const, with our mounted cannon; well near to the 
number of forty, great and small. Our regiments lay on the 
sides of the Hill, almost round about: the place was not a 
mile in circle; a pretty round, rising in a declivity, without 
steepners, to the height ofa bowshot; on the top, somewhat, 
plain; about a quarter of a mile in length, and as much in’ 
breadth; as I remember, capable of tents for forty thousand) 
men. Tho crownera? lay in kennous (canvas) lodges, high 
and wide; thoir captains about them in lesser ones; the 
sojours about, all in huts of timber covered with divot (¢eer’) 
or straw. Our crownérs, for the most part, wore noblomen: 
Rothes, Lindsay, Sinclair had among them two full regiments) 
at least, from Fife; Balearras x horse-troop; Loudon” &e. &e.: 
“Our captains were mostly barons, or gentlemen of good note; 
our licutcnants, almost all, sojours who had served over sea, 
in good charges, Every company had flying, at the captain's 
tontdoor, 2 brave new Color, with the Scottish Arms, and this 
ditton, For Christ's Crown and Covenant, in golden letters" — 
a notable emblazonment indeed! 

“Tho councils of war were keoped daily in the Castle of 
Dunse ; the ecclesiastic mevtings:in Rothes’s large tent. . Les! 
ley the Genoral,/and) Baillie his Lieutonant, camo nightly on 
their horses for the setting of the watch. Our sojoure were 
all lusty and full of courage; the most of them stout young 
ploughmen; great cheerfulness in the face of all The only 
difficulty was to get them dollars or two the man, for their 
voyage from home and the thme they entered on pay: for 
among our yeomen money at any time, not to say then, used 
to bo-very scarce.” “ We were much obliged to the town of 
Edinburgh for moneys: Harry Hollock, by his sermons, moved 

1 Crovmer, coroner, wind (to distingniah this officer from him who holds the 
iniquents), coronel, which last is still intrinsically oar pronunciation of the! 
weed mow molt colonel, 
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thom to shake out their parses; the garners of Nomcove- 
nanters, especially of James Maxwell and my Lord Winton, 
gave ns plenty of wheat. One of our Ordinances was To seize, 
on the rents of Non-covenanters,”—ane helpful Ordinance, 
bo far os it wont. 

Our sojours grew in experience of arms, in courage, in 
favor, daily : every one encouraged the other; the sight of the 
nobles and their beloved pastors daily raised their hearts, 
‘The good sermons and prayers, morning and even, under the 
roof of Heaven, to which their drams did call them for bells; 
the remonstrances, very frequent, of the goodness of their) 
Cause; of their conduct (guidance) hitherto by a Hand clearly 
Divine; also Lesley his skill and fortune, — made them all 
so, resolute for babtle as could be wished, We were feared 
(afraéd) that emulation among our nobles might have dons, 
harm when they should be met inthe fielde; but euch was the 
wisdom and authority of that old little crooked souldier, that 
all, with ane incredible submission, from the beginning to the 
end, gave over themsclves to be guided by him, as if he had 
been Great Solyman. He keeped daily, in the Castle of Dunse, 
ane honorable table: for the nobles and strangers, with himself: 
for the gentlemen waiters, thereafter at a long side-table, I 
had the honot, by accident, one day to be his chaplain at table, 
on his left hand. The fare was as became a general in time of 
war: nob so curious by fanas Arandel's, in the English Camp, 
to our nobles; butiye kuow that the English sumptuosity, botl 
in war and peace, is despined by all their neighbors,’ —bursten 
pokopuddings of Englishers, whose daily eare: ia to dine, not 
wisely but too well! 

“But hed yolent your oar in the morning, or especially at 
even, and heard in the tents the sound of some singing psalms, 
som: praying, and some reading Seripture, ye would have been 
refreshed. ‘Tras, there was swearing, and cursing, and. brawl- 
ing, in'some quarters: but we hoped, if our eamp had been a 
little settled, to have gotten some way for these misorders; 
for all, of any fashion, did regret, and all did. promise to con- 
tribute their best endeavors for helping all abuses.’ For myself, 
never found my mind in botter temper than it was all the 
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time frae I came from home, till my head was again homeward; 
for I was as a man who had taken my leave from the world, 
and was resolved to dio in that service without return: I found 
the favor of God shining upon me; and a sweet, meek, yet 
strong and vehement spirit leading me, all along. “But, alas, T 
was no sooner on my way westward, after the conclusion of 
peace, than my old security returned.” ? 

This is the Scotch Encampment on the Hill of Dunse; 
King Charles looking at it through a spy-glass, not without 
interest, from the plain above Berwick on tho other side of 
the river. Could he have discovered the Revorend Robert 
Baillie riding thither from Kilwinning, girt with sword and 
Dutch pistols, followed by the five or eix rough characters 
whom he had laid out hard cash to furnish with muskets and 
pikes, and to what a dreadful pitch the mind of the 
broad-based man had now gut: itself screwed, resolute “to die 
‘on that service without return,””—traly, this also might have 
been illuminative for his Majesty! Heavy Baillie was an 
emblem of heavy Scotland, in the rear of which lay heary 
England. But “our sweet Prince” discerned only the surfaces: 
of things, ‘The mean peddling details hid from him, as they” 
still do from) so many, the essential great moaning of the 
matter; and he thought, und still again thought, that the 
rising up of a million men, to assert that they were verily men 
with souls, and not automatons with wires, was some loud- 
sounding pettiness, some intrigue, —to be dealt with by in- 
triguing. Herein he fundamentally mistook; mis-saw;—and 
80 miswent, poor Prince, in all manner of ways; to the front 
of Whitehall ultimately! 

But let us now, also through a kind of dim spy-glass, 
cast. a far-off lock into the domesticities of Baillie; let us 
glance, namely, through certain of these paper-missives, into 
that ancient Manse of Kilwinning; all ranished now, to 
the last stone of it, long since; swallowed in the depths of 

» We have nsod tho freedorn to modorniss Baillie's «polling a tittle; about 
‘which, “as he could uover fix," mays Mr. Laing, ‘on any constaat way of 
spelling his own name,” there need not be much delicacy: we aleo endeavor 
Sores te penance, oy Bone et Nae) ‘bus will nowhere in the leaet 

sense. 
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edacious Time. ‘The: reader shall also see a journey to Town 
done on ponies, along the coast of what is now the Great 
Northeastern Railway, working with eo much more velocity 
‘by steam f 

‘The “Treaty of Berwick,” fruit of that Dunse-Law expedi- 
tion of the Seotoh People, has soon issued agnin in proclama- 
tions, in “papers burnt by the hangman ;*? and then ina new 
Scotah Armament, lodged, this time, not on Dunse Hill, with 
uncertain monoys from Mr. Harry Rollock, but, by a bold 
morement through tho Tyne at Newburn, safely in the 
town of Neweastle, with eight hundred pounds a day from 
the northern counties: whereupon follows a new “Treaty of 
Rippon,” — fit. also to be burnt. by the hangman by and by. 
Baillie rejoices somewhat in tho milk and honey of theac 
northern counties, comparatively a fat, productive land. The 
herolc.man, girt again with Duteh pistols, ianceuous exeept to 
thieves, had made his Will before departing on these formida- 
ble expeditions: “It will be my earnest,desire,” thus wills he, 
“that my wife be content with the annnalrent of seven thou- 
sand merk (Scots) from-what is first and readiest, and that she 
quit judicially what further she could.crave by hor very sub- 
dolous contract "—subdolous contract, I say, though not of 
her making; which she should guit. “What then) remains, 
let it be employed for her children’s education and profit, I 
would give to Robert five thousand mork, if he quit his heir 
ships the rost to bo equally divided betwixt Harrie and Lillie. 
‘Three hundred merk to be distribute. presently among. the | 
Poor of the Parish of Kilwinning, at sight of the Session” 
All this wo omit, and leave behind us im a stato of comfort. 
able fixity ;— being bound now ona new mission: to the new 
Parliament (which will one day become a Long Parliament) 
just sitting down at present. . Read these select fractions of 
Letters “to Mrs, Baillio at. Kilwinning,” dated feb hm 
1640, on the road to London :— 


“ My Hranr, —I wrote to thee from Edinburgli; alee, from 
Kelso, to Mx Claud, suspecting thy absence from home T 
wrote to thee likewise here, in Neweastle, on Saturday lant. 
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Sinoe, I thank God, I have been very weel, as thy heart could 
wish, and all my company. 

“ Yesternight the Committee sent for me, and told me of their 
desire T should go to London with the Commissioners. Tmade 
sundry difficulties; which partly they ‘answered, and partly 
took to their consideration till this day, But now, at our pres- 


but also Mr. Robert Blair, Mr. George Gillespie, and I; should 
all three, for divers ends, go to London; Mr. Robert Blair to 
satisfy the minds of many in England who love the way of 
Now England (Jndepenconcy) botter than that of Prasbyteries 
in our Church; I for the convincing of that prevaleat fao- 
tion (Arminia Episeopals) against which I have written; Mr. 
Gillespie for the crying down of the English ceremonies, on 
which be has written ; and all four of us to preach, by turns, 
to our Commissioners in their house; which is the enstom of 
divers noblemen at court, and was our practice all the time of 
the Conference at Rippon, We mind to Durham, God willing, 
to-morrow ; and other twelve miles on Saturday, to Darntoun 
(Darlington), there to stay all Sunday, where we hope to hear, 
before we cross the Tocs on Monday, how things are like to 
frame fn the English Parliament. Loudon is fashed with a 
defluxion ; he will stay here till Monday, and come on as health 
serves, journey or post. 

“They speak here of the prentices pulling down tho High- 
Commission house at London 3 of General King’s landing, with 
six/or seven thousand Danes, in the mouth of the Thames, near 
London, Wo wish it were 80; but we take it, and many 
things more you will henr, for clattors. 

“My Heart, draw near to God}; neglect not thy prayers 
morning and evening with thy servants, as God will lielp thee; 
roadand pray, beside that, in'private, Put Rob to the schools 
teach him and Harrie both some little beginnings of God's 
fear; have a care of my little Lillie. I pray thee write to me 
how thou and they are. 

“Thy awne, BR. Bana 

 Nuwoasrux, 5 November, 1640.” 
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“Mr Hranr,— Thou sees I slip no occasion, I -wroba to 
thee yesternight from Newcastle; this night I am in Durham, 
very weel, rejoicing in God's good providence, 

“After I closed my letters, my boy Jamie was earnest to go 
with me; so, notwithstanding of my formor resolution to send 
him home, I was content to take him. I spake to the General, 
and put im his name, as my man, in the safeconduct, But, 
when I was to loup (to mowat Aorse), he failed me, ani would 
go uo farther! I could not strive then; T gave him his Jeave, 
and a dollar to carry him home. His folly did mé great wrong; 
for if I should have gone back to bespeak ane other, I would 
have lossed my company: 90 without troubling myself, Dwent 
forward with my company, manless. But, behold the gracious 
providence of my God: as I enter in Durham, one of my old 
scholars, @ preacher in Colemel Ramsay's regiment of horse, 
meets with me before I light; will have me to his chamber; 
gives me his ehamber, stable, servant, a cup of sack, and all 
courtesy ; gets mea religious youth, a trooper, ready with a 
good horse, to go with me to London. Major-General Baillie 
makes me, and all the Commissioners that were there, sup with 
him, and gives the youth his leave to go with me, Mx. Archi- 
bald Johnston assures me for his charges, as well as my own. 
So my man James's foolish unthankfulness is turned about for 
iy ten times better provision: T take this fora presage and ane 
erles (earnest) of God's goodness towards me all this voyage. 

“Wo hope that Loudon’s defluxion shall not hinder him to 
take jonrney on Tuesday. The morrow we intend bat one 
other post to Darlington, and there stay till the Great Seal 
(our Safe-comduct) come tous. Tho Lord be with thee and my 
babios, and all ny flock and friends. 

“Thy awne, B. Bam.’ 


“Denna, 6 November, Friday." 


“My Teant,—I know thou does now long to hear from me. 
I wrote to thee on Saturday wns eight days [dated Friday), 
from Durham. That day we went to Darlington, where Mr 
Alexander Henderson and Mr. Robert Blair did preach to us 
on Sunday. At supper on Sunday, the post, with the Great 
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Seal of England for our safe-condact, came to us; withthe 
Earl of Bristol's letter to Loudon, entreating us to make: 


On Monday we came, beforn wo lighted, to Boroughbridge, 
twenty-five miles, On Tuesday we rode three short) posts, 
by Ferrybridge, to Doncaster There L was content to buy a 
bobbin waisteoat, On Wednesday we came another good jours 
ney to Newark-on-Trent, whem we caused Dr. Moysliesup with, 
us. On Thursday we came to Stamford; or Friday to Hunt 
ingdon; on Saturday to Ware; here we rested the Sabbath and 
heard the minister, after .we were warned of the end af the 
service, preach two good sermons,” —the service once well: 
over, one gets notice, finds the sermons very fair. ‘ 

“On Monday morning we came that twenty miles to Lon 
don before sunrising ;* all well, horse and man, as we could 
wish; divers merchants and their servants with us on little 
naigs; the way extremely foul and deep. Our journeys being 
80 long.and continued, and sundry of as unaccustomed with 
travel, we took it for God's singular goodness that all of us 
‘were a0 preserved:.none in the company held better out than 
and my man, and our little noble naigy, From Kilwinning 
to London I did not 20 much as stumble: this is the fruit of. 
your prayers. Lwas-also all the way full of courage, and com 
forted with the sense of God’s presence with my spirit, We 
‘were at great expenses on the road, Their inns are all like 
palaces; no wonder they extorse their questa : for three meals, 
course enoagh, we would pay, together with our horses, sixteen 
or seventeen pound sterling. Some threo dish of creevishes 
(éerivisses), like little partans (miniature dobsters), troand- 
forty shillings sterling.” — Save us !— “We lodge here in the 
Common Garden (Covent Garien)); our house-mails (rent) every 
week abore eleven pound sterling. The City is desirous we 
should lodge with them ; so to-marrow T think we must flit, 

“All things here goas our heart could wish. The Lieutenant 

2. Forribrig, Toxton and Duncaster,” Baillie writes hare; confusing the 
his memory; putting Tuxford north of Doncaster, instead of south 





* Suarise oa tho 16th of Noveaiber, 1640, 





of Treland (Strajford) came but on Monday to town, late; on 
Tuesday, rested; on Wednesday, camo to Parliament; but, ere 
night, he was caged, Intolerable pride and oppression ery to 
‘Heaven for vengeance, 

“Tuesday here was a fast; Mr. Blair and\ I preached to our 
Commissionors at home, for we had no clothes for outgoing. 
Many ministers used greater freedom than ever here was heard 
of, Episcopacy itself beginning to be cried down, and a Cove. 
nant cried up, and the Liturgy to be scorned. The town of 
London and a world of men mind to present a Petition, which 
T have seen, for the abolition of bishops, deans and all their 
appurtenances. It is thought good to delay till the Parliament 
have pulled down Canterbury (Laud) and some prime bishops, 
which thay mind to do so soon.as the King has a little digested 
the bitterness of his Lieutenant's censure. Huge things are 
here in working; the mighty Hand of God be about this great 
work! We hope this shall be the joyful harvest of the tears 
that, these many years, have been sown in these Kingdoms, 
All here are weary of bishops. R. Barman. 

*Laxpow, 18 November, 1640" 


Weary of bishops, indeed ; and “crvevishes” at such a price; 
and the Lord Lieutenant Strafford caged, and Canterbury:to be 
pulled dows, and everywhere a mighty drama going on: and 
thow meanwhile, my Heast, put Reb to the school, give Harry 
and him some beginnings of wisdom, mind thy prayers, quit 
subdolons contracts, “have a care of my little Lillie!” Poor 
little Lilias Baillie; tottering about there, with her foolish glad 
tattlement, with her laughing eyes, in drugget or other home- 
spun frock, and antiquarian bib and tucker, far off iu that old 
Manse of Kilwinning! But she grew to be tall’ enough, this 
little Lillie, and a mother, and a grandmother; and one of ber 
grandsons was Henry Home Lord Kaimes;* whose momo 
rial, and Dillie’s, is still in this earth! 


Greatly the most impressive of all the scenes Baillie wit- 
nessed in that mighty drama going on everywhere, was the 


+ Woodhouselee’s Life of Kaimer, 
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‘Trial of Strafford. A truly impressive, momentous scene; om 
which Rushworth has gathered a buge volume, and then and 
since many men have written much; wherein, nevertheless, 
several features would have been lost, had not the Minister of 
there. It is'the Best soone of all he has painted, or hastily 
sign-painted, plastered and danbed. With careful industry, 
fishing as before from wide wastes of dim embroilment, let us 
snatch here and there a luminous fragment, and adjust them 
as is best possible; and therewith close our contemporaucous 

+ Baillie’s report, of immense longth and haste, ia 
to the Presbytery of Irvine, and dated May, 1641. We give 
two earlier fractions first, from Letters to Mrs. Baillie, Strai- 
ford, on that fasting Tuesday, when the polpits wore so loud 
against bishops, was reposing from fatigues of travel. On the 
sietto-w io -tepikirod "to his pleod in: Partiamtnty othe Aout 
ing; “ but ere night he was caged :”— 

Wednesday, ith November, 1640, “ The Lower Honse closed 
their doors; the Speaker keeped the Keys till his accusation 
yras concluded. Thereafter Mz. Pym weat ap, with a number 
at his back, to the Higher House; and ina short pretty speech, 
did, in naine of the Lower House, and in name of the Commons 
of all England, accuse Thouas Earl of Strafford, Lord Lieu- 
tenantof Ireland, of High Treason; and roquited, his person 
to be arresbed till probation might be heard. And so Pymand 
his train withdrew ; aud thereupon the Lords began to consulb 
on that strange and unexpocted motion, 

“Tho word goes in haste to the Lord Lieutenant. where he 
was with the King. With speed he comes to the House; he 
calls loudly at the door; James Maxwell, Keeper of the Black- 
rod, opens. His Lordship, with a proud glooming countenance, 
makes towards his) plaice atthe board-head; but at once many: 
bid him void the Honse, So he is forced, ia confusion, to. go 
to tho door till called again.” —Called again, “he stands, but 
is commanded to kneel on his knees; after hearing their reso- 
Jntion, he offers to speak, but is commanded to be gone with- 
out a-word. 

“Ip the outer room, James Maxwell required him, as pris- 





| 
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oner, to deliver his sword; when he had gotten it, he eries with 
aloud voice for his man ‘to carry my Lord Lieutenant's sword.’ 
‘This dons, he makes through a number of people towards his 
coach; all gazing, no man-capping to him, before whom, that 
morning, the greatest of England would have stood uneovered ; 
all crying, ‘What is the matter?’ He said, ‘A emall matter, 
Iwarrant you!’ They replied, ‘Yes indeed, High Treason is 
small matter !*” 


Saturday, January 30, 1641. “The Lieutenant this day. 
‘was sent for. He came from the Tower by water, with a 
~ guard of musketeers; the world wondering, and at his going 
out and coming in, shouting and cursing him to his face, 

“Coming into the Higher House, his long Charge, in many 
sheets of paper, was read to him. Fora while he sat on his 
knees before the bar then after they caused him sit down 
‘at the bar, for it was cight o’clock before all was read. He 
craved a month to answer.” 


May 4, 1641. “Revenexp ayy pean Bueturen, .. . The 
world now seoth that the delay is alone upom their side, 
‘Their constant attendance on Strafford is pretended to be the 
cause ; aud truly itis a great part of the reason why our busi- 
ness and all else has been so long suspended. Among many 
moro, I have been ane assiduous assistant; and therefore I will 
give you some account of what I have heard and seen in that 
most notable Provess. 

“ Weetminster Hall is a room as long, a8 broad, if not moro, 
‘han the outer house of the High Church of Glasgow, 
ing the pillars were all removed. In the midst of it was 
erected a stage, like to that prepared for our Assembly at 
Glasgow, but muoh larger; taking up the breadth of the whole 
house from wall to wall, and of the length more than a third 


part. 
“At the north end was set a throne for the King, a chair 
for the Prince ; before it lay a large woolsack, covered 
green, for my Lond Steward, the Earl of Arundel; 
3 This is be of the Arwsdel Marbles) bo went abroad vex 
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lower, two other woolsacks for my Loni Keeper andthe 
Judges, with the rest of the Chancery, all in their red robess 
Beneath this, a little table for four or tive clerks of tho Parlia- 
ment in their black gowns. Round about these, some forms 
covered with green frieze, whereon the Barls and Lords did 
sit in their red robes, of that same fashion, lined with the same 
white ormineskins, as you seo the robes of our Lords when 
they ride in Parliament at Edinburgh. The Lords on their 
right sleeves have two bars of white skins; the Viscounts two 
‘and ane half; the Earls threo; the Marquess of Winchester 
three and ano half. England hath no more Marquesses; and 
he but ane late’ upstart creature of Queen Elizabeth's. 


“In front of these forms where tho Lords sit, is a bar 


covered with green, At the one ond of it standeth the Com- 
mittee of eight or ten gentlemen appointed by the House of 
Commons to pursue (prosecute); at the midst ‘there is a little 
desk, where the prisoner Strafford sits or stands as he pleasethy 
together with his keeper, Sir William Balfour, the Lieutenant 


+ of the Tower. At the back of this is another desk for Straf- 


ford’s foar secretaries; who carry his papers, and assist him 
in writing and reading. At their side isa void for wituesses 
to stand. Behind therm is # long desk, close to the wall of the 
room,’ for Strafford's counsel-atlaw, some five or six able 
Lawyers, who were not, permitted to dispute in matter of fact, 
but questions of right, if any should bo incident. ‘This is the 
order of the House below on the floor; the same that is used 
daily in the House of Lords. 

“Upon the two sidos of the House, east and west, there arose 
a stage of eleven ranks of forms, the highest touching almost 
to the roof. Every one of these forms went from the one end 
of the room to the other, and contained about forty men, Tho 
two highest were divided from the rest by a rail; and a rail 
catted off from the rest, at every end, some seats. The gentle 
men of the Lower House did sit within the rail; other persons 
without. All the doors were keeped vory straitly with guards: 
we always behooved to be there a little aftor five in the morning: 


1 Temporary wooden wall; from east to west, ns Baillie counts the aah 
muths. 
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My Gord Willoughby Earl of Limisey, Lord Chambertain of 
= erdered the House with great difficulty. James 

Maxwell, Black-rod, was great usher; a number of other ser- 
seiik iia docaied anaeniphria siteateek We, by favor, got place 
within the rail, among the Commons. The House was full 
daily before seven. Aguinat eight the Karl of Strafford camo 
in his barge from the Tower, accompanied by the Lientenant 
and a guard of musketeers and halberdiers.. The Lords in 
their robes were set about eight; the King was usually there 
half an hour before them. 

“The King came not into his throne, for that woold have 
marred the action; for it isthe order of England, that when 
the King appears, he speaks what he will, and no other epéaks 
in his presence. But at the back of the throne there were two 
rooms ou the two sides ; in the one did Duke de Vanden, Duke 
Ge Vallet,? and other Fronch nobles sit in the other the King, 
the Queen, Princess Mary, the Prince Elector, and some court: 
ladies. ‘The tirlies (Zattices), that made them to be secret, the 
King brake down with bis own hands; so they satin the eyo 
of all; but little moro regarded than if they had boon absent: 
for the Lords sat all covered; those of the Lower Honse, and 
all others except the French noblemen, sat uncovered when 
the Lords came, and not else. A number of ladies were in 
‘boxes above the rails, for which thoy paid such monoy. It 
was daily the most glorions assembly the Isle could afford, yet 
the gravity not such as I expected. Off great clamor without 
about the doors; in the intervals whilo Strafford was makiag 
ready for anewers, the Lords got always to their feet, walked 
and elattered (chatted); the Lower House men, too, load clat- 
tering. In such sessions, ten hours long, thare was much 
public cating, not only of ocnfestions, but of flesh and bread; 
bottles of beer and wine going thick from mouth to mouth, 
without cups; and all this inthe King’s oye: yea, many but 


2 Duke de Vanden,” mo presumo, is Dae do Vendime, Jef-hand Brother 

of aoe een “ Yallot " is La Valette, who in 1642 became Duo a’Es- 

hie oslebrated Father of that title “Two visitors of ter 

Siac, “Notions of them, of their departure from the country by and by, se 
in Commons Journals, ii. 670, $76 (19 Joly, 17 May, 164) 

Vol. 16—P.P 
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turned their back, and” — (Gracious Heavens !)— “through 
‘the forms they sat on. ‘There was no outgoing to return; and 
oft the sitting was till two, three, or four o'clock.” 

Strangely in this manner, no “dignity of history” in the 
smallest obstructing us, do we look, through these rough-and- 
ready Scotch words, through these fresh Kilwinning eyes, 
upon the very body of the old Time, its form and pressure, 
its boor and wine bottles, its loud clattering and crowding, 
‘There it is, visually present: one feels as if, by an effort, one 
could hear it, handle it, speak with it. How different from 
the dreary vacuity of most “philosophies teaching by experi- 
ence” is the living picture of the fact; such as oven a Bos- 
well or a Baillio can give, if they will but honestly look! In 
spite of haste, we must continue a little farther; catch a few 
more visualities ;— 

“The first sesvion was on Monday, March 22 (1641), All 
being set, as I have said, tho Prince on a little chair at the 
side of the throne, the Chamberlain and Black-rod went and 
fetehed in my Lord Strafford. He was always in the same 
snit of black, as if in dool. At the entry he gare a low 
courtesy; proceeding a little, he gave a second; when he 
came to his desk, a third; then at the bar, the fore-face of 
his deak, he kneeled; rising quickly, ho saluted both sides of 
the House, and sat down. Some few of the Lords lifted their 
hats to him. This was his daily carriage. 

“My Lord Stoward, in a sentence or two, showed that the 
House of Commons had accused tho Earl of Strafford of high 
treason ; that he was there to answor; that thoy might man- 
age their evidence as they thought meet. They thereupon 
desired one of thoir clorks to read their impeachment, I sent 
you the printed copy long ago. The first nine articles, being 
but generalities, were passed ; the twenty-eight of the farther 
impeachment were all read. The clerk’s voice was small; and 
after the midst, being broken, was not heard by many. 

*My Lord of Strafford was, in his answer, very large, accu- 
rate and eloquent, A preamble, wherein,” &o. : this he spoke; 
and then a long paper, of particular answers to the twenty- 
eight charges, was read “The reading of it took up large 
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three hours, His friends were so wary that they made three 
olerks read by turns, thatevery one might hear, . .. Afterall, 
Strafford eraved leave to speak; bat the day being so far 
spent, to two or three o'clock, he was refused; and the Lord 
Steward adjourned the House till the morrow at eight. 

“The second session, on Tuesday, 28d. The King and Quoen 
and alt being set as the day before, Mr. Pym had o long and 
eloquent oration, only against the preamble of Strffond’s 
answer, wherein be labored to—" &o. &e. “Tho first witness, 
Sir Pieros Crosby, who— ... When Pym had ended, tho 
Earl required time, if ft were bat to the morrow, :to answer 
so heavy charges, many whereof were new. After debate pro 
and contra, one of the Lords spakoof adjourning their House; 
und pressed their privilege, thatat the motion of any ono 
Lord the House bshooved tobe adjourned: Se the Lords did 
all retire to their owa House above, and debated among them 
selves the question for a large half-hour. During their ab- 
sence, though in the eye of tho King, all fell to elattering, 
walking, cating, toying; but Strafford, in the midst of all the 
Boise, was serious with his secretaries, conferring their notes, 
and writing. The Lords returned ; the Steward pronoanced 
their decision: that the matters spoken being all of | fact, 
and this only in auswer to his own preamble, he should 
make an answor without any delny, Soy without sign of 
repining, the Earl answered something to all had been said; 
instanced —" 


*% Wednesday, 24th. Mr, Maynard handled the first of the 
twenty-cight articles,” with witnesses, &. In his reply, the 
Farl first required permission to withdraw and collect him- 
self: this wns refused. “He made ane excellent answer” — 
“Te were tedious to repent all their quick passages." “The 
third article, ¢that he would make the King’s little finger 
heavier than the loins of the law,’ this was proven by sundry, 
Among others, Sir David Foulis, whom he had crushed, came 
to dopose. He excepted against this witness, as one who 
had a quarrel with him. Maynard produced against’ him his 
own decree, subscribed) by his own hand, that whereas Sir 
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David had brought before Aju the same exception agninst a 
witness, he had decreed that a witness for the King and 
Commonwealth must be received, notwithstanding any private 
quarrels) When he saw his own hand, he said no more, bat 
in a josting way, ‘You aro wiser, my Lord Steward, than to 
be ruled by any of my actions as patterns !'” 

Or, quitting all order of * sessions,” let us mark here and 
there, in “this notable Process,” a characteristic feature, as 
wo can gather it. Mark, in goneral, the noblo lone lion at 
bay ; mark tho fierce, winged and taloned, toothed and ram- 
pant enemies, that in flocks, from above and from beneath, 
are dashing at him! 

“My Lord of Strafford required, farthor, to answer to things 
objected the former day; but was refused, He rmquired pore 
mission to retire, and advise about the present objections; 
but all that he obtained was a little time’s advisement in 
the place he was in. So hereafter, it was Strafford’s constant 
custom, after the end of his adversary’s speech, to petition 
for time of recollection; and obtaining it, to sit down with 
his back to the Lords, and most diligently rend his notes, 
and write answers, he and his secretaries, for ane half-hour, 
in the midst of @ great noise and confusion, which continued. 
ever till he rose agnin to speak,” — 

“For this he produced Sir William Pennyman as witness; 
a member of the Lower House, who, both here and many 
times else, deposed point-blank all he required. Mr. May= 
nard desired him to bo posod (for no man thore did speak 
to any other, but all speech was directed to my Land Stew= 
ard), ‘When, and at what time, he was brought to the re 
membrance of those words of my Lord Strafford’s?’ All of 
us thought it a very noedless motion. Sir Willism answored, 
‘Ever since the first speaking of them, they were in his 
memory; but he called them most to remembrance since my 
Lord Strafford was charged with them.’ Maynard presently 
catched him, ‘That he behooved, then, to be answerable to 
the House for neglect of duty; not being only silent, bab 
voting with the rest to this article, wherein Strafford was 
charged with words whereof he knew he was free!’ There 
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arcse, with the word, so great an hissing in the House, that 
the gentleman was confounded, and fell a-weeping. 

“Strafford protested, He would rather commit himself to 
the mercy of God alone, giving over to use any witness in 
his defence at all, than that men, for witnessing the truth, 
should incur danger and disgrace on his account." — : 

“So long a3 Maynard was principal speaker, Mr. Glyn Jay 
at the wait, and usually observed some one thing or other; and 
uttered it so pertinently that, six or'seven times in the end, 
he got great applause by the whole House.” — 

“1 did marvel mach, at first, of their memories, that could 
answer and reply to so many large allegeanees, withoat the 
missing of any one point; but I marked that both the Liew 
tenant when thoy spake, and the Lawyers when he spake, 
did write their notes ; and in their speeches did look on those 
papers. Yeu, the most of the Lords und Lower House did 
write much daily, and none more than the King.’”— 


“My Lord Montmorris was called to deposé, in spite of 
Strafford’s exception. . .|. In bis’ answers Strafford alleged, 
concerning Lord Mantmorris, the confession of his fault euder 
his own hand ;" “that no evil was done to him, and nothing 
intended bat the amendment of his very loose tongue :—if 
‘the gentlemen of the Commons House intended no more but 
the correction of Ais foolish tongue, he would heartily give 
them thanks!” 

. Concerning the Lord Deputy’s seutching of a gentle- 
man with aroL ... 

© The other part of the article was his executing one Thomas 
Dennitt, who after a long want of pay, eraving it from his cap- 
tain, was bilden be goue to the gallows He went his way, 
but was brought back, and said to have stolen ane quarter of 
beef: for this he is sentenced to die, and albeit some noblemen 
had moved the Deputy's lady to be earnest for his life, yet 
without mercy he was execute.” — 


“Glyn showed That daily thers came to their hands so 
mach new matter of Stratford's injustice, that if they had their 
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articles to frame again, they would give in as many new as 
old. Strafford stormed at that, and proclaimed them ane open 
defiance. Glyn took him at his word; and offered instantly 
to name three-and-twenty cases of injustice, wherein his own 
gain was clear. He began quickly his catalogue with Parker's 
paper petition. Strafford, finding himself in ane ill taking, did 
‘soon repent of his passionate defiance, and required he might 
answer to no more than he was charged with in his paper,” 

session, 20th March.) 

“Strafford eaid, ‘That thoagh his bodily infirmity was 

great, and the charge of treason lay heavy on his mind; 


Maynard alleged, ‘That he (Strafford), by the flow of his 
eloquence, spent time to gain affection ;’—as, indeed, with 
the more simple sort, especially the ladies, he daily gained 
much. Ho replied quickly, “That rhetoric was to 
these gentlemen, and learning also; that betwixt the two he 
was like to have a hard bargain’ Bristol was busy in the 
mean time, going up and down, and whispering in my Lord 
Stoward’s car; whereupon others not content cried, To your 
places, to your places, my Lords |! — 


“Maynard applied it vehemently, that he bad subverted 
law, and brought in ano arbitrary power on the subjects’ goods: 
for his own gain.” 

®Mr. Glyn showed, ‘The Earl of Strafford was now detter 
than his word: he had not only made Acts of State equal to 
Acts of Parliament, but also his own acts above both.’ * 

“He (Strafford) answered, ‘That his intention in this mat 
ter was certainly good ;’ ‘that when he found the people's 
untowardness, he gave over the design.’ Maynard answered, 
That intentions cloared not illegal actions; that his giving 
over before tens of thousands were starved, maketh him not 
innocent of the killing of thousands,’ —sarcastic Learned- 
sergeant! 

“The Earl of Clare and others debated with Vane (the 
elder Vane) sharply, What‘ ¢his kingdom’ did mean ; England, 
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or only perhaps Scotland? Maynard quickly silenced him; 
Sa seme dial Nec Ingen sor 
not 

My learned frionds | most swift, sharp are you; of temper 
most aceipitral, — hawkish, aquiline, not to say vulturish; and 


will have this noble lamed lion made a dead one, and earrion 
useful for you!— Hear also Mr. Stroud, the honorable Mem- 
ber, standing “at the end of tho bar covered with green cloth,” 
one of the “eight or ten gentlemen appointed to prosecute,” 
how shrill he is: — 

“Tho Deputy said, ‘If this was a treason, being informed as 

he was, it behooved him to be a traitor over again, if he had 
the like oceasion,’ . . . Mr. Stroud took notice of Stratford's 
profession to do this over again. He said, ‘Ho well believed 
him; but they knew what the kingdom suffered when Gaveston 
came to react himself !"” 
‘This honorable Member is one of the Five whom Charles 
hinwelf, some months afterwards, with a most irregular non- 
constabulary foreo in his train, sallied down to the House to 
seek and seize,—remembering this, perhaps, and other ser- 
vices of hist But to proceed: — 

“My Lord Strafford regretted to the Lords the great straits 
of his estate. He said ‘he had nothing there but as he 
borrowed.’ Yet daily he gave to the guard that conveyed him 
ten pound, by which he conciliated much fayor; for these 
fellows were daily changed, and wherover they lived, they 
talked of his liberality, He said ‘his family were, in Ireland, 
two hundred and sixty persons, and the House of Commons 
there had seized all his goods. Would not their Lordships 
take course to loose that arrest from so much of his goods as 
might sustain his wife and children in same tolerable way ?*” 
(Thirteenth session, 3 April.) 

“ Garriway, Mayor the last year, deposed, *‘Phat to the best 
of his remembrance, he (Strafford) said, no good would be 
gotten till some of the Aldermen were hanged.’ While 
Strafford took vantage at the words, to the best of my rement- 
brance, Gartaway turned shortly to him, and told out panc- 


“ae 7 




















303 «© CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS, 


should answer with as. great truth, albeit not with so great 
confidence, a3 that gentleman, to the best of his remembrance, 
he did not speak so, But if he did, he trusted their goodness 
owould easily pardon sach a rash and foolish word.!” 


“ Thursday, Bt April; session fourteenth. The twenty- 
eighth article they passod. All being sot, and the Deputy 
‘brought to the bar on his knees, he was desired to say for hin. 
self what he would, that so the House of Commons may sum 
up all before the sentence.” He craved time till tomorrow, 
The Commons objected. “Yot the Lords, after some debate, 
did grant it?” — 

“The matter wax [sixteenth session), Young Sir Harry Vane 
had fallen by accident among his father’s papers”—Ah yes, 
a woll-known accident? And now the question is, Will the 
Lords allow us to produce it? “The Lords adjourn one hour 
large: at their return their decree was against the expectation 
of all;"—an ambiguous decree, tending obliquely towards 

or else new unknown periods of delay! 

“At once the Commons began to gramble. Glyn posed 
him, On what articles he would examine witnesses, then? 
They did not believe that he wanted to examine witnesses, 
‘bat put him to name the articles. He named one, —another, 
—a thitd,—a fourth; sind not being like to make ané end, 
the Commons on both sides of the House rose in a fury, with 
‘& shout of “Withdraw! Withdraw! Withdraw f’— got all to 
their feet, on with their hats, cooked their beavers in thw 
King’s face. We ‘all did fear it would grow to a present 
tumult, They went all away in confusion. ‘Strafford slipped 
off to his barge and to the ‘Tower, glad to be gona lest he 
should be torn in pieces; the King went home in silence; the 
Lords to their house.” 


Sostion sixteenth. vanishes thus, in a flash of fire! Yes; 
and tho “sharp untumable voice" of Mr. 0, Cromwell, member 
for Cambridge, was in that shout of “ Withdraw!” and Mr. 
Cromwell dashed om his rasty beaver withal, and strode out 
%—in those wide nostrils of his a kind of snort. And one 
Mr. Milton sat in hia house, by St. Bride’s Church, teaching 








grammar, writing Areopagitics; and had dined that day, not 
perhaps without criticism of the cookery. And it was all a 
living colored Time, not a gray vacant one; and had length, 
breadth and thickness, even as our own has !— But now, also, 
is not that a miraculous spy-glass, that Perceptive-Faculty, 
Soul, Intelligence, or whatsoever wo call it, of the Reverend 
Mr. Robert Baillie of Kilwinning ? We still see by it,— 
things stranger than most preternaturalisms, and mere com 
monplace “ apparitions,” could be. “Our Fathers, where are 
they 7” Why, there ; there are our far-off Fathers, face to 
face; alive, —and yet not alive; ah no, they are visible but 
wnattainable, sunk in the never-returning Past! Thrice en+ 
deavoring, we cannot embrace them; tor manus effugit imago, 
‘The Centuries are transparent, then ;—yes, more or less; but 
they are impermeable, impenetrable, no adamant so hard. It 
is strange, Zo be, To have been: of all verbs the wonderfulest 
ig that same. The “ Zime-clemont,” the “crystal prison” } 
Of a trath, to us Sons of Time, it is the miracle of miracles. — 
Mar cee ta ee 
Caes Shing smjecnwkilaiis) rowitpexplain cenaueh te 

® thoes ery Commons, with their “Withdraw, Wilke 
draw) will. have: the tifeiof that oot. peisonee. KE not ly 
free verdict of their Lordships, then by bill of attainder of 
their own; by fair moans, or by less fair, Strafford has to 
die. “Intolerable pride and oppression ery to Heaven for 
vengeance.” Yes, and Heaven has heard; and the Earth now 
repeats it, in Westminster Hall here,—nay, worse still, out in 
Palaceyard, with “horrible cries and imprecations”! This 
noble baited Hon shall not escape, but perish,— be food for 
learned sergeants and the region kites! We will give but ono 
other glimpse of him: his last appearance in Westminster 
Hall, that final Spooch of his there; which,” says Baillie, 
“you have in print.” We have indeed: printed in MWhitlocke, 
and very copiously elsewhere and since;— probably the best 
of all Spoeches, everything considered, that has yet been 
printed in the English tongue. All readers, remember that 

passage, —thab pause, with tears in the “proud glooming 
pocriauaeajnh Abed gv G0IE shes plbdona = mieitSElommge 
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‘Veft me." But what a glare of new fatal moaning docs the 
last cireumnstance, or shadow of a cireamstance, which Baillie 
throw over it:— 

“He made a Speech large two hours and ane halt. . .. To 
all ho topoated nought new, but the best of his former answers. 
And in the end, after some lashmess and tagging, he made 
such ane pathetic oration, for ane half-hour, as ever comedian 
@id upon'a stage. The matter and expression were oxoooding 
‘brave: doubtless, if he had graee or civil goodness, be is a 
most eloquent man One passage made it most spoken of: 
his breaking off in weeping and silence when he spoke of his 
first Wife. Somo took it for a trus defect of his memory; 
others, and the most part, for a notable part of his thetoric; 
some that true grief and remorse at that remembrance had 
stopped his mouth. For thoy say that his first Lady, the Earl 
of Clare's sister, being with child, and finding one of his 
whore’s letters, brought it to him, and chiding him therefor, 
‘he strook her on the breast, whereof shortly she died." 

Such is the drama of Life, seon in Baillie of Kilwinning; a 
thing of multifarious tragie and epic meanings, then as now. 
A many-voiend tragedy and epos, yet with broad-based comic 
and grotesque accompaniment; done by actors wot in buskins; 
—ever replete with elements of guilt and remorse, of pity, 
instruction and fear! It is now two hundred years and odd 
months since these Commons Members, shouting, “ Withdraw f 
Withdraw!” took away the life of Thomas Wentworth Barl 
of Strafford; and introduced, driven by necessity thoy know 
little whither, horrid rebellions, as the phrase went, and mi. 
cidal wars into the bowels of this country. Ou our horizon 
‘too, there loom now ineritabilitics no less stern; one kaows 
‘not sometimes whether not very near at hand! Thoy had the 
Divine Right of Kiwgs to settle, those unfortunate ancestors 
of oars: Shall Charles Stuart and William Land alone have a 
soa] and conscience in this Nation, under extant cireumstanoes 5 
or shall others too have it? ‘That had come now to require 
settlement, that same “divine right;” and they, our brave 
ancestors, like true stalwart hearts, did on hest of neoossity 
manage to settle it,— by eacting off its head, if no otherwise. 
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Alas, we, their children, have got perhaps a still harder 
thing to settle: the Divine Right of Squires. Did a God make 
this land of Britain, and give it to us all, that we might live 
there by honest labor; or did the Squires make it, and, —sbut 
to the voice of any God, open only toa Devil's voice in this 
mattor,— decide on giving it to themsclves alone? This is 
now the sad question and “divine right” we, in this unfor- 
tunate century, have got to settle! For there ix no end of 
settlements; there will never be an end; the best settlement 
is but a temporary, partial one. Truly, all manner of righta, 
and adjustments of work and wages, here below, do verge 
gradually into error, into unbearable error, as the Time-flood 
bears us onward; and many aright, which uscd to be a duty 
done, and divine enough, turns out, in a new latitude of the 
Time-voyage, to have grown now altogether undivine! Turns 
out,— when the fatal hour and necessity for overhauling it 
arrives, — to havo been, for some considerable while past, an 
inanity, a conyentionality, a hollow simulacrum of uso-and- 
wont; which, if it will still assert itself as a “divine right,” 
having now no divine duty to do, becomes a diabolic wrong; 
and, by soft means or by sharp, has to be sent travelling out 

* of this world! Alas, “intolerahilities” do now again in this 
new century “cry to Heaven;”—or worse, do not cry, but 
in low widespread moan, lie as perishing, as if “in Heaven 
there was no ear for them, and on Earth no ear.” “Eleven 
pence halfpenny a week” in this world; and in the next world 
zero! And “Sliding-Scales,” and endless wriggling and 
wrestlings over mers “Corn-Laws : "a Governing Class, hired 
(it appears) at the rate of some fifty or seventy millions a 
year, which not only makes no attempt at governing, but will 
not, by any consideration, passionate entreaty, or even menace 
as yet, be persuaded to eat its victuals, shoot its partridges, 
and not strangle out the general life by misgoverning! It 
cannot and it will not come to good. 


‘We hore quit Baillio; we let his drop-acene fall; and finish, 
though not yet in mid-course of his Great-Rebellion ] 
‘To prevent disappointment, wo ought to say, 
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Strafford is considerably the best passage of his Book;—and 
indeed, generally, onee more, that the careless reader will not 
find much profit in hin; that except by reading with unusual 
intensity, even the historical student may find less than he 
expects. As a true, rather opulent, but vory confused quarry, 
out of whieh some edifices might in part be built, we leave him 
to those who have interest in such matters. 





DR. FRANCIA? 
(rseay 


‘Tue confused South-American Revolution, and eet of revo- 
Tntions, like the South-American Continent itself, is doubtless 
@ great confused phenomenon; worthy of better knowledge 
than men yet have of it Several books, of which we here 
name a fow known to us, have been written on the gubjest: 
‘but bad books mostly, and productive af almost no effect, ‘The 
heroes of South America have not yet succeeded in picturing 
‘any image of themselves, much less any true image of them- 
selves, in the Cis-Atlantic mind or memory. 

Tturbide, “the Napoleon of Mexico," a great man in that 
narrow country, who was he? He made the thrice-colebrated 
“Plan of Iguala;” « constitution of mo continuance, He be- 
came Emperor of Mexico, most seréne “ Augustin 1; " was 
deposed, banished to Leghorn, to London; decided on return 
‘ing;—landed on the shore of Tampico, and was there mot, 


¥ YouriGx Qramrency Review, No. 62.—1. Funeral Discourse deliveret on 
corennion of elchrating the Obrezuies of hie late Erxceflency the Perpetual Dictator af 
the Republic of Porazeay, the citiom Dy. Joat Gaspar Francia: ty Citizen the 
Rex, Manvel Antonio Peres, of the Church of the Tncvrnation, on the 20th of Goto 
ter, 1840, (In the Brith Packet and Argentine News, No. #13. Buenos-Ayres, 
‘March 19, 1842.) 

2 Essai Historique sur ta Révctation de Paraguay, et ¢ Gouvernement Dict 
terial du Decteur Francia, Par MM. Rengger et Lougehamp: Secondo 
dition. Paria, 1427. 
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and shot: this, in a vague sort, is what the world knows of 
the Napoleon of Mexico, moat serene Augustin the First, most 
unfortunate Augustin the Last. He did himself publish me 
moira or memorials,’ but few can read them. Oblivion, and 
the deserts of Panama, have swallowed this brave Don Augus- 
tin: vate carwit sacro. 

And Bolivar, “the Washington of Colombia,” Liberator 
Bolivar, he too is gone without his fame. Melancholy Litho- 
graphs represent to us a long-facod, square-browed man; of 
stern, considerate, consciously considerate aspect, mildly aqui- 
line form of nose; with terrible angularity of jaw; and dark 
deep eyes, somewhat too close together (for which latter cir 
‘oumstance we carnestly hope the lithograph alone is to blame): 
this is Liberator Bolivar) 2a man of much hard fighting, hatd 
riding, of manifold achievements, distresses, heroisms and his- 
trionisms in this world; a many-counselléd, much-endoring 
man; now dead and gone; —of whom, except that melancholy 
lithograph, the cultivated European public knows as good as 
nothing. Yet did he not fly hither and thither, often in the 
most desperate mannor, with wild cavalry clad in blankets, 
with War of Liberation “to the death”? Clad in blank- 
tts, ponchos the South Americans call them: it is a square 
blanket, with a short slit in the centre, which you draw over 
your head, and so leave hanging: many a liberative cavalier 
has ridden, in those hot climates, without farther dress at all; | 
and fought handsomely too, wrapping the blanket round his 
arm, when it came to the charge. 

With such cavalry, and artillery and infantry to match, 
Bolivar has ridden, fighting all the way, through torrid des- 
erts, hot mud-swamps, through icechasms beyond the curve 
of perpetual frost, —more miles than Ulysses ever sailed: let 
the coming Homers take note of it, He has marched over the 
Andes, more than once; a feat analogous to Hannibal's; and 
seemed to think little of it. Often beaten, banished from the 
firm land, he always returned again, truculently fought again. 
He gained, in the Cumana regions, the “immortal victory” 

VA Slatement of some of the principal Events in the Publio Life of Augustin de 
Iterbide: written by Himself. London, 1843, 
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‘of Carababo and several others; under him was gained the 
finishing“ immortal victory” of Ayacucho in Pera, where Old 
Spain, for the last time, burnt powder in those latitudes, and 
then fled without return. He was Dictator, Liberator, almost 
Emperor, if he had: lived. Some three times over did he, in 
solemn Colombian parliament, lay down /his Dictatorship with 
Washington eloquence; and aa often, on pressing roquest, take 
it up aguin, being a aman indispensable. Thrice, or at least 
twice, did be, in different places, painfully constract a Free 
Constitution; consisting of “two chambers, and a eupreme 
governor for life with liberty to namo his successor," the 
reasonablest densocratic constitution you could-well construct ; 
‘and twice, or at least once, did the people, oa trial, declare it 
disagreeable. He was, of old, well known in Paris; in the 
dissalute, the philosophieo-political and) other circles there. 
He has shone in many a gay Parisian soirée, this Simon 
Bolivar; and invhis later years, in autumn, 1825, he rode tri- 
umphant into Potosi and the fabulous Inca Cities, with clouds 
of feathered Indians somermaulting and warewhooping round 
him,'—and “as the famed Cerro, metalliferous Mountain, 
camo in sight, the bells all pealed out, and there was a thnn- 
der of artillory,” says General Miller. If this is not a Ulysses, 
Polytlas and Polymetis, a much«nduring and many«ounselled 
man, where was there one? Tralya Ulysses whose history 
‘were worth its ink,—had the Homer that could do it mado 
his appearance ! 

Of General San Martin, too, there will be something to be 
said. General San Martin, whon wo last saw him, twenty 
years ago or more, —through the organs of the authentic 
steadfast Mr. Mier, — hada handsome houss in Mendoza, amd 
“his own portrait, as [ remarked, hang up between those of 
Napoleon and the Dake of Wellington’ In Mendoza, cheer- 
fal, mud-built, whitewashed Town, seated at the eastern base 
of the Andes, ‘with its ‘shady publicwalk well paved and 
swopt;” looking out pleasantly, on this hand, over wide hori- 
zons of Pampa Wildernos; pleasantly, on that, ta the! Rook- 
chain, Cordillera they call it, of the sky-piercing Mountaing, — 

1 Memoirs of Geteral Miler, 
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eapt in snow, or with voleanic furmes issuing from them: there 
dywolt General Zix-Generaliesimo San Martin, ruminating past 
adventures over half the world ; and had his portrait hung up 
between Napoleon's and the Duke of Wellington's. 

Did the reader ever hear of Son Martin’s march over the 
Andes into Chilo? Tt is a foat worth looking at; comparable, 
most likely, to Hannibal’s march over the Alps, while there 
was yet no Simplon or Mont-Oénis highway ; and it transacted 
iteolf in tho year 1817, South-Amoerican armies think little 
of picking their way through the gullies of tho Andes: so the 
Buenos-Ayres people, having driven out their own Spaniards, 
and established the reign of freedom though in s precarious 
manner, thought it were now good to drive the Spaniards out 
of Chile, and establish the reign of freedom there also instead: 
whereupon San Martin, commander at Mendoza, was appointed 
todo it, By way of preparation, for he began from afar, San 
Martin, while an army is getting ready at Mendoza, assembles 
“gt the Fort of San Carlos by the Aguanda river,” some days’ 
journey to the south, all attainable tribes of tho Pehuenche 
Indians, to a solemn Palaver, so they name it, and civic en- 
tertainment, on the esplanade there. ‘The ceremonies and 
deliberations, as described by General Miller, are somewhat 
surprising: still more the concluding civic-fonst; which lasts 
for three days; which consists of horses’ flesh for the solid 
part, and horses’ blood with ardent spirits ad diditam for the 
liquid, consumed with such alacrity, with such results, as one 
may fancy. However, the women had prudently removed all 
the arms beforehand; nay, “five or six of these poor women, 
taking it by turns, were always found in a-sober stats, watoh- 
ing over the rest;” so that comparatively little mischief was 
done, and only “one or two” deaths by quarrel took place. 

The Pehuenches having drunk their anlent-water and 
horses’ blood in this manner, and sworn eternal friendship to 
San Martin, went home, and — communicated to his. enemies, 
across the Andes, the road he meant to take. This was what 
San Martin had foreseen and meant, the knowing man! He 
hastened his preparations, got his artillery slung on poles, his 
men equipt with knapsacks an@ haversacks, his mules in readi- 
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ness; and, in all stillness, set forth from Mendoza by another 
rowl, Few things in late war, acconding to General Miller, 
have been more noteworthy than this march. ‘The long strag- 
gling line of soldiers, six thousand and odd, with their quad» 
mpods and baggage, winding through the heart of the Andes, 
breaking fora brief moment) the old abysmal solitades!— Vor 
you fare along, on aome narrow roadway, through stony baby- 
rinths ; huge rock-mountains hanging over your head, om this 
hand; and under your feet, on that, the roar of mountain 
cataracts, bortor of bettomless chasias;—the very winds and 
echoes howling on you in an almost, preternatural manner. 
Towering rock-burriers rise sky-high before you, and behind 
you, and around you; intricate the outgate! The roadway 
ia narrow; footing none of the best. Sharp turns there are, 
wher it will behoove you to mind your paces; one false step, 
and you wil! meed no second ; in the gloomy jaws of the abyss 
you vanish, and the spectral winds howl requiem. Somewhat 
bettor are the suspension-bridgos, made of bamboo and leather, 
though they swing like see-raws: men are stationed with lasso, 
foueteu ye daalorcnnthyen Rint yoni re simian 
youtripthers, | 

Through this kind of country did San Martin marchysteaight 
towards San Tago, to fight the Spaniards and deliver Chile. 
For ammunition-wagons he had sorrus, sledges, canoeshaped 
boxes, made of dried bull’e-bide. Hit cannons were catried 
on the back of mules, each cannon on two mules judiciously 
harnessed: on the packsaddle of your foremost mule there 
rested with firm girths » long strong pole; the other end of 
which (forked end, we suppose) rested, with like girths, on 
the pack.suddle of the hindmost mule; your cannon wasalung 
with leathern straps on this pole, and so travelled, swaying 
and: dangling, yet moderately secure: In the knapsack of 
each soldier was eight days’ provender, dried beef ground 
into snaff-powder, with a modicum of pepper, and some slight 
seasoning of, bisouit or maizemeal; “store of onions, of garlic,” 
‘was not wanting: Paraguay teacould be boiled at eventide, by 
fire of serub-beshes, or almost of rock-lichens or dried. smule- 
dang. No farsher baggage was permitted: each soldier lay 
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‘at night wrapt in his poncho, with his knapsack for pillow, 
under the canopy of heaven; lullabied by hard travail; and 
wank soon enough into steady nose-melody, into the foolishest 
rough coltdance of unimaginable Dreams. Had he not left 
much behind him in the Pampas, —mother, mistross, what 
not; and was like to find somewhat, if he ever got across to 
Chile living? What an entity, one of those nig] 

of San Martin; all steadily snoring there, in the heart of the 
‘Andes, under tho eternal stars! Wayworn sentries with diffi- 
culty keep themselves awake; tired mules chew barley rations, 
or doze on three legs; the feeble watcb-fire will hardly kindle 
acigar; Canopus and the Southern Cross glitter down; and 
all snotes: stoadily, bogirt by granite deserts, looked on by 
the Constellations in that manner! San Martin's improvidens 
soldiers ate out their weck's rations almost in half the time; 
and for the last three days had to rush on, spurred by hunger: 
this also the knowing San Martin had foresoen; and knew 
that they could bear it, these rugged Gauchos of his; nay, 
that they would march all the faster for it, On the eighth 
day, hungry as wolves, swift and sudden as a torrent from 
the mountains, they disembogned; straight towards San Iago, 
to the astonishment of men;—struck the doubly astonished 
Spaniards into dire misgivings; and thon, in pitched fight 
after due mancuvres, into total defeat on the “ plains) of 
‘Maybo,” and again, positively for the last time, on the plains 
or heights of “Chacabuco;” and completed the “deliverance 
of Chile,” as was thought, forever and a day. 

Alas, the “deliverance” of Chile was but commenced; very 
far from completed. Chile, after many more deliverances, up. 
to this hour, is always but “delivered” from one set of evil- 
doers to another set! —San Martin's manceuvres to liberate 
Pera, to unite Peru and Chile, and become some Washington- 
Napoleon of the same, did not prosper so well, ‘The suspicion 
of mankind had to rouse itself; Liberator Bolivar had to be 
called in; and some revolution or two to take place im the 
interim. San Martin sect himmolf peremptorily, though with 
courtesy, complimented over the Andes again; and in due 
leisure, at Mendoza, hangs his portrait between Napoleon's 
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and Wellington's. Mr. Miers considered him a fairspoken, 
obliging, if somewhat artful man Might not the Chilenos 
8 well have taken him for their Napoleon? They have gone 
farthor, and, as yet, fared little better ! 

‘The world-famous General O'Higgins, for example, he, afver 
some revolution or two, became Director of Chile; bat se 
terribly hampered by “ clase-legislation * and tho like, what 
could be make of it? Almost nothing! O"Higgins is clearly 
of Irish breed ; and, though a Chileno born, and “natural son 
of Don Ambrosio O'Higgins, formerly the Spanish Viceroy of 
Chile,” carries his Hibernianism in his very face. A most 
cheery, jovial, buxom countenance, radiant with pepticity, 
good-humor and manifold effectuality in peace and war! Of 
his battles and adventures let some Inckier epic-writer sing 
or speak. One thing-we Foreign Reviewers will always re- 
member: his father's immense merits towards Chile in the 
matter of Highways. Till Don Ambrosio arrived to govern 
Chile, some half-pontury ago, there probably was not a made 
road of ten miles long from Panama to Cape Horn. Indeed, 
except his roads, we fear there is hardly any yet One 
omits the old Inca causeways, a8 too narrow (being only three 
feot broad), and altogether unfrequented in the actual ages, 
Don Ambrosio made, with incredible industry and porsever- 
ance and skill, in every direction, xoads, roads, From San Ingo 
to Valparaiso, where only sure-footed mules with their pack- 
saddles carried goods, there can now wooden-axled cars loud. 
sounding, or any kind of vehicle, commodiously roll. It waa 
he that shaped these passes through the Andes, for most part; 
hewed them ont from mule-tracks into roads, certain of them, 
And think of his casuehas. Always on the higher inhospita- 
ble solitudes, at every few miles’ distance, stands a trim brick 
cottage, or casucha, into which the forlorn traveller introda- 
cing himself, finds covert and grateful safety; nay food and 
refection, —for there an: “iron boxes" of pounded beef or 
other provender, iron boxes of charcoal; to all which tho 
traveller, having bargained with tho Postoffice authorities, 
carries a key? Steel and tinder are not wanting to him, nor 
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dae iron ekillet, with water from the stream: there he, strike 
ing a light, oooks hoarled vietual wt evontide, amid the tomoly 
pinnacles of the world, and blesses Governor P'Higgina. With 
both hands,” it may be hoped, —if there is vivaeity of mind 
in him: — 
©" Hail you seen this toad before It was mite, 
‘You wont! lift both your hamle anit Slow Comer) Waite! 

Tt affects one with real ‘pain to hear from Mr. Miers, that 
the War of Liberty has half rained these O'Higgins caswchas, 
Patriot soldiers, in want of more warmth than the charcoal 
box could yield, Lave not scrupled to tear down the door, door- 
‘ease, or whatever wooden thing could bs come at, and burn it, 
on the Spur of the moment. The stormtayed traveller, who 
souittines, in threatening weather, has to Inger here for days, 
‘for fifteen days together,” does not lift both his hands and 
bless the Patriot soldier! 

Nay, it appears, the O”Higgins roads, even in the plain 
eountry, have not, of late years, been repaired, or in ‘the Teast 
attended to, so distressed was the flnanee department; and are 
now fast verging towards ‘impassability and the condition O€ 
mule-tracks again. What a set of unimals are men and’ Chile 
nost Ifan O'Higgins did not now and then appear among 
them, what would become of the unfortunates? Can you 
wonder that an O’Higgins sometinies Iomis temper with them ; 
shuts the persuasive outspread hand, clutching some sharpest 
hide-whip, some terrible sword of justice or gallows-lasto there- 
with, instead,—and becomes a Dr. Francia now and then? 
Both the O'Higgins and the Francia, it seems probable, ate 
pliases of the same character; both, one begins to fear, are 
indispensable from time to timé, in a world inhabited by men 
‘and Chifenos t 

As to O'Higgins the Second, Patriot, Naturalion O"Higgins, 
he, a wo said, had almost no success whatever as a govertior ; 
boing hampered by clase-legistation. Alas, a governor in Chile 
eanuot succeed. A governor there has to resign himself to the 
want of success; and should say, in cheerful interrogative 
tone, like that Pope elect, who showing himself on the baleony, 
was greeted with mere howly:“Non piacemmo al popolo? ”— 
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and theroupon proceed cheerfully to the next fact. Govern- 
ing’is a rudo business everywhere; but in South America it is 
of quite primitive rudeness: they have no parliamentary way 
of changing ministries as yot ; nothing but the rude primitive 
way of hanging the old ministry on gibbets, that the new may 
be installed! Their government has altered its name, says 
the sturdy Mr. Miers, rendered sulky. by what he saw there: 
altered its name, but its nature continues aa before. Shameless 
peculstion, malversation, that is their government: oppression 
formerly by Spanish officials, now by native haciendados, land- 
proprietors, —the thing called justice still at a great distance 
from them, says the sulky Mr. Miers !—Yes, but coming always, 
answer we; every new gibbeting of an old ineffectual ministry 
bringing justice somewhat nearer! Nay, as Miers himself has 
toadmit, certain improvements are already indisputable. Trade 

everywhere, in spite of multiplex confosions, has increased, is 
increasing: the days of somnolent monopoly and the old Aca- 
pulco Ship are gone, quite over the horizon. Two good, or par- 
tially good measures, the very necessity of things haseverywhere 
brought about in those poor countries: clipping of the enormous 
bat-wings of the Clergy, and emancipating of the Slaves. Bat 
wings, we say; for truly the South-American clergy had grown 
to be ag a kind of bat-vampires:— readers have heard of that 
huge South-American bloodsucker, which fixes its bill in your 
circulating vital-fluid as you lic asleep, and there sucks; way- 
fng you with the motion of its detestable leather wings into 
ever deeper sleep; and go drinking, till é is satisfied, and you 
—do not awaken any more! The South-American govern- 
ments, all in natural fend with the old churohlignitaries, and 
likewise all in great straits for cash, have everywhere confis- 
cuted the monasteries, cashiered: the disobedient dignitaries, 
melted the superfluous church-plate into piastres; and, on the 
whole, ahorn the sings of thoir vampire; so that if it still suck, 
you will at least havea chance of awakening before death !— 
Then again, the very want of soldiers of liberty led to the 
emancipating of blacks, yellows and other colored persons: 
your mulatta, nay your negro, if woll drilled, will stand fire as 
well as another, 
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Poor South-American emaucipators; they began with Vol 
ney, Raynal and Company, at that gospel of Social Contract 
and the Rights of Man; under the most unpropitious ‘¢ireum- 
stances; and have hitherto got only to the length we seo! 
Nay now, it seems, they do possess “universities,” whieh are 
at Ioast schools with other than monk teachers ; they have got 
Ubraries, though az yet almost nobody reads them, —and our 
friend Miers, repeatedly knocking at all doors of the Grand 
Chile National Library, could never to this hour discover 
where the key Inyy and had to content himself with looking 
in through the windows! Miers, as already hinved, desider- 
ates unspeakable improvements in Chile ;—desiderates, indeed, 
ws the basis of all, an izamenne imercase of 
‘Yes, thou sturdy Miers, dirt ie deeidedly to be removed, what- 
ever improvements, temporal or spiritaal, may be intended 
next!" According to Miers, the open, still more the seoret 
personal nastiness of those remote populations rises almost 
towards the sublime. Finest silks, gold brocades, pearl neek- 
laces and diamond eardrops, are no security against ft: alas, 
all is not gold that glitters; somewhat that glitters i ‘mer 
putrid fishskin! Decided, enormously increased appliance of 
soap-and-water, in all its branches, with all iti adjuncts; this, 
accoriing to Miers, would be an improvement. He says also 
(“in his haste," as is probable, like the Hebrew Psalinist), that 
all Chileno mon aro liars; all, or to appearance, all! A people 
that uses almost no soap, and speaks almost no truth, but 
goes abont in that fashion, in w state of personal mastiness, 
and algo of spiritual nastiness approaching, tho wablime swash 

people is not easy to govern well! — 


Bat undoabtedly by far the notablest of all these South- 
American phenomena is Dr. Francia and his Dictatorship /in 
Paragnay ; concerning whom, and which, we have now more 
partioularly to speak. Francia and his “reign of terror” hare 
excited some interest, much vague wonder in this country; abd 
especially given a great shock to constitutional feeling, One 
would rather wish to know Dr. Franein;— but unhappily one 

+ Travels in Chile, 
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cannot! Out of such a murk of distracted shadows and 
rumors, in the other hemisphere of the world, who would pro- 
tend at present to decipher the real portraiture of Dr. Francia 
and his Life? None of us can. A few credible features, 
wonderful enough, original enough in our constitutional timo, 
will perhaps to the impartial eye disclose themselves ; these, 
with some endeavor to interpret these, may lead certain readers 
into various reflections, constitutional and other, not entirely 
without benefit. 

Certainly, ax we say, nothing could well shock the constitu. 
tional feeling of mankind, as Dr. Francia has done. Dionysius 
the tyrant of Syracuse, and indeed the whole breed of tyrants, 
one hoped, had gone many hundred years ago, with their re 
ward; and here, under our own nose, rixes. a new “tyrant,” 
claiming also Ais reward from us! Precisely when constitu- 
tional liberty was beginning to be understood a little, and wo 
flattered ourselves that by due ballot-boxes, by due registra- 
tion-courts, and bursts of parliamentary eloquence, something 
like a real National Palaver would be got ap in those countries, 
—arises this tawny-visaged, lean, inexorable Dr. Francia; 
claps you an embargo on all that; says to constitutional liberty, 
inthe most tyrannous manner, Hitherto, and no farther! It is 
an undeniable, though an almost incredible fact, that Francia, 
a lean private individual, Practitioner of Law, and Doctor of * 
Divinity, did, for twenty or near thirty years, stretch out his 
rod over the foreign commerce of Paraguay, saying to it, Cease! 
‘Tho ships lay high and dry, their pitchless seams all st 
on the clay-banks of the Parana; and no man could trade but 
by Francia’s Neense. If any person entered Paraguay, and 
the Doctor did not like his papers, his talk, conduct, or even 
tho cut of his face, — it might be the worse for such person ! 
Nobody could leave Paraguay on any pretext whatever. Tt 
mattered not that you were man of science, astronomer, geolo- 
ger, astrologer, wizard of the north; Francia heeded sone of 
these things, “The whole world knows of M. Aimé Bonpland; 
how Francia seized him, descending on his tevestablishment 
in Entre Rios, like au obscene vulture, and carried him into 
the interior, contrary éven to the law of nations; how the 
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great Humboldt and other high persons expressly applied 
to Dr. Francia, calling on him, in the namo of human aci 
ence, and as it were under penalty of reprobation, to liberate 
‘M.Ronpland; and how Dr. Francia made no answer, and ML 
Bonpland did not retarn to Europe, and indeod has nover yet 
returned. It is also admitted that Dr, Francia had a gallows, 
had jailers, law-fiscals, officials; and executed, in his time, 
“upwards of forty persons,” some of them in a very summary 
manner. Liberty of private judgment, unless it kept its mouth 
shut, was atan end in Paraguay. Paraguay lay under inter- 
dict, cut off for above twenty years from the rest of the world, 
by a new Dionysius of Paraguay. All foreign commerce had 
erased; how much more all domestic eonstitution-building! 
‘These are strange facts, Dr. Francia, we may conelnde at 
Jeast, was not a common man bat an uncommon. 

How unfortunate thint there is almost no knowledge of hin 
procurable at present! » Next tonone.. The Paraguencs can in 
many cases spell and read, but they are not a literary people; 
and, indeed, this Doctor was, perhaps, too awfal a practical 
phenomenon to be calmly treated of in the literary way. Your 
Brenghel paints his exastorm, not while the ship is laboring 
and cracking, but after he has got to shore, and. is safe under 
cover! Our Bucnos-Ayres friends, again, who are not without 

~ ‘habits of printing, lay at a great distance from Francia, wader 
great obsourations of quarrel ani controversy with him; their 
constitutional feeling shocked to an extreme degree by the 
things ho did. To them, there could little intelligence float 
down,on those long muddy waters, through those vast dis 
tracted countriés, that was not more or less of a distracted 
nature; and then from Buenos-Ayres over into Europe, there 
is another long tract of distanes, liable to new Gistractions. 
Francia, Dictator of Paraguay, is, at present, to the European 
aind, little other than a chimera; at bost, the statement of a 
puzzle, to which the solution is atill to ceek. As the Para 
guonos, though not a literary people, can many of them spell 
and write, and are not without a discriminating sense of trae 
and untrac, why should not some real Life of Francia, from 
those parts, be still possible! Lf a writer of genius arise there, 
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he ia hereby invited to the enterprise. Surely in all places 
your writing genins ought to rejoice over an acting genius, 
when be falls in with such; and say to himself: “Here or 


genius, and the like of him? My finearts and wstheties, ny 
pics, literatures, poetics, if I will think of it, do all at bottom 
mean either that or else nothing whatever!” 


‘Translations into various languages were executed: — of that 
into English, it is our painful duty to sy that no man, except 


ingly none at all of divine or dinbolic, hax done his work even 
unusually ill; with ignorance, with carelessness, with dishon+ 


form in time! He has made a French book, which was itself 
but lean and dry, into the most wooden of English falss books; 
doing evil a8 he could in that matter;—and claimed wages 
for it, as if the feat deserved wages firstof all! Reformation, 
even on'the small scale, is highly necessary. 

‘The Messrs, Rengger and Longehamp were, and. we hope 
still are, two Swiss Surgeons; who in the year 1819 resolved 
on carrying their talents into South America, into Paraguay; 
with views towards “‘natural history,” among other things. 
After long towing and struggling in those Parnna floods, and 
distracted provinces, after much detention by stress of weather 
and of war, they arrived necordingly in Brancia's countsy 5: bat 
found that, without Francin’s leave, they could. not quit it 
again. Francia was now a Dionysius of Paraguay. Paraguay 
had grown to be, like some mouse-traps.and other contrivances 
of art and nature, casy to enter, impossible to get outof Our 
brave Surgeons, our brave Rengger (for it is he aloneiof the 
two that speaks and writes) reconciled themselves; were seb 
to doctoring of Francia’s soldiéry, of Erancia’s self ; collected 
Vol. 160.9 
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plants and beetles ; and,-for six years, endured their lot rather 
handsomely: at length, in 1825, the embargo was for a time 
lifted, and they got home. This Book was the consequence. 
It is not a good book, but at that date there was, on the sub- 
ject, no other book at alls nor is there yet any other better, 
oras good. We consider it to be authentic, veracions, moder- 
ately accurate; though Jean and dry, it is intelligible, rational; 
in the French original, not unreadable. We may say it em- 
braces, up to the present date, all of importance that is yet 
known in Europe about the Doctor Despot ; add to this its 
indisputable drevity; the fact that it can be road sooner by 
several hours than any other Dr, Jrancia: these are its excel- 
ences, — considerable, though wholly of a comparative-sort. 

After all, brevity is. the soul of wit! There is an end- 
lesa morit in a man’s knowing when to have done, The 
stupidest man, if he will be brief in proportion, may fairly 
claim some hearing from us: he too, the stupidest man, has 
seen something, heard something, which is his own, distinctly 
peculiar, never seon or heard by any man in this world before; 
Iot him tell us that, and if it wore possible, nothing more than 
that, — he, brief in proportion, shall be welcome! 

‘The Messrs, Robertson, with their Francia’s Reign of Terror, 
and other Books on South America, have been much before 
the world of late; and failed not of a perasal from this Re 
viewer; whose next sad duty it now is to say a word about 
them. The Messrs, Robertson, some thitty or five-and-thirty 
years ago, were two young Scotchman, from the neighbor- 
hood of Edinburgh, as would seem; who, under fair auspices, 
set out for Buenos-Ayres, and thence for Paraguay, and other 
quarters of that remote continent, in the way of commeroial 
adventure, Boeing young men of vivanity and open eyesight, 
they surveyed with attentive view those convulsed regions of 
the world ; wherein it was evident that revolution raged mot 
a little; but also that precious metals, cow-hides, Jeauita’ 
bark, and multiplex commodities, were nevertheless extant; 
and iron or brazen implements, ornaments, cotton and woollen: 
clothing, and British manufactures not a few, were object 
of desire to mankind. The Brothers Robertaon, acting on 


A 
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these facts, appear to have prospered, to have 

Aourished in their commerce; which thoy gradually extended 
up the River Plate, to the city of the Seven Streams or Car 
rents (Corrientes #0 called), and higher even to Assumpcion, 
motropolis of Paraguay; in which latter place, so extensive 
did the commercial interests grow, it seeaned ab last expedient 
that one or both of the prosperous Brothers should take up 
his personal residence, Personal residence accordingly they 
did take up, one or both of thom, and maintain, ina fluetuat- 
ing way, now in this city, now in that,of the De la Plata, 
Parana or Paraguay country, for a considerable space of years. 
How many years, in precise arithmetlo, it le lmpoesible, fom 

i documents: 


own eyes, —though, to them or others, ho had not yet be 
come notable, 

Mountains of cow and other hides, it would appear, quitted 
those countries by movement of the Brothers Robertson, to 
be worn out in Europe as tauned boots and horse-harness, 
with more or less satisfaction, —not without due profit to 
the morchants, we shall hope. About the time of Dr Francia's 
beginning his “reign of terror,” or earlier it may be (for 
there aro no dates in these inextricable documents), the Mossra, 
Robertson were Incky enough to take final farewell of Para 
quay, and carry their commercial enterprises into other quar 
ters of thaf vast continent, where the reign was not of terror, 
‘Their voyagings, counter-voyagings, comings and goings, seem 
to have been extensive, frequent, inextricably complex; to 
Europe, to Tucaman, to Glasgow, to Chile, to Laswade and 
elso-whither; too complex for a succinct intelligence, as that 
of our readers has to be at present. Sufficient for us to know 
that the Mesars. Robertson did bodily, and for good, return 
to their owm country some few, years since; with what net 
rosult of cash is but, dimly adumbrated in these documents; 
certainly with some iuerease of knowledge,—hadl the um 











388° © CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 


folding of it but been brief in proportion! Indisputably the 
Messrs. Robertson had somewhat to tell: their eyes had seen 
some now things, of which their hearts and understandings 
had. taken hold more or less. In which circumstances the 
Messrs. Robertson decided on publishing a Book. Arranges 
ments being made, Two Volumes of Letters on Paraguay came 
out, with due welcome from the world, in 1839, 

‘We have read these Letters for the first time lately: a Book 
of somewhat aywous structure: immeasurably thinner than 
one could have wished; otherwise not without merit, Itis 
written in an off-hand, free-flowing, very artless, very incor- 
rect style of language, of thought, and of conception; breathes 
a cheerful, eupeptic, social spirit, os of adventurous South- 
American Britons, worthy to succced in business; gives one, 
here and there, some visible conerete feature, somo lively 
glimpse of those remote sunburnt countries ; and has through- 
out a kind of bantering hamor or quasi-humor, a joviality and 
healthiness of heart, which is comfortable to the reader, in 
some measure, A Book not to be despised in these dull 
times: one of that extensive class of books which a reader 
ean peruse, so to speak, “with one eye shut and the other 
not open;" a considerable luxury for some readers. 'Theso 
Letters on Paraguay meeting, 1% would seem, 3 unanimous 
approval, it was now determined by the Messrs. Robertson 
that they would add a Third Volume, and ontitle it Dr. 
Francia’s Reign of Terror. Thoy did’ so, and this lkewise 
the presont Reviewer bas read. Unluckily the Authors had, 
as it wero, nothing more whatever to say about Dr. Francia, 
or next to nothing; and under this condition, it must be 
owned they have done théir Book with what success was 
well possible, Given a cubie inch of respectable Castile soap, 
To lather it up im water so as to fill one puncheon wine 
measare : this is the problem; let a man have credit, of ite 
kind, for doing lis problem! The Messrs. Robertson havo 
picked almost every fact of significance from Rengger and 
Longchamp, adding some not very significant reminiscences 
of their own; this is the square inch of soap: you lather 
it up in Roberteonian loquacity, joviality, CommereialInn 


bantor, Leading-Article philosophy, or other aqucous vebicles, 
till it fills the puncheon, the Volume of four hundred) pages, 
and say “There! The public, it would seem, did not fling 
even this in the faco of the venders, but bought it asa pune 
cheon filled; and the consequences are already here: Three 
Volumes more on South America, from the same assiduous 
‘Messrs, Robertson! These also, in his eagerness, this present 
Reviewer has reads and has, alas, to say that they are simply 
the old volumes in new vocables, under a new figure, Intrin- 
sically all that we did not already know of these Three 

Volumes, — there are craftamen of no great eminence who 
will undertake to write it in one sheet! Yot there they 
stand, Three solid-looking Volumes, a thousand printed pages 
and upwards; three puncheons more lathered ont of the old 
square inch of Castile soap! It is too bad. A necossitous 
ready-witted Irishman sells you an indifferent gray borse; 
steals. it overnight, paints it black, and sells it yom again 

* on the morrow; de is haled before judges, sharply cross 
questioned, tried and almost executed, for such adroitmess 
in horse-flesh : but there is no law yet as to books! 

M. de ln Condamine, about a century ago, was one of 
a world-famous company that went into those equinoctial 
countries, and for the space of nine or ten years did exploits 
there. From Quito to Cuenga, he measured you degrees of 
the moridian, climbed mountains, took observations, had ad- 
ventures; wild Creoles opposing Spanish neacience to haman 
seience; wild Indians throwing down your whole cargo of 
instruments occasionally in the heart of remote deserts, and 
striking work there' M. de la Condamine saw bull-fights at 
Cuenca, five days running; and on the fifth day, saw his un- 
fortunate too audacious surgeon massacred by popalar tumult 
there, He sailed the entire length of the Amazons River, 
in Indian canoes; over narrow Pongo rapids, orer infinite 
mud-waters, the infinite tangled wilderness with its teeking 
desolation on the right hand of him and on the left;—and 
had mischances, adventures, and took celestial observations 
all the way, and made remarks! Apart altogether from his 
* Condamine: Helotion d'un Voyage dans UIntéricar de OAetrigue néridiomale. 
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meridian degrees, which belong in a very strict sense to 
World-history and the advancement of all Adam's sinfal 
posterity, this man and his party saw and suffered many 
hundred times 28 much of mere romance adventure as the 
Messrs. Robertson did;— Madame Godin's passage down 
the Amazons, and frightful lifeindleath emid the howling 
forest-labyrinths, and wrecks of her dead friends, amounta to 
more adventure of itself thin was ever dreamt of in the 
Robertsonian world. And of all this M. de la Condamine 
gives pertinent, Ineid and conclusively intelligible and credible 
account in one very small octavo rolume ; not quite the eighth 
part of what the Messrs, Robertson have alrendy written, in & 
not pertinent, not lucid or conelusively intelligible and credi- 
ble manner. And the Messrs, Robertson talk repeatedly, in 
their lat Volumes, of writing still other Volumes on Chile, 
“if the public will encourage.” Tho Public will be a mon- 
strous fool if it do. The Public ought to stipulate first, that 
the real new knowledge forthcoming there about Chile be 
separated from tho knowledge or ignorance already knowns 
that the preliminary question be rigorously put, Are sevéral 
volumes the space to hold it, or a small fraction of one 
volume ? 

On the whole, it is a sin, good reader, though there is no 
Act of Purliament against it; an Indubitable madefuctiom or 
crime. No mortal has a right to wag his tongue, much less to 
wag his pon, without saying something: he kuows not what 
mischief he does, past computation ; seattering words without 
meaning, — to afflict the whole world yet, before they cease! 
For thistle-dows dies abroad on all winds and airs of wind: 
idle thistles, idle dandelions, and other idle products of Nature 
or the luman mind, propagats themselves in that way ; like 
to cover the face of the earth,—<did not man’s indignant provi- 
donee, with reap-hook, with rake, with autumnal steeland- 
tinder, intervene, It is frightful to think how every idle 
volume flies abroad like un idle globular down-beard, embryo 
of new millions; every word of it a potential scod of infinite 
new down-beards and volumes: for the mind of man is vora- 
cious, is feracious; germinative, above all things, of the down 
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beard species! Why, the Author-corps in Great Britain, 
sralat Sou daclldadtnligeswyeiacesaasdaNeahie tte, 
is now supposed to be about ten thousand strong; and the 
reading-corps, who road merely to escape from themselves, 
with one eye shut and the other not open, and will put up 
with almost any dandelion, or thing which they can read with- 
owt opening both their eyes, amounts to twenty-seven millions 
all but a fow! Oh could the Messrs, Robertson, spirited, artic- 
ulate-speaking men, once know well in what a comparatively 
blessed mood you close your brief, intelligent, conclusive M. de 
Ja Condamine, and feel that you have passed your evening 
well and nobly, as in'a temple of wisdom,—not ill and dis- 
gracefally, as in brawling tavern supper-rooms, with fools and 
noisy persons;—ah, in that case, perhaps the Messrs. Rob- 
ertson would write their new Work on Chile in port of a 
volume! 

But enough of this Robertsonian department; which wo 
must leave to the Fates and Supreme Providences. These 
spirited, articulate-speaking Robertsons are far from the worst 
of their kind; nay, among the best, if you will; —only un- 
lucky in this case, in coming across the autumnal steel and 
tinder! Let it cease to rain angry sparks on them: enough 
now, and moro than enough. ‘To cure that unfortunate de- 
partment by philosophical criticiam—the attempt Is most 
vain. Who will dismount, on a hasty journey, with the day 
declining, to attack mosquitoswarms with the horsewhip ? 
Spur swiftly through them; breathing perhaps some pious 
prayer to Heaven. By the horsewhip they cannot be killed. 
Drain out the swamps where they are bred,— Ah, couldst 
thou do something towards that! And in the mean while: 
How to gut on with this of Dr, Francia? 

The materials, as our reader sees, are of the miserablost: 
mere intricate inunity (if we except poor wooden Hongger), and 
little more; not facts, but broken shadows of facts; clouds 
of confused bluster and jargon ;—the whole still more be- 
wildered in the Hobertsons, by what we may call a ranning 
shriek of constitutional denunciation, “sangainary tyrant,” 
and so forth. How ie any picture of Francia to be fabricated 
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oat of that? Cortainly, first of all, by omission of the rnn- 
ning abriek! ‘This Jatter we shall totally omit. Francia, 
the sanguinary tyrant, was not bound to look at the world 
through Rengger’s eyes, through Parish Robertson’s eyes, but 
faithfully through his own eyes. We are to eonsider that, in 
all human likelihood, this Dionysius of Paraguay did menn 
something; and then to wsk in quietness, What? The rna- 
ning shriek once hushed, perhaps many things will compose 
themselves, and straggling fractions of information, almost 
infinitesimally small, may become unexpectedly luminous! 


An unscientific Cattle-breeder and. tiller of the earth, in 
some naineless chacra not far from the City of Assumpcion, 
was the Father of this remarkable human individual j)and 
seems to have evoked him into being some time in the year 
1757. The man’s name is not known wo us; his very nation 
in @ point of controversy: Francia himself gave him ont for 
an cinigrant of French extraction; the popular belief was, that 
he had wandered over from Brazil. Portuguese or French, or 
both in one, he produced this homan individual, and had him 
christened by the name of José Gaspar Rodriguez Francia, in 
the year above mentioned. Kodrigueg, no doubt, had a Mother 
too; but her name also, nowhere found mentioned, must be 
omitted in this delineation, Her name, and al ber fond ma- 
ternities, and workings and sufferings, good brown lady, aro 
sunk in dumb forgetfulness; and buried there along with her, 
under the twenty-fifth parallel of Southern Latitude; and no 
British reader is required to interfore with them! José Rod- 


riguez inust have been a loosemado tawny creature, much’ 


given to taciturn reflection; probably to crying humors, with 
fits of vebement ill-nature; such a subject, it seemed to the 
parent Francia cautiously reflecting on it, would, of all attain« 
able trades, be suitablest for preaching the Gospel, and doing: 
tho Divine Offices, in a country like Paraguay. Thero were 
other young Francias; at least one sister and one brother in 
sidilition ; of whom the latter by and by went mad. The Fran- 
elas, with their adust character, and vehement French-Porta- 
seuese blood, had pechaps all a kind of aptitude for madness. 
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‘Tho Dictator himself was subject to the terriblest fits of hypo- 
chondria, as your adust “men of genins* too frequently are! 
‘The lean Rodriguez, we fancy, may have been of a devotional 
turn withal; born half a century carlicr, he had infallibly 
been so, Devotional or not, he shall be a Priest, and do the 
Divine Offices in Paraguay, perhaps in a very unexpected 
way. 

Rodriguez having learned his hornbooks and elementary 
branches at Assumpeion, was accordingly despatched to the 
University of Cordova in Tucuman, to pursue his curriculum 
in that seminary. So far we know, but almost no farther. 
What kind of curriculum it was, what lessons, spiritual spoon- 
meat, the poor lank sallow boy was crammed with, in Cordova 
High Seminary ; and how he tock to it, and pined or throve 
‘on it, is entirely uncertain. Lank sallow boys in the Tucuman 
and other high seminaries are often dreadfully ill-dealt with, 
in respect of their spiritual spoon-meat, as times go! Spoon. 
poison you might often call it rather: as if the object were 
to make thom Mithridatosos, able to dive on poison? Which 
| Taay bea useful art too, in ita kind? Nay, in fact, if we con- 

sider it, these high seminaries and establishments exist there, 
in Tucuman and elsewhere, not for that lank sallow boy's 
special purposes, but for their own wise purposes; they were 
made and put together, a long while since, without taking the 
smallest counsel of the sallow bey! Frequently they: seem to 
say to him, all along: “This precious thing that lies in thee, 
O sallow boy, of ‘genius’ so called, it may to thee and to eters 
nal Nature be precious; but to us and to temporary Tucuman 
itis not precious, but pernicious, deadly: we require thee to 
quit this, or expect penalties!” And yet the poor boy, how 
can he quit it; eternal Nature herself, from the depths of the 
Universe, ordering him to go on with it? From the depths 
of the Universe, and of his own Soul, latest revelation of the 
Universe, he is, in a silent, imperceptible, but irrefragable 
manner, directed to go on with it,—and has to go, though 
under penalties, Penalties of very death, or worse! Alas, 
the poor boy, eo willing to obey temporary Tucnmans, and yot 
unable to disobey eternal Nataro, is truly to be pitied, Thou 


| 
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shalt be Rodriguez Francia! eries Natare, and the poor boy 
to himself. Thou shalt be Ignatius Loyola, Eriar Ponderoso, 
‘Don Fatpauncho Usandwonto! cries Tucoman. The poor crea. 
tare’s whole boyhood is one long lawsuit: Rodrigues Francia 
against All Persons in gencral, It is so in Tucuman, so in 
most places, You cannot nirise effectually into what high 
seminary he had best be sent; the only safe way {s to bargain 
beforehand, that he have force born with him sufficient to 
make itself good against all persons in goneral | - 

Be this as it may, the lean Francia prosecutes his studios 
at Cordova, waxes gradually taller towards new destinies 
Rodrigue Francia, in some kind of Jesuit skull-cop and black 
college serge gown, a lank raw-boned creature, stalking with» 
downlook through the irrogular public strects of Cordova in 
those years, with an infinitude of painful unspeakabilition in 
the interior of Lim, is au interesting object to the historieal 
mind. So much is unspeakable, O Rodriguez; and itis amost 
strange Universe this thou hast been born into; and the 
theorem of Ignatius Loyola and Don Fatpauncho Usandwonto 
sooms to me to hobble somewhat! Much is unspeakable; 
dying within ono, like a dark luke of doubt, of Acherontic 
dread, leading down to Chaos itself. Much is unspeakable, 
answers Francia; but somewhat also is speakuble,—this for 
example: That [ will not be @ Priest in Tucuman in thess ei 
camstances ; that Ishould like decidedly to be a secular par- 
son rather, were it even a Lawyer rathort Francia, arrived 
st man’s years, changes from Divinity to Law. Some say it 
was in Divinity that he graduated, and got his Doctor's hat; 
Rengger says, Divinity; the Robertsons, likelier to be incor 
ret, call him Doctor of Laws. To our present readers it is 
all ono, or nearly x0, Rodriguez quitted tho Tucaman Alma 
Mater, with vome beard on his chin, and reappeared in Assump- 
elon to look ont for practice at the bar. 

‘What Rodriguez had contrived to Irara, or grow to, under 
his his Alma Mater in Conlova, when he quitted her? ‘The 
apetrer ip a mere guess; his curriculum, wo again say, is not 
Yet Kewwn. Some faint smattering of Arithmetic, or thé 
wremasting lows of Numbers; faint smattering of Geometry, 
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everlasting laws of Shapes; these things, we guess, not alto- 
gether in thedark, Rodriguez did learn, and found extremely 
remarkable, Curious enough: ‘Chat round Globe put into that 
round Drum, to touch it at the ends and all round, it is pro- 
cisely as if you clapt 2 into the inside of 3, not a jot more, 
not a jot less: wonder at it, O Francia; for in fact it isa 
thing to make one pause! Old Greek Archimedeses, Pythago- 
rases, dusky Indians, old nearly as the hills, detected such 
things; and they have got across into Paraguay, into this 
brain of thine, thou happy Francia. How is it too, that the 
Almighty Maker's Planets run, in those heavenly spaces, in 
paths which are conceivable in thy poor human head as Sec 
tions of a Conc? ‘The thing thou conceivest as an Ellipsis, 
the Almighty Maker has sot his Planets to roll in that. Clear 
proof, which neither Loyola nor Usandwonto can contravene, 
that Thow too art denizen of this Universe; that Thou too, in 
some inconccivable manner, wert present at the Council of the 
Gods'!— Faint smatterings of such things Francia did loarn 
in Tucuman. Endless heavy fodderings of Jesuit theology, 
poured on him and round him by the wagon-load, incessantly, 
and yoar after year, ho did not learn; but left flying there 
as shot-rubbish. On the other hand, some slight inkling of 
human grammatical yoeables, especially of French voeables, 
seems probable. French vocables; bodily garment of the 
Eneyclopédie and Gospel according to Volney, Jcan-Jacques 
and Company ; of infinite import to Francia! 

Nay is it not, in some sort, beautiful to see the sacred flame 
of ingenuous human curiosity, love of knowledge, awakened, 
‘amid the damp somnolent vapors, real and metaphorical, tho 
damp tropical poison-jungles, and fat Lethean stupefactions 
and entanglements, even in the heart of a poor Paraguay Cre- 
colo? Sacred flame, no bigger yot than that of « farthing 
rushlight, and with nothing but second-hand French class 
books in Science, and in Politics and Morals nothing but the 
Raynals and Rousscaus, to feed! it: an iZbfed, lank-quavering, 
most bluceolored, almost ghastly-looking flame; but a needful 
‘one, a kind of sacred one even that! Thou shalt love knowl: 
edge, search what is the truth of this God's Universe; thou 
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art privileged and bound to love it, to search for it, in Josait 
‘Tocuman, in all places that the sky covers: and shalt try even. 
Volneys for help, if there bo no other help! ‘This poor blue 
colored inextinguishable flame in the soul of Rodriguez Fran- 
cia, there as it burns better or worse, in many figures, through: 
the whole life of him, is very notable to mo. Blue fame 
though it be, it has to burn up considerable quantities of 
poisonous lumber from the general face of Puraguay; and 
singe the profound impenetrable forest-jungle, spite of all its 
brambles and lianas, into a very black condition, — intimating: 
that there shall be decease and removal on the part of said 
forest-junglos ; peremptory removal ; thnt the blessed Sanligh’ 
shall again lock in upon his cousin Earth, tyrannously hidden’ 
from him for so many centuries now! Courage, Rodrigues! 

Rodriguez, indifferent to such remote considerations, snovess~ 
fally addicts himsolf to law-pleadiugs, and general private 
studies, in the City of Assampcion. We have always under 
stood le was one of the best Advocates, perhaps the very best, 
aud what is still. more, the justest that ever took briefs in that 
country. This the Robertsonian Reign of Terror itself is will- 
ing to admit, nay repeatedly asserts, and impresses on un Ho 
was s0 just and tron, while a young man; gave such divine 
prognostics of m life of nobleess; and then, in his riper years, 
eo belied all that! Shameful to think of: he bade fair, atone 
time, to be a friend-of-lumanity of the fixet water; and them 
gradually, hardened. by political suecess and love of power, he 
became a mere ravenous ghoul, or solitary thief in the night; 
stealing the constitutional palladiums from their parliament 
houses, — anti executed upwards of forty persons! Sad to can. 
sider what men and friends-of-humanity will tara to: 

For tho rest, itis not given to this or as yot to any oditor, 
till a Biography arrive from Paraguay, to shape out with the 
smallest clearness, a representation of Francin’s existence as at 
Assumpeion Advocate; the scene is so distant, the conditions 
of itso unknown. Assumpoion City, near three hundred yours 
Old now, lies in free-and-tasy fashion on the left bank of tho 
Parana River; ¢mbosotned among fruit-foresta, rich tropical) 
umbrage; thick wood round it ererywhere,—which serves 








for defence too against the Indians. Approach by which of 
the various roads you will, it is through miles of solitsry 
shady avenue, shutting out the sun's glare; overcanopying, as 
with grateful green awning, the loose sand-highway,—where, 
inthe early part of this Century (date andixcoverable in those 
intricate Volumes), Mr. Parish Robertson, advancing on horse- 
back, met one eart driven by a smart brown girl in red bodice, 
with long black hair, not unattractive to look upon; and for 
a space of twelve miles, no other articulate-speaking thing 
whatever? 

The people of that profuse climate live in a careless abun- 
dance, troubling themselves about few things; build whas 
wooden carts, hide-beds, mud-brick houses are indispensable; 
import what of ornamental lies handiest abroad ; exchanging 
for it Paragnay tea in sewed goataking Riding through the 
town of Santa Fé, with Parish Robertson, at three in the 
afternoon, you will find the entire population just risen from 
ite siesta 5 slipshod, half-buttoned ; sitting in its front vorandas: 
open to the street, eating pumpleins with voracity, — sunk to 
the ears in puwpkins; imbibing the grateful saccharine juices, 
in a free-andeasy way. They look up at the sound of your 
hoofs, not without good humor. Frondont trees parasol the 
streets, —thanks to Nature and the Virgin. You will be wel- 
come at their fertulias,—a kind of “swarrie,” as the Flanky 
says, * consisting of flirtation and the usual trimmings; swarrie 
on the tableabout seven o'clock.” Before this, the whole popa- 
lation, it is like, has gone to! bathe. promiscuously, and cool 
and purify itself in the Parana: promisouously ; but you'havo 
all got linen bathing garments, and can swash about with some 
doeconcy ; a great relief to the human tabernacle in those ¢li- 
mates, At your fertulis, it is said, the Andalusian eyes, still 
bright to this tenth or twelfth generation, are destructive, 
seductive enough, and argue soni that would repay enitivat- 
ing. The beantifal halfsavages ; fall of wild shestlightning, 
which might be made continuously luminous! 'Tortalia well 
over, you sleep on hidestretchers, perhaps here and there om 
acivilized mattress, within doors or on the house-tops: 

+ Letters on Paregusy- 
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In tho damp flat country parts, where the mosquitoes 
you slesp oa high stages, mounted on four poles, 
forty fect above the ground, attained by ladders; so high 
Dlegsed be tho Virgin, no mosquito can follow to. sting, — 
it is a blessing of the Virgin or some other. You sleep there, 
in an indiscriminate arrangement, cach in his soveral poncho 
or blanket-cloak; with some saddle, deal-box, wooden log, or 
the like, under your head. For bed-tester is the canopy of 
everlasting blue; for night-lamp burns Canopus in his infinite 
spaces; mosquitoes cannot reach you, if it ploase the Powers, 
And rosy-fingered Morn, suffusing the cast with sudden rod 
and gold, and other flame-heraldry of swift-advancing Day, 
attenuates all dreams; and the Sun’s first level light-volley 
shears away sleep from living creatures everywhere; and 
living men do then awaken on their four-post stage there, 
in the Pampas,—and might bogin with prayer if thoy liked, 
one fancies! Thero is an altar decked on the horizon’s edge 
yonder, is there not; and a cathedral wide enough ?— How, 
overnight, you have defended yourself against’ vampires, is 
unknown to this Editor. 

The Gaucho population, it must be owned, is not yet fit for 
constitutional liberty. ‘They are a rude poople; lead a drowsy 
life, of ease and sluttish abundance, — one shade, and but ong, 
above a dog’s life, which is dofined as “ease and scarcity” 
‘The arts aro in their infancy; and not less the virtues. For 
equipment, clothing, bedding, household furniture and general 
outfit of every kind, those simple populations depend much om 
the skin of the cow; making of it most things wanted, lasso, 
bolas, ship-cordage, rimmings of cart-wheels, 
beds and housedoors. Tn country places they sit on the skall: 
of the cow: General Artigas was seen, and spoken with, by 
one of the Robertsons, sitting among field officers, all on ow 
akulls, toasting stripes of beef, and “dictating to three snore. 
taries abonce."* They sit on the skull of the cow in country 
places; nay they beat themselves, aud even barn limé, by 
igniting the carcass of the cow. 

One art they seem to have perfected, and one only, — that 
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of riding. Astley’s and Ducrow’s must hide their head, and 
all glories of Newmarket aad Epsom dwindle to extinction, in 

of Gaucho horsemanship, Certainly if ever, Con- 
tanrs lived upon the earth, these are of them. They stick on 
their horses as-if both were one flesh; galloping where there 
seems hardly path for an ibex; lenping liko, kangaroos, and 
flourishing their nooses and bolases the while. They can 
whirl themselves round under the belly of the horse, in cases 
of waretratagem, and stick fast, hanging on by the mere great 
toe and bee], You think it is. a drove of wild horses galloping 
up: on a sudden, with wild screaim, it becomes a troop of Cen- 
tars with pikes in their hands. Nay, they have the skill, 
which most of all transvends Newmarket, of riding on horses © 
that are wot fed; and can bring fresh speod and alacrity out of 
a horse, which, with you, was on the pointof lying down. To 
ride on three horses with Ducrow they would esteem a small 
feat: to ride on the broken-winded fractional part of one 
horse, that is the feat! Their huts abound in beef, in reek: 
also, and rubbish; excelling in dirt most places that human 
nature has anywhere inhabited. Poor Gauchos! They drink 
Paraguay tea, sucking it up in succession, through tho same 
tin pipe, from one common skillet. They are hospitable, 
sooty, leathery, lying, laughing fellows; of excellent talent in 
their sphere. They havo stoicism, though ignorant of Zeno; 
nay stoicism coupled with real gayety of heart. Amidst their 
reek and wreck, they langh loud, in rough jolly banter; they 
twang, in a plaintive manner, rough love-melodies on a kind of 
guitar; smoko infinite tobacco; and delight in gambling and 
anlent-spirits, ordinary refuge of voracious empty souls. For 


ances, ‘Those men are fit to be drilled into something! Their 
lives stamd there He empty capacious bottles, calling to the 
heavens and the earth, and all Dz. Prancias who may pass that 
way; “Is thore nothing to put into us, then? Nothing but 
nomadic idloness, Jesuit superstition, rubbish, reck, and: dry 
stripes of tough beef?” Yeo 

is sométhing other, there aro several | 
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you! But withal, you will observe, the soven devils have first 

to be put out of you: Idloneas, lawless Brutalnees, Darkness, 

Falseness — seven devils or more. And the way to gut some- 

thing into you is, alas, not so plain at present! Is it,— 

alas, on the whole, is it not perhaps to lay good horeewhips 

lustily upon you, and cast out these seven devils as a pre- 
i e 


How Francia passed his days in such a region, where phi- 
losophy, as is too clear, was at the lowest «bb? Francia, like 
Quintus Fixlein, had “perennial fireproof joys, namely em- 

e ployments.”. He had much Law-business, a great and ever- 

‘increasing reputation as a man at onco skilful and faithful in 
the management of causes for men. Then, in his leisure | 
hours, he had his Volneys, Raynals ; he had second-hand selen- 
tific treatises in French; he loved to “interrogate Nature,” as 
they say; to possess thoodolites, telescopes, star-glasses,— 
any kind of glass or book, or gazing implement whatever, 
through which he might try to catch a glimpse of Fact in this | 
strange Universe: poor Francia! Nay, it is said, his hard { 
heart was not without inflammability: was sensible to those 
Andalusian eyes still bright in the tenth or twelfth 
Tn such case too, it may hare burnt, one would think, like an= 
thracite, in a. somewhat ardent manner, Eumors to this effect | 
are afloat; not. at once incredible. Pity there had not been 
some Andalusian pair of eyes, with speculation, depth and 
soul enough in the rear of them to fetter Dr. Francia perma- 
nently, and make a house-father of him. It had been better; 
‘but it befell not. As for that light-headed, smart brown girl 
whom, twonty years afterwards, you saw selling flowers on the 
streets of Assumpeion, and leading a light lifo, is there any 
certainty that she was Dr. Francia’s daughter? Any certainty 
that, even if so, he could and should have done something con- 
siderable for her?+ Poor Francia; poor light-honded, smart 
brown girl, — this present Reviewer cannot say | 

Francia is a somewhat lonesome, downdooking man, apt to 
be solitary oven in tho press of men; wears a face not un- 
visited by laughter, yet tending habitually towards tho sorrow 

1 Robertecn, | 
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ful, the stern. He passes everywhere for a man of veracity, 
punctuality, of iron methodic rigor; of iron rectitude, above 
all “The skilful lawyer,” “the learned lawyer,’ these are 
reputations ; but the “honest lawyer”! This Law-case was 
reported by the Robertsons before they thought of writing a 
Francia's Reign of Terror, with that running shriek, which so 
confuses us. We love to believe the ancolote, oven in ite 
present loose state, as significant of many things in Francia: 
“Tt has been already observed that Francia's reputation, as 
a lawyer, was not only unsallied by venality, but conspicuous 
for rectitude. 

“He had a ftiend in Assumpeion of the name of Domingo 
Rodriguza This man had cast a covetous eye upon a Naboth’s 


cia saw at once that his friend’s pretensions were founded in 
fraud and injustice; and he not only refused to act as his 
counsel, but plainly told him that much as he hated his an- 
tagonist Machain, yet if he (Rodrigues) persisted in his iniqui- 
tous suit, that antagonist should have his (Francia's) most 
zealous support. Bat coretousness, as Ahab’s story shows us, 
is not so easily driven from its pretensions; and in spite of 
Francia’s warning, Rodriguez persisted. As he was a potent 
man in point of fortane, all was going against Machais and bis 
devoted vineyard. 

“ At this stage of the question, Francia wrapped himself one 
night in his cloak, and walked to the house of his inveterate 
enemy, Machain. The slave who opened the door, knowing 
that hia master and the Doctor, like the houses of Montagu 
and Capulet, were smoke in each other's eyes, refused the 
lawyer admittance, and ran to inform his master of the strange 
and unexpected visit, Machain, no less struck by the cireum- 
stance than his slave, for some time hesitated; but at length 
determined to admit Francia. In walked the silent Doctor to 
Machain’s chamber. Al] the papers connected with the law- 
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plea—voluminous enough I have been assured — were ont 
spread upon the defendant's escritoire. 

«*Machain,’ said the Lawyer, addressing him, ‘you know T 
am your enemy. But I know that my friend Rodriguez medi- 
‘tates, and will certainly, unless I interfere, carry against you 
an aot of gross and lawless aggression ; [ have como to offer my 
services in your defence.” 

“The astonished Machain could scarcely credit his senses ; 
but poured forth the ebullition of bis gratitude in terms of 
thankful acquiescence. 

“The first ‘escrito,’ or writing, sent in by Francia to the 
Juez de Alzada, or Judge of the Court of Appeal, confounded 
the adverse advocates, and staggered the judge, who was im 
their interest. «My friend,’ said the judge tothe Leading 
counsel, ‘I cannot go forward in this matter, unless you bribe 
Dr. Francia to be silent’ 1 will try, replied the advocate 5 
and he went to Naboth's counsel’ with a hundred doubloons 
(about three hundred and fifty guineas), which he offered him 
asa bribe to let the cause take its iniquitous course. Cousider- 
ing too, that his best introduction would be a hint that this 
douceur was offered with the judge's concurrence, the knayish 
lawyer hinted to the upright one that such was the fact, 

“* Salga Usted, said Francia, ‘con sus viles pensamientos 
y vilisimo oro de mi casa! Out, with your vile insinuations, 
and dross of gold, from my house!" 

“ Off marched the venal dradge of the unjust judge; and in 
& momont putting on his capote, the offended Advocate went 
to the residence of the Juez de Alzada. Shortly relating what 
had passed between himself and the myrmidon, — * Sir’ contin 
ued Francia, ‘you are a disgrace to law, and « blot upon justion, 
You are, moreover, completely in my power; and tnless to- 
morrow I have a decision in favor of my client, I will make your 
seat upon the bench too hot for you, and the insignia of your 
judicial office shall become the emblems of your shame” 

“The morrow did bring a decision in favor of Francia’s oli- 
ent, Naboth retained his vineyard; the judge lost his reputas 
tion; and the young Doctor's fame extended far and wide.” 

‘On the other hand, it is admitted that he quarrelled with his 
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Father, in those days ; and, as is reported, never spake to him 
more. The subject of the quarrel is vaguely supposed to have 
been “money matters.” Francia is not accused of avarice; 
nay is exproasly acquitted of loving money, even by Rengger. 
But he didi inate injustice; —and probably was not ind 
to allow Aimsclf, among others, “the height of fair play”! 
A rigorous, correct man, that will have a spade be a spade; 
a man of muck Irarning in Creole Law, and occult French 
Sciences, of great talent, energy, fidelity: —a man of some 
temper withal ; unhappily subject to private “hypochondria;” 
black private thunder-clouds, whence probably the origin of 
these dightnings, when you poke into him! He leads a lone- 
some self-secluded life ; “ interrogating Nature ” through mere 
and Abbé-Raynal philosophies, — who in that way 
will yield no very exuberant response. Mere Jaw-papers, 
aulvocate-fees, civic officialities, renowns, and the wonder of 
Aasumpcion Gauchos ; — not so much as a pair of Andalusian 
eyes that can /aseo him, except ina temporary way: this man 
seams to have got /but a lean lease of Nature, and may end. in 
a rather shrank condition! A centary ogo, with this atra- 
biliar earnestness of his, and such a revorberatory furnace of 


fit almost for canonization; nay, an excellent Superior of the 
Jesuits, Grand Inquisitor, or the like, had you developed him 
in that way. Bat, forall this, he is now a day too late. Monks 
of St, Dominic that might have been, do now, inntead of devo- 
tional raptures and miraculous suspensions in prayer, produco 
— brown accidental, female infants, to sell flowers, in an indi- 
gent state, on the streets of Assumpcion! It is grown really 
@ most barren time; and this Francia with his grim unspeak- 
abilities, with his fiery splenetic humors, kept close under lock- 
and-key, what-has he to look forin it? A pest on the Bench, in 
the municipal Caditde,— nay he has already a post in the Oa- 
bildo; ho has already beon Alcalde, Lord-Mayor of Assumpcion, 
and ridden in #nch gilt-coach as they had.. Heean look for little, 
one would say, but barren moneys, barren: 

ties ; Abbé-Raynal philosophisms also \ 
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barren life-voyage. of it, onding—in sere, thinks the Abbe 
al? 

eiserteeen wags ob: tint: way. in:thooo:daya, Far 
over the waters thore hnve been Federations of the Champde. 
Mars; guillotines, portable guillotines, and a French People 
rizon against Tyrants; there has been a Sanscudottiem, speake 
ing at last in cannon-volleys and the crash of towns and nations 
over bulf the world, Sleek Fatpouncho Usandwonto, sleck 
aristocratic Donothingism, sunk as in deathsleep in its well- 
stuffed easy-chair, or staggering in somnambulism on the 
house-tops, seemed to itself to hear a voice my, Sleep no more, 
Donothingism; Donothingism doth murder sleep! It was 
indeed a terrible explosion, that of Sansculottism; commin- 
gling very Tartarus with the old-establiched stars; — fit, auch 
a tumult was it, to awaken all but the dead. And out of it 
there had come Napoleonisms, Tamerlaniems; ant then as a 
branch of these, “Conventions of Aranjuez,” soon followed 
by “Spanish Juntas,” “Spanish Cortes ;” and, on the whale, 
@ smiting broad awake of poor old Spain itself, much to 
ite amazement. And naturally of New Spain noxt,—to dts 
double amazement, seeing itself awake! And so, in a 
Hemisphere too, arise wild projects, angry arguings; 

armed gathorings in Santa Marguorita Island, with Dolivars 
snd invasions of Camana; revolts of La Plata, revolts of this 
and then of that; th subterranean electric clement, shock on 
shock, shaking and exploding, in the new Hemisphere too, 
from sea to sea, Very astonishing to witness, from the year 
1810 and onwards, Had Rodriguez Francia three ears, hoe 
would hear; as many eyes as Argus, he would gaze! He ix 
all eye, hois allear. A new, entirely different figure of exist: 
ence is out out for Dootor Rodriguez. 


‘The Paraguay People as a body, lying far inland, with little 
speculation in their heads, were in no haste to adopt the new 
republican gospel; but looked first how it would suoceed! Sax 
shaping itself into facts. Baenos-Ayres, Tncuman, ‘most of 
the La Plata Provinoes had made their revolutions, brought in 
tho reign of liberty, and unluekily driven out the reign of awe 
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and rogularity; before the Paraguenos could resolve on such 
an enterprise. Perhaps they are afraid? General Belgrano, 
with a force of a thousand mea, missioned by BuenosAyres, 
camo up the river to countenance them, in the ond of 1810; 
but was met on their frontier in array of war; wns attacked, 
or at least: was terrified, in the night-watches, so that his men 
all fled ;—and on the morrow, poor General Belgrano found 
himself not a countenanoer, but one needing countenanes ; and 
was in a polite way sont down the river again!*) Not till a 
year after did the Paraguenos, by spontaneous movement, 
resolve on a career of froedom;—resolve on getting some 
kind of Congress assembled, and the old Government sent its 
ways. Francia, it. is presumable, was active at once in excit- 
ing and restraining them; the fruit was now drop-rips, we may 
say, and fell bya shake, Our old royal Governor went aside, 
worthy man, with some slight grimace, when ordered to do 80; 
National Congress introduced itself; secretaries read papers, 
“compiled chiefly out of Rollin's Ancient History ;"" and we 
became a Republic: with Don Fulgencio Yegros, one of the 
richest Gauchos and best horsemen of the province, for Presi 
dent, and two Assessors with him, called also Focales, or 
Vowels, whoee names escape us; Francia, a8 Seeretary, being 
naturally the Consonant, or motive soul of the combination, 
This, as we grope out the date, was in 1811. The Paraguay 
Congress, having completed this constitution, went home again 
to its fiold-labors, hoping a good issue. 

Feebler light hardly ever dawned for the historical mind, 
than this which is shed for us by Rengger, Robertsons and 
Company, on the birth, the cradling, baptismal procesacs and 
carly fortunes of the new Paraguay Repablic. ‘Through long 
vague, and indeed intrinsically vacant pages of their Books, 
it lies gray, undecipherable, without form and void, Francia 
was Sccretary, and a Republic did take place: this, as one 
small clear-burning fact, shedding far a comfortable visibility, 
conceivability, over the universal darkness, and making it into 
conceivable dusk with one rashlight fact in the centre of it, 
—this we do know; and, cheerfully yielding to neeessity, 


1 Rengger- 
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decide that this shall suffice us to know, What wore is there ? 
Absurd somnolent peréons, struck broad awake by the sub- 
terrancan concussion of Civil und Religions Liberty all over 
the World, mecting together to establish « republican career 
‘of freedom, and compile official papers out of Rollin,—aro 
hot a subject on which the historival mind cam be enlightened. 
‘Tho historical mind, thank Heaven, forgets such persous and 
their papers, as fast as you repeat them. 

Besides, these Gaucho populations are greedy, superstitions, 
vain; and, as ‘Miers said in hin haste, nendacious every soul 
of thom! Within the confines of Paraguay, we know for cer 
tain but of one man who would do himself an injary to doa 
just or trae thing usder the sun; one man who understands 
in his heart that this Universe is an eternal Fact, —and not 
some huge temporary Pumpkin, saccharine, absinthian; the 
rest of its significance chimerieal merely! Such men carob 
havea history, though « Thucydides came to write it.—~ Enough 
for us to understand that Don This was @ vaporing blockhead, 
who followed his plousnres, his poculations, und Dan ‘That 
another of the same; that there oveurred fatuities, mismanage- 
ments innumerable; then discoutents, open grumblings, and, 
as & running accompaniment, intriguings, caballings, outings, 
innings: till the Government House, fouler than when the 
Jesuits had it, becanie a bottomless pestilent inanity, insup- 

to any articulate-speaking soul; till Secretary Francia 
should feel that he, for one, could not be Consonant to such a 
set of Vowels; till Secretary Francia, one day, flinging down 
his papers, rising to his feet, should jerk out with oratorical 
vivacity his lean right-hand, and say, with knit brows, in a low 
swift tone: # Adieu, Senhores ; God preserve you many years 177 

Francia withdrew to his ohecra, a pleasant country-house in 
the woods of Ytapiia not far off; there to interrogate Natare, 
and live ins private manner, Parish Robertson, much about 
this date, which we grope and guess to have been perhaps in 
1812, was boarded with a cortain ancient Doona Juana, in that 
sume rogion; had ¢ertulias of unimaginable brillianey ; ame 
often went shooting of an evening. On one of those— But 
be shall himself report: — 





DE. PRANCIA 407 


“On one of those lovely evenings in Paraguay, after the 
southwest wind has both cleared und cooled the adr, I was 
drawn, in my pursuit of game, into a peaceful valley, not far 
from Donna Juana’s, and remarkable for its combination of all 
tho striking features of the scenery of the country. Suddenly 
Teame upon a neat and unprotonding cottage. Up rose a pare 
tridge; I fired, and the bird came to the ground. A voice 
from behind called out = Buen tiw’—‘a good shot.’ T turned 
round, and beheld a gentleman of about fifty years of age, 
aroased in & suit of black, with a large scarlet capote, or cloak, 
thrown over his shoulders. He hada matéoup in one hand, 
a cigar in the other; and a little urchin of a negro, with his 
arms crossed, was in attendance by the gentleman's side, The 
stranger’s countenance was dark, and his black eyes wers very 
penetrating, while his jet hair, combed back from a bold fore- 
head, and hanging in natural ringlets over his shoulders, gave 
him a dignified and striking air. He wore on his shocs large 
golden buckles, and at the knees of his breeches the same. 

“Tn exercise of the primitive and simple hospitality common 
in the country, I was invited to sit down under the corridor, 
and to take a cigar and moé (cap of Paraguay tea). A eelos- 
tial globe, a large telescope and a theodolite were under the 
little portico; and I immediately inferred that the personage 
before mo was no other than Dr. Francia,” 

‘Yes, here for the first time in authentic history, a remark- 
able hearsay becomes a remarkable visuallty: through a pair 
of clear bnman eyes, you look face to face on the very figure 
ofthe man. Is not this vorily the exact record of thowe clear 
Robertsonian eyes and seven senses ; entered aceorately, then 
and not afterwards, on the ledger of the memory 2? We will 
hope 80; who can but hope so! The figure of the man will, 
at all events, be exact. Here too is the figure of his library ; 
—the conversation, if any, was of the last degree of insignifi- 
cance, and may be left out, or supplied ad Uébitum : — 

“Ho introduced me to his library, in a confined room, with 
4 very small window, and that so shaded by the roof of the 
corridor, as to admit the least portion of light necessary for 
stady. The library was arranged on three rows of shelves, 
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oxtending across the room, and might have consisted of three 
bundred volumes, There were many ponderous books on law; 
a few on the inductive sciences ; some in Frenchand some in 
Latin upon subjects of general literature, with Euclid’s Ele 
ments, and some school-boy treatises on algebra. On a large 
tablo were heaps of law-papers and processes, Several folice 
bound in vellum were outspread upon it;/a lighted candle 
(thongh placed there solely with « view to light cigars) lent 
its feeble aid to illumine the room; while a matécup and 
inkstand, both of silver, stood on another part of the table. 
Thora was neither carpet nor mat on the brick floor; and the 
chairs were of sych sucient fashion, size and weight, that it 
required @ considerable effort to move them from one spot to 
another." 

‘Peculation, malversation, the various forms of imbecility 
and voracious dishonesty went their due course in the Gov- 
ernmont-offices of Agsumpeion, unrestrained by Francis, and 
unrestrainable:—till, as wo may say, it reached a beight; 


eyes of Paraguay in gonoral it had become clear that such a 
reign of liberty was unendurable; that some new vorolationy 
or change of ministry, was Andlspenseblo: 

Rengger says that Francia withdrew “ more than once’? to 
his ¢fiwera, disgusted with his Colleagues; who always, by 
unlimited promises and protestations, had to flatter him back 
again; and then ancw disgusted him, Francia is the Conso- 
nant of these abeurd “Vowels ;" no business ean go on with: 
out Francia! And the finances are deranged, insolvent; and 
the military, unpaid, ineffective, cannot so much as keep out 
the Indians; and there comes trouble, and rumor of now war, 
from Buenos-Ayres ;—alas, from what corner of the great 
Continent come there other than troubles and ramors of wan? 
Patriot generals become traitor generals; get themselves “shot 
in market-places;” revolution follows revolution. Artigna, 
clows on our borders, hax began hurrying the Banda Oriental 
with fire and sword ; “dictating despatches from cow-skulls.” 
Like clouds of wolves,—only fellor, being mounted on horse 
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hack, with pikes, —the Indians dart im om us; carrying con+ 
flagrationand dismay. Paraguay mast get itself governed; or 
itwill be worse for’ Paraguay! Tho eyos-of\ all Paraguay, we 
can well fanoy, turn: to. thesona) man. of talent they have, tho 
one manof veracity they have. 

In. 1813 a second Congress ia got together; we fancy it was» 
Francia’s last advice to the Government. suppuration, when. it, 
flattered, him back, for the lasttime, to ask hisadvioe, That, 
such suppuration do now dissolve itsel{,and.« new Congress: 
be summoned! In the new Congress the Voealesare voted) 
ont; Francia and Fulgenaio, are named, joint, Comsula:, with; 
Francia. for Consul, and Don Fulgencio, Yegros: for Consul’sy 
cloak, it. maybe, better. Don, Fulgencio rides. about in gor 
geous sash and epaulettes, a. rich man) and, horse-subduen;, 
good. as, Consnl’s cloak;—but why, should the real Gonsuly 
havea cloak? Next-year in the: third Congress, Francia, byt 
“insidious, manosavring,” by “tayor of the military,” and), 
indeed, also in, some, sort, we may say, by law of Nature,— 
gets himself declared Dictator > “ for three years; on far lifes, 
may in these circumstances, mean.much the.samey, This was; 
in 1814 Francia never assembled any Congress more } paving» 
stolen the constitutional, palladinms, and) insidious'y got. his) 
wicked will! Of a Congress: that compiled constitutions. out) 
of Hollin, who would not, lament such destiny ?,. This Congres, 
should have met again! Tt.was indeed, say Rengger and ther 
Robertsons theanselves, such: a Congress: as never met: beforer 
in the world; 0 Congress which knew not its:right handfromy 
its loft; which dranie infinite rum. in the taverns; and: hadoner 
wish, that of getting om horseback: again, home towits field. 
husbandry aud. partridge-shooting again. Thesmilitary mostly, 
favored. Francia; being gained. over, by him,—the, thief of 
constitutional] palladiums. 


With Francia’s, entrance on the Government as Consul, still 
more a& Dictator, a great, improvement, it is granted, eeu 
by Rengger, did in. all quarters forthwith, show) itself. The: 
finances, were husbanded, were. avcurately gathered; every» 
ficial, person, in. Paraguay had, to |bethink. him, and beginy 
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doing his work, instead of merely seeming to doit. The sol- 
diers Francia took care to soe paid and drilled; to see march, 


distances were established along the River's bank and all round. 
tho dangerous Frontiors: wherever the Indian centaur-troop 
showed face, an alarm<cannon went off, and soldiers, quickly 
assembling, with actual death-shot and service, were upon 
them. These wolf-hordes had to vanish into the heart of 
their doserts ognin. ‘The land had pence, Noither Artigas, 
nor any of the firebrands and war-plagues which were dis- 
trueting South America from side to side, could get across the 
border. All negotiation or intercommuning with Buenos-Aytes, 
or with any of these war-distracted countries, was peremptorily 
waived. To no “Congress of Lima,” “General Congress of 
Panama,” or other general or particular Congress, would Fran 
cia, by deputy or message, offer the smallest recognition. All 
South America raging and ravening like one huge dog-kennel 
gone rabid, we here in Paraguay have peace, and cultivate our 
tea-trees: why should not we let woll alone? By degrees, one 
thing acting on another, and this ring of Frontier “ Guard- 
houses” being already erected there, a rigorous sanitory line, 
impregnable as brass, was drawn round all Paraguay; no com- 
munication, import or export trade allowed, except by the 
Dictator’s license, —given on payment of the due moneys, 
when the political horizon seemed innocuous; refused when 
otherwise. The Dictator's trade-licenses were a considerable 
branch of his revenues; his ontrance-ducs, somewhat onerous 
to the foreign merchant (think the Messrs. Robertson), were 
another. Paraguay stood isolated; the rabid dog-kennel raging 
round it, wide as South America, but kept out.as by look-and- 
key. 

These were vigorous measures, gradually coming on the 
somnolent Gaucho population! It seems, meanwhile, that, 
evon after the Perpetual Dictatorship, and onwards to the’ 
fifth or the sixth year of Franeia’s government, there was, 
though the constitational palladinms were stolen, nothing very 
special to complain of. Paraguay had peace; sat under its” 


Ma ll 
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teatreos the mbid dog-kennel, IndiansyArtiguenos and: other 
war firebrands, all shutout from it). But im that year 1819, 
the second year of the: Perpetual Dictatorship, there arosey not: 
for the first time, dim indications of “Plots,” even. dangerous 


got it hospitably, though contemptuonsly» And now-stmight-- 
way thene advancnd, from Artigas’s lost wasted country; a: 
‘certain General Ramirez his rival and conqueror; andi fellow 
banditand firebrand, ‘This General Ramirez advanced up to 
our very frontior; first with: offers of alliance; failing: that, 
with offers of war; onowhich lattercoffer he was closed with, 
was cut tor pieces; anda» Letters was» found about: him, 
addressed to Don Fulgencio, Yegroay the rieh Gaveho horse: 
manjand Ex-Consal; which) arrested:all the faculties of Dr, 
Francia’s most intense intelligence there and then! A Com. 
spiracy, with Don, Falgenciovat the: head of ity Conspirey 
which soems tho widér spread the farther one investigates: 
it; which has\been brewing itself these “two years,” ani inow 
“on. GooikFriday: next” is tov buret out; starting: with the 
massacre. of Dr, Franeia and. others, whatever site may close: 
with!) Francia was .not.a man to be trifled-with in» plots! 
He looked, watched, investigated, till-he got the: exact extent) 
position, nature and etracturs of this Plot fullyin hisceyey 
and then —why, thea ho pounced on it like 2 glede-faleon, like 
a fioree condor, suddenly, from the invisible blue; strnok benk 
and claws into the very heart of it, tore it into smwallfrage 
ments, and. consumed it on the spot. It is Francia's way! 
‘This was the last plot, though not the first plot Francia ever: 
heard of during. his Perpetual Dietatorship- 

Ib is, a8 we find, over these threo or these two years; while: 
the Fulgencio Plot is gotting itself pouneed npom and torn in 
pieces, that the.“ reign of terror,” properly so called, extends, 
Over these three.or these two.years,only, though the * ran 
ning shriek” of it confuses. all things to the end of the: ehap- 
ter. It was in. this stern period: that, Francia exeented)abore 
forty persona. Not-entirely inexplicable! “ar Dios, ye shall 

* Ranger: ‘» 
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not conspire against me; T will not allow it! The Career of 
Freedom, be it known to all men and Gauchos, is not yet begun 
in this country; I am still only casting out the Soren Devils. 
My lease of Paraguay, a harder one than your stupidities 
suppose, is for life: the contract is, Thou must die if thy lease 
be taken from thee, Aim not at my life, yo constitutional 
Gauchos, —or let it be a diviner man than Don Fulgeneio the 
Horsesuixiuer that does it, Serpent prremtanins| 
life, I will bid you hare a care of your own. oxecul 
upwards of Eaipipanaat: How many he arrested, flogged, 
cross-questionad— for he is an inexorable man! If you are 
guilty, or suspected of guilt, it will go ill with you here, 
Fransia’s arrest, carried by a grenadier, arrives; you are in 
strait prison; you are in Francia’s bodily presence; those 
sharp StDominio eyes, that diaholic intellect, prying into you, 
probing, cross-questioning you, till the secret cannot be hid; 
till the “three ball-cartridges” are handed to a sentry;—and 
your doom is Rhadamanthine! 

But the Plots, as we say, having ceased by this rough sure 
gory, it would appear that there was, for the next twenty years, 
little or no mora of it, little or no uso for more, The “reign 
of terror,” one begins to find, was properly a reign of rigor; 
which would become “torriblo” enough if you infringed the 
rules of it, but which was peaceable otherwise, regular other. 
wise. Let this, amid the “running shriek,” which will and 
should run its full length im such circumstances, bo well kept 
in mind. 

It happened too, as Rengger tolls us, in the same year (1820, 
as we grope and gather), that a visitation of locusts, as some- 
times oocurs, destroyed all the erope of Paraguay; and there 
was Bo prospect but of universal dearth or famine. The 
are done; eaten by locusts; the summer at an end! Woe have 
no foreign trade, or next to none, and never had almost any; 
what will become of Paraguay and its Gauchos? Tn Gauchos 
is no hope, no help: bat in a Dionysius of the Gauchos? 
Dictator Franvia, led by oocult Fronch Sciences and natural 
sagacity, nay driven by necessity itself, peremptorily com- 
mands the farmers, throughout all Paraguay, To sow a certain 


‘DE. FRANCIA. 413) 
portion of their lands anew ; withon without hope,;— ander pen- 
alties! The result was a moderately good harrest still: the 
result was a discovery that Two harrests were, every year, 
possible in Paraguay; that Agriculture, a rigorous Dictator 
presiding over it, could. be. infinitely improved there’ As 
Paraguay bas about 100,000 square miles of territory mostly: 
fertile, and only some two souls planted: om each square miley 
thereof, it secmed to the Dictator that this, and nov Foreign 
‘Trade, might be a good course for his’) Paraguencs: This 
acordingly, and not foreign trade, in the present state of the 
political horizon, was the course resolved. omy the: ooune pere 
aistod in, “with evident advantages,” says Rengger. Thus, 
one thing acting om another,—domestic: Plot, hanging on) 
Artigus’s country from without; and Locust-gwarms with Im 
provement of Hushandry in the interior; and those: Guardé 
houses all already there, along the frontier; —-Parmguay came 
more and more to be hermetically closed; and Francia reigned 
over it, for the rest of his life, am a rigorous Dionysius of 
Paraguay, without foreign intercourse, or with such only as 
seemed good to: Francia, 


How ‘the Dictator, now secure in possession, did) manage 
this huge Paraguay, which, by strange “insidious” and: other 
means, had fallen in life-lease to him, and) was: hin todo the 
best he could with, it were interesting to know. What tha 
meaning of him, the result of him, actually was? Ouesde+ 
siderates some Blography of Francia by a native !— Meanwhile, 
io the Aisthetieche Dréefwechsel of Herr Professor Sanerteig, 
a Work not yet known in England, nor treating specially of 
this subject, we find, scattered at) distant intervals, aromark: 
or two which may be worth translating. Professor Saucrteig, 
an open soul, looking with clear eye and’ largo recognizing 
heart’ over all accessible quarters: of the world, hus cast 
sharp sumglance ere and there into Dr. Francia‘too. Those 
few philosophical Remarks of his, andthen a few Anccdotes’ 
gleaned elsewhore, such as tho barren ground yields, must: 
comprise what more we have tomy of Francia, 


1 Rongger, pp. 67 be. 











414°“ CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS, 


“ Pity,” exclaims Sauerteig once, “that a nation eannot 
reform itself, as the English are now trying to do, by what 
their newspapers call ‘tremendous cheers"! Alas, it cannot 
be done. Reform is not joyous but grievous; no single man 
can reform himself without stern suffering and stern working; 
how much less can a nation of ment The serpent sheds not 
his old skin without rusty disconsolatoness; he is not happy 
but mixerable! Inthe Watenoure itself, do you not sit steeped 
for months; washed to the heart in elemental drenchings; 
and, like Job, are made to curse your day? Reforming of 
a nation is a terrible business! Thus too, Medea, when she 
made men young again, was wont (du Himmet /) to hew them 
in pieces with meat-axes; cast them into caldrons, and boill 
them for a length of time, How much handier could they 
but have done it by ‘tremendous cheers’ alone |’? — 

“Like a drop of surgical antiseptic liquid, poured (by the 
benign Powers, as I fancy !) into boundless brutal corruptions 5 
very sharp, very caustic, corrosive enough, this tawny tyran- 
nous Dr, Francia, in the interior of the South-American conti. 
nent, — he too is onc of the clemonts of the grand Phenomenon 
thers. A monstrous moulting-process taking place ;—mon- 
atrous gluttonons hoa-constrictor (he is of length from Panama 
to Patagonia) shedding his old skin; whole continent getting 
itself chopped to pieces, and boiled in the Medea caldron, to 
become young again,—unable to manage it by ‘tremendous 
cheers’ alone!" — 


“What they say about ‘love of power’ amounts to littl, 
Power? Love of ‘power’ merely to make flunkies come and 
go for you is a ‘love? I should think, which enters only into 
the minds of persons in a very infantine state! A grown 
man, like this Dr. Francia, who wanta nothing, as I am assured, 
but three cigars daily, a cup of maté, and four ounces of 
butchers’ meat with brown bread: the whole world and its 
united funkies, taking constant thought of the matter, can 
do nothing for him but that only. That he already has, 
and has had always; why should he, not being a minor, love 
flunky ‘power'? He loves to sco yow about him, with your 
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flunky promptitades, with your grimaces, adulations and sham- 
loyalty? You are so beautiful, a daily and hourly feast to 
the eye and soul? Ye unfortunates, from his heart rises one 
prayer, That the last created flunky had vanished from this 
universe, never to appear more! 

“And yet truly a man does tend, and must under frightful 
penalties perpetually tend, to be king of his world; to stand 
in his world as what he is, a centre of light and order, not of 
darkness and confusion. A man loves power: yes, if he see 
disorder his eternal enemy rampant about him, he does love 
to sve said enemy in the way of being conquered; he can 
have no rest till that come to pass! Your Mahomet cannot 
bear a rent cloak, but clouts it with his own hands; how 
mnch more a rent country, a rent world ? He bas to imprint 
the image of his own veracity upon the world, and shall, and 
must, and will do it, more or less: it ia at his peril if he 
neglect any great or any small possibility he may have of 
this. Franeia’s inner flame is but a meagre, blaeburning 
one: let him irradiate midnight Paraguay with it, such as 
it is." — 

“Nay, on the whole, how cunning is Nature in getting her 
farms leased! Is it not a blessing this Paraguay ean get the 
one veracious man it has, to take lease of it, in these aad 
circumstances ? His farm-profits, and whole wages, it would 
seem, amount only to\what ix called ‘Nothing, and find your- 
self!’ Spartan food and lodging, solitude, three cigars, and 
acup of maté daily, he alrondy had.” 

‘Truly, it would seem, ax Sanerteig remarks, Dictator Francia 
had not a very joyous existence of it; in this his life-lease of 
Parnguay! Casting out of the Seven Devils from a Gaucho 
population is not joyous at all; both exorcist and exorcised 
find {t sorrowful! Meanwhile, it does appear, there was 
some improvement made: no veritable labor, not even a 
Dr. Francia’s, is in vain. 

Of Francia’s improvements there might ax mnoh be said as 
of his cruelties or rigors; for indeed, at bottom, the one was 
in proportion to the other. He tmproved agriculture; — not 
two ears of corn where one only grew, but two harvests of 
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corn; a8 we have seen! Ho introduced schools, ~boarding+ 
schools,” “clementary échoole,” and. others, on which Rengger 
has a chapter; everywhere he promoted education as he could; 
repressed superstition as he could, Strict justier betwoon 
nan and man was enforced in his Law-courts; he himself 
would accept no gift, not even a trifle, inany case whatever, 
Renggor, on packing wp for departure, had left im his hands, 
not from forgetfulness, a Print of Napoleon; worth some shil- 
lings in Europe, but invaluable in Paraguay, where Francia, 

+ Who admired shis Hero mach, had hitherto soen no likeness 
of him bat a Nitenberg caricature.» Francia sent) an expeest “4 
after Rengyer, to ask what the value of tlie Print was, No 
value; M. Rengger could not sell Prints; it-was mach at his 
Exoollency’s service. His Excellency straightway: returned it 
An exact, decisive mau!) Peculation, idleness, ineffectuality, 
had to cease in all the Public Offices of Paraguay. So far as 
lny in Francis, no public. and no private man in Paraguay was 
allowed to slur his work; all. public and. all private men, so 
far as Jay in Francia, were forced to do their work or die! 
We might define him as the born enemy of quacks; one whe 
has from Nature a heast-hatred of wnveracity in man or in 
thing, whoresoewsr he sees it. Of persons who do not speak 
the truth, and do not act the trath, he has a kind of diaboliow 
divine impatience; they had better disappear out of his nsigh- 
borhood. Poor Francia: his light was but a very sn]phurous, 
meagre, blue-burning one; but he irradiated Paraguay with it 
{os our Professor says) the best he could. 

‘That he had to maintain himself cline all the while, and ‘ 
would suffer no man to glance contradiction at bim, but in 
stantaneoualy repressed all such: this too we need no ghost to 
tell us; this lay in the very natare of the case. His lease of 

was a lifolease, He had his “three ballcartridges” 
ready for whatever man he found aiming at Ais life. He bad 
frightful prisons, Ho had Tevego far up among tho wastoa, 
a kind of Paraguay Siberia, to which unraly persona, not yet 
got the length of shooting, were relegated. ‘The main exiles, 
Rengger says, were dranken mulattocs and the class. called) 
unfortunats females, They lived misarably there; became » 
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pon TTT et Te 
tunate formales, 

But let us listen for a moment to the Reverend Manuel 
Perez as he preaches, “in the Church of the Tnearnation at 
Assumpeion, on the 20th of October, 1840)": {nt atone sime> 
what nasal, yet trustworthy withal His“ Funeral 
translated into a kind of English, presents itself still audible 
in the Argentine News of Bucnos-Ayres, No, 813. We select 
some passages; atudying to abate the nasal tone a little; to 
reduce, if possible, the Argentine English under the law of 
grammar. It is the worst trauslation in the world, and does 
poor Manuel Perez one knows not what injustice. This 
Funeral Discourse has “much surprised” the Able Editor, it 
seems ;—has led him perhaps to ask, or be readier for ask: 
ing, Whether all that confused loud litanying about “reign 
of terror,” and so forth, was not possibly of a rather long- 
eared nature ? 

“ Amid the convulsions of revolution,” says the Reverend 
Manuel, “the Lord, locking down witb pity on Paraguay, 
raised up Don José Gaspar Francia for its deliverance, And 
when, in the words of my Taxt, the children of Israel cried unto 
the Lord, the Lord raised up « deliverer to the children of Israel, 
who delivered them.” 

“What measures did not his Excellency davise, what labors 
undergo, to preserve peace in the Republic ab home, and place 
it in an attitude to command respect from abroad! His. first 
care was directed to obtain supplies of Arms, and to discipline 
Soldiers, To all that would import arms he held ont the 
inducoment of exemption from duty, and the permission to 
export in return whatever produce they preferred. An abun- 
Gant supply of exeellent arms was, by these moans, obtained, 
Tam lost in wonder to think how this great man could attend 
to euoh s multiplicity of things | He appliod himself to the 
study of the military art; and, in a short time, taught the 
exercise, and directed military evolutions like the skilfulest 
veteran. Often have I seen his Excellency go up to a recruit, 
and show him by example how to take aim at the target. 
Could any Paragaeno think it other than honorable to carry 
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asousket) when his Dictator taught him how toananage it? Tha 
cavalry-exercixe too, though it seems to require a unan.at.oaoo, 
robust und experienced in horsemanship, his, Excellency, as 
you know, did himself superintend,, wb the-houd.of his squad 
rons he charged and manoouyrod, as if bred to it; and. directed, 
them with an energy and; vigor, which infused his.own martial. 
spirit into these troops. 

“What/evils.do not the people. auffer from Highwaymen!” 
exolaims lis Reverence, alittle farther on; “ violence, plunder, 
murder, are crimes familiar to these malefactors.. The inac- 
cessible mountains and wide, deserts in this, Republic seemed. 
to offer impunity to such men, Our Dictator snoceeded: in 
striking such/a torror into tham. that they, entirely disappeared, 
seeking safety in a change.of.life, His Excellency; saw that. 
the: manner vf: inflicting the punishment was more efficacious 
thaneven the punishmont itself;, and,on this principle he actads, 
Whonover a robber could be seized, he was led tothe noamat. 
Gonrdshouse, (Guardia); a summary trial, took. place; und 
straightway, am soon as he had made confession, he was shots 
‘These means proved effectual Ere long tho Republio was in 
such security, that, we may say, a child might hare travelled. 
from the Umnguay to the Parana. without othan protetion than: 
the dread which the Supreme Dictator had inapired.”— This, 
isysaying something, your Reverence} 

“ But what is all this compared to the. demon of Anarehy 7 
Obj” excldims his simple Reverence,.“Oh, my friends, would. 
T had the.talent to paint to you the miseries of. people thas 
falllinto anarehyt) And: was not our Republicion the very ever 
of this? Yes, brethren. —It behooved his Excellency to, be: 
prompt ;.to smotherthe enemy in-his cmdle! He did so.» Hee 
seized the loaders; brought. to: summary trial, they were.conr, 
vietod of high treason against the countey.. What.« struggle 
now, for his Excelleney, between the-law of duty, and:the voice: 
of fecling” —if feeling to anyroxtent.there were!) “I,” ex» 
claims his Reverence, “am confident that had the doom, of 
imprisonment on those persons seemed sufficient forthe Staba's, 
peace, his: Exeelloney never-would bave onlered: their execar 
tion It-was unavoidable; nor was itaveided; it was danel’ 
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“Brethren, should not I hesitate, lest ib be a profanation of 
‘tho sacred place I now occupy, if Esoom to approve sanguinary 
measures in opposition to the mildness of the Gospel? Breth 
ren, no. God himself approved the conduct of Solomon in 
putting Joab and Adonijah to death.” Life is sacred, thinks 
his Revorence ; but there is something more sacred still; woo 
to him who does not know that withal ! 

Alas, your Reverence, Paraguay has not yet succeeded in 
abolishing capital punishment, then? But indeed neither has 
Nature, anywhere that I hear of, yet succogded in abolishing 
it. Act with the due degree of perversity, you are sure enough 
of being violently put to death, in hospital or highway,— by 
dyspepsia, delirium tremens, or stuck through by the kindled 
rage of your fellow-men! What can the friend of humanity 
do? — Twaddle in Exeterhall or elsewhere, * till he become a 
bore tous," and perhaps worse! An Advocate in Arras once 
gave up a good judicial appointment, and retired into fragality 
and privacy, rather than doom one culprit to die by law. ‘The 
name of this Advocate, let us mark it well, was Maximilion 
Robespierre, ‘Chere are sweet kinds of twadile that have a 
deadly virulence of poison concealed in them ; like the sweet- 
ness of sugarof-lead. Were it not better to make just laws, 
think you, and then execute them strictly,—as the gods 
still do? 

“His Excellency next directed his attention to purging the 
State from another class of enemies,” says Perez in the In- 
carnation Church; “the peculating Tax-gatherers, namely. 
Vigilantly detecting their frauds, he made them refund) for 
what was past, and took precautions against the like in future; 
all their accounts wore to be handed in, for his examination, 


onee every year. 

“The habit: of his Excellency when he delivered ont articles 
for the supply of the public; that prolix and minute count- 
ing of things apparently unworthy of his attention, — had ite 
origin in the same motive. I believe that he did so less 
from a want of confidence in the individuals lately appointed 
for thia purpose, than from a desire to show them with what 
delicacy they should proceod. Hence likewise his ways, in: 
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uch aeuriatreacierputanee ca indebted. toi thevtoll, 
the vrgils and cares of our Perpetual: Dictator!) It seemed: 
asif this extraordinary man were endowed! with ubiquity; toy 


‘he was traversing thy frontiers to place theeiman attitudaiatt 
security: What devastation did not those inroads: of Indians 
from the Chaco occasion to the inhabitants. of Rio«Xbajot 
ver and! anon there resched Assumpcion tidings of the terror: 
and affliction caused’ by theirincursions: Which df us: hopedi 
that evils so wite-spread, ravuges 80 appalling, could be counter 
acted? Our Dictator, nevertheless, did devise effdetaal ways: 
of seowring that part of the Republics 

“Four respectable Fortresses with competent garrisons have: 
been the impregnable barrier which has restrained the irrape 
tions of those ferocious Savages: Inhabitants of Rio-Abajot, 
rest tranquil im your homes ; you'are w portion/of the People: 
whom the Lord confided to the cure of our Dictator; your 
are safe. 

“Tle precautions and wise measures lie adopted to repel 
force, and drive back the Savages to the north of the Republics: 
the Fortresses of Climpo, of Sin Carlos de Apa, placedon the: 
best footing for defence; the orders and instructions farnisheds 
to the Villa de la Conicepeion; —seoured that quarter of the 
Republic against attack from any, 

“Tie great Wall, diteh and fortress, on the opposite: bank: b 
of the River Parana; the foree and judicious arrangement 
of the troops distribiated over the interior in the southiof our: 
Republic; have commanded) the respect of itsenomies in that: 
quarter. 

“Tlie beauty, the symmetry and) good taste displayed: in the 
building of cities couvey'an advantageous ides of their inhabi- 
tunts,” continues Peroz: “Thus thought Caractacus; King of 
the Angles,” —tlins think’ most persons! “His Excellency; 
glancing at the odndition of the’ Capital of the Republic, saw! 
aw city in disorder and'without police; streeta: without regular: 
ity, Houses built ucrording to the eaprice of their owners” 
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But, enough, 0 Perez; for: it: becomes: too: nasal! Pret; 
with, 2 confident face, asks. im fine, Whether all these things» 
do not clearly prove to men and Gaschos of sense, that Dictas 
tor Francia sas:the:deliverer whom the Lord. raised. up, toy 
deliver Paraguay from: ite enemies” ? — Truly;.0) Peres, thoy 
benefits of him-seem:to have been considerable. Undoubtedly, 
@ man “sent by Heaven;"—asall of us are! Nayy itunay, bey 
tho bonefit.of him is notieven yet exhanstod, even yet\entizely 
become visible: Who. knows but, in unbora, centurics,.Para, 
gueno!men will: look back: to theirlean iron’ Francia, as men. 
do in such: cases\to the one veracious person, and institate con~ 
siderations! Oliver Cromwell, dead two handred, years, does, 
Yet) speak; may, perhaps) now first begins to speak. Tho) 
meaning and meanings of: the ome tre man, never so lean and) 
limited, starting up) dineet from Nature’s heart; im this. bewil- 
dered Gaucho world, gone far away from Nature, are endless], 

Tho, Messrs. Robertson are very merry on this attempt’ of, 
Fraucia’s to rebuild on a better: plam the City: of Assumpcion: 
‘The. Gity'of Aesumpeion, fulliof tropical vegetation and “ por 
manent hedges, the doposits of nuisance and vermin,” * has no. 
Pavement, no straightness of strests; the-sandy thoroughfare 
insome quarters is torn by the) rain. into, gullies, impassable) 
with convenience toany animal.buta kangaroo. Francia, after, 
moditation, deeides.on having it remodelled, paved, straight 
cned,—irruliated) with the image of the one regular mani 
Robertaon laughs to soe a Dictator, sovereign ruler, straddling. 
about, “ taking obeerrations with his thoodolite,” and so forth: 
O, Robertson; if there was; uo other man that could: observe. 
witha theodolite? Nay, it, seems farther, the, improvement; 
of Assumpcion was attended, once more, with the dreadinlest, 
tyrannios: peaceable citizsns dreaming no harm, no active, 
harm to.any son], but mere peaceable passive dirt and irrega~ 
larity, to. all. souls. were ordered. to. pull down their. houses, 
which happonod to stand inthe middle of stresta ; forced (ander, 
rustle of the gallows) to\draw thelr. purses, and rebuild them 
elsewhere! Ib is-horrible. Nay, they said, Prancio’s tre aim, 
in. those: improvements,in this cutting down of the. luxuriant. 

1 Berens 
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“ crons-hedges " and architectural monstrosities, was merely to 
save himself from being shot, from under cover, as he rede 
through the place. It may be so; but Assumpcion is now an 
improved paved City, much squarer in the corners (and with 
the planned capacity, it seems, of growing ever squarer*) ; pais 
sable with convenience not to kangaroos only, but to wooden 
ballockcarta and all vehicles and animals. 

Indeod our Messrs, Robertson find something comic as well 
as tragic in Dictator Francia ; and enliven their ranning shriek, 
all through this Reign of Terror, with a pleasant vein of con- 
yontional satire. One evening, for example, a Robertson being 
about to leave Paraguay for England, and having waited upon 
Francia to make the parting compliments, Francia, to the 
Robertuon’s extreme astonishment, ordere in a large bale of 
goods, orders them to be opened on the table there: Tobacco, 
poucho-cloth, and other produce of the country, all of first-rate 
quality, and with the prices ticketed. These goods this aston- 
iahod Robertaon is to carry to the “Bar of the House of Com- 
mons,” and there to say, in such fashion and phrasoology as a 
ative auay know to bo eaitablo:'* Mix Syeaber, —Dey Frases 
ig Dictator of Paraguay, a country of tropical fertility and 
100,000 square miles in extent, producing these commodities, 
at these prices, With nearly all foreign nations he declines 
altogether to trade; but with the English, such is his notion of 
them, he is willing and desirous to trade, These nrc his com~ 
modities, in endless quantity; of this quality, at these prices. 
He wants arms, for his part. What say you, Mr. Speaker?” 
—Sure enough, our Robertson, arriving at the “Bar of the 
House of Commone” with sucha message, would have out an 
original figure! Not to the “ House of Commons " was this mes- 
sagn properly addressed ; bat to the English Nation; which 
Francia, idiotlike, supposed to be somehow represented, and 
made accessible and addressable in the House of Comimons. It 
was a strange Imbecility in any Dictator! — The Robertson, 
we find accordingly, did not take this bale of goods to the Bar 
of the House of Commons; nay, what was far worss, he did 
not, owing to accidents, go to England at all, or bring any 

* Pores, 
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arma: back to. Francia at, all: henes, indeed, Francia’s unreae 
sonable, detestation of him, hardly, to be restrained within the 
bounds of common, politeness! Ajman who, said. he would do 
and then did not do,.was.atmo. time 4,kind of\man admirable. 
to Francia. Large seotions of this Reign of Terror are-ssort, 
of unmusical sonata,.or free dunt with variations, to this text: 
“How unaimirable a hidemerchant, that does, not, keep his, 
word!” —* How. censurabley not. tosay ridiculous and. imbe-\ 
cile, the want of common politoness.in a Dictatart” 

Francia was,a.man. that liked performance’: and. sham-per: 
formance, in Paraguay as-elsewhere, was a.thing too auiversal.. 
What.a timevof it had this strict manwith uereal performers, 
imaginary, workmen, pablic.and. private; cleric: and laic! Yer 
Gauchos,—it is no child's,play; casting out, those Seven Devils, 
from yout oa 

Monastic or other entirely slamberons chureh-establishments, 
could expect no great favor. from Francis... Such of them, as. 
seemed fnourable, entirely slumberous, he somewhat roughly. 
shook awake, somewhat sternly, ordered to begone,, Dehout,, 
canaitle feinéante, a% his prophet, Raynal. says; Debout: aus, 
champs, auc atelicrs/ Can L have you. sit hore, droning, ald, 
metre through your nose; your heart asleep in,mere gluttony, 
the while; aud all Paraguay a wilderness. or: nearly so, — they 
Hoaven's blessed sunshine growing more tangles, lianas; yellows. 
fovors, zattlomakes, and jaguars'onit? Up,swifty to work ;— 
or mark this governmental, horsawhip; what) the, crack. of. it 
is, what: the cut of it islike. te be!—Inourable, for ono, claas, 
soomed archbishops, bishops, and such like; givem merely to a 
shamwarfare against extinet devils. At the crack of Francials, 
terrible whip they went, dreading. what: the.out of it might be. 
A cheap worship.in Paraguay, according to, tho, bumoz, of the 
people, Francia left; on, condition, that, it did. no mischief. 
Wooden, saints and the like ware he also left sitting, in, their 
niches: no new, ones,even on. solicitation, would he give a.doit, 
to buy, Being petitioned to provide a new patron-saint, for one 
of his.new Fortifications once, he made this answer : “0 Peoplo 
of Paraguay, how long will you continue idiots? While 1 was 
a Catholic, I thought as you do: but,I now see thera are no 
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saints but good cannons that will gaurd our frontiers !"* ‘This 
also is noteworthy. He inquired of the two Swiss Surgeans, 
what their religion was ; and then added, “Bo of what religion 
you like, here: Christians, Jews, Mussulmans, — but don’t bo 
Atheists.” r 

Equal trouble had Francia with his laic workers, and indeed 
with all manner of workers; for itis in Paraguay as olsewhere, 
like priests like people, Francia had extensive barrack-build- 
ings, nay city-buildings (as we have seen), arm-furnishings; 
immensities of work going on; and his workinen had in gon- 
eral a tendency to be imaginary. He could get no work out 
of them ; only a more or less deceptive similitude of work! 
Masons so called, builders of houses, did not build, but merely 
seem to build; their walls would not bear weather, stand on 
their bases in high winds. Hodge-razors, in all conceivable 
kinds, were openly marketed, “which were never meant to 
have, but only to be sold’! Fora length of time Francia’s 
righteous soul struggled gore, yet unexplosively, with the pro- 
pensities of these unfortunate men. By rebuke, by remon- 
strance, encouragement, offers of reward, and every vigilance 
and effort, ho strove to convince them that it was unfortunats 
for a Son of Adam to be an imaginary workman; that every 
Son of Adam had better make razors which were meant to 
shave. In vain, all in vain! At length Francia lost patience 
with them. Thou wretched Fraction, wilt thou be the ninth 
part even of a tailor? Does it beseem thee to weave cloth of 
dovil’sdust instead of true wool; and eut and sew it as if thon 
wert not a tailor, but the fraction of a very tailor! IT cannot 
endure everything!” Francia, in despair, erected his “Work- 
man’s Gallows.” Yes, that institution of the country did acta. 
ally exist in Paraguay ; men and workmen saw it with oyes. 
A most romarkablo, and, on the whole, not unbeneficial insti- 
tution of society there, Robertson gives us the following scene 
with the Belt-maker of Assompeion; which, be it literal, or 
in part poetic, does, no doubt of it, hold the mirror up to 
Nature in an altogether trae, and surely in a very surprising 
manner: — 
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“In. came, one afternoon, a poor Shoemaker, with a couple 
of gronadicrs’ belts, neither according to the fancy of the 
Dictator. ‘Sentinel,’—said he,—and in came the sentinel; 
when the following conversation ensued :— 

“ Dictator, ‘Take this, bribonaso [a very favorite word of 
the Dictator’s, and whieh, being interpreted, means “most 
impertinent scoundrel") — take this driéonaze to the gibbet 
over the way; walk him under it half # dozen times :—and) 
now,’ said he, turning to the trembling shoemaker, “bring me 
such another pair of belts, and instead of wedhing under the 
gallows, we shall ory how you ean swing upon it! 

“ Shoemaker, ‘Please your Excellency, I have done my. 
best.’ 

“ Dictator. ‘Well, briton, if this d¢ your best, I shall do 
my best vo see that you never aguin mar « Dit of the State's: 
leather. The belts are of no use tome; but they will do very 
well to hang you upon the little framework which the grena~ 
dier will show you? 

“ Shoomaker. ‘Goad bless your Excellency, the Lord forbid! 
1 am your vassal, your slave: day: nd night have I served, 
and will serve my lord; only give me two days more to 
prepare the belts; y por el alma de un triste zapatéro (by the 
soul of a, poor shoemaker), I will make them to your Exeel- 
lency’s liking? 

“ Dictator, (Off with him, sentinel 1" 

“ Sentinel. * Venga, briten, Come along, you rascal? 

“ Shoomaker, ‘Selior Excelentisimo, — this very night I will 
make the belts accoriing to your Excelleney's pattern.’ 

“ Dictator, “Wollyyou shall have till the morning; but still 
you must past under the gibbet’ it is asalutary process, and 
aay at ones quicken the work and improve the workman’ 
ship? 

Sentinel. © Vamenos, bribon ; the Sapreme commands it’ 

“Off was the Shoemaker marched: he was, according to 
orders, passed and repassed under the gibbet; and then al- 
lowed to retire to his stall.” 

He worked there with such an alacrity and sibylline enthu- 
¥insm, all night, that his belts om the morrow were without 





— 
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parallel in South Amorica;—and he ix now, if still in this 

Beltmaker-general to Paraguay, a prosperous man; grabs 
ful to Francia and the gallows, we may hope, for casting 
cortain of the Seven Devils out of him! 

Such an institution of society would evidently not be 
introducible, under that simple form, in our old-constituted 
European countries. Yet it may be asked of constitutional 
porsons in those times, By what succodanoum thoy mean to 
supply the want of it, then? In ® community of imaginary 
workmen, how ¢an you pretend to have any government, or 
social thing whatever, that were real? Cortain Tenpound 
Franchisers, with their “tremendous cheers,” aro invited to 
reflect on this, With a community of quack workmen, it 
is by the law of Nature impossible that other than a quack 
government can be got to oxist. Constitutional or other, 
with ballotboxes or with none, your society in all its phases, 
administration, legislation, teaching, preaching, praying, and 
writing periodicals per shect, will be a quack society; terrible 
to live in, disastrous to look upon. Such an institution of 
society, adapted to our European ways, seems pressingly desir 
able. © Gauchos, South American and Buropean, what a 
business is it, casting out your Seven Dovils | — 

But perhaps the reader would like to take a view of Dr. 
Francia in the concrete, there as he looks and lives; man- 
aging that thousund-sided business for his Paraguends, in the 
time of Surgeon Rengger ? It is our Jast extract, or last view 
of the Dictator, who must hang no longer on onr horizon 
hero: — 

“T have already said, that Doctor Francia, 2o soon ad he 
found himself at the head of affairs, took up his residence in 
tho habitation of the former Governors of Paraguay. ‘This 
Edifice, which is ono of the largest in Assumpcion, was erected: 
by the Jesnits, a short time before their expulsion, as a house 
of retrea for laymen, who devoted themselves to certain 
spiritual exercises instituted by Saint Ignatius. This Strac 
ture the Dictator repaired and embellished ; he has detached it 
from the other bonses in the City, by interposing wide streete. 
Here he lives, with four slaves, a little negro, one male and 
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two female mulattocs, whom he treats with great mildness. 
‘The two males perform the functions of valet-de-chambre and 
groom, One of the two mulatto women is his cook, and tho 
other takes care of his wardrobe. 

He leads a very regular life. The first rays of the sun. 
very rarely find him in bed. So soon as he rises, the negro 
brings a chafingdish, a kettle and a pitcher of water; the 
water is made to boil there. The Dictator then prepares, wil 
the greatest possible care, his maté, or Paraguay tea. Having 
taken this, he walks under the Interior Colonnade that looks 
upon the court; and smokes a cigar, which he first takes care 
to unroll, in order to ascortain that there is nothing dangerous. 
in it, though it is his own sister who makes up his cigars for 
him. At six o'clock comes the barber, an ill-washed, illclad 
mulatto, given to drink too; but the only member of the 
fneulty whom he trusts in. If the Dictator is in good humor, 
he chats with the barber; and often in this manner makes use 
of him to prepare the public for his projects: this barber may 
bo said to be his efficial gazette. Ho then stepe out, in his 
dressing-gown of printed calico, to the Outer Colonnade, an 
open space with pillars, which ranges all round the building: 
here he walks about, receiving at the same time such persons 
as are admitted to an audience. Towards seven, he withdraws 
to his room, where he remains till nine; the offigers and other 
functionaries then come to make their reports, and receive 
his orders. At cloven o'clock, the fled de fecho (principal secre- 
tary) brings the papers which are to be inspeeted by him, and 
writes from his dictation till noon, At noon all the officers 
retire, and Doctor Francia sits down to tablo, His dinner, 
which is oxtromely frugal, he alway himself orders, When 
the cook returns from market, ahe deposits her provisions at 
the door of her master’s room; the Doctor then comes out, 
and seleots what he wishes for himself. 

“ After dinner he takes his siesta, On awakening, he drinks 
his maté, and smokes a cigar, with the same precautions as in 
the morning. From this, till four or five, he occupies himsclf 
with businoss, when the otoort to attend him on his promenade 
arrives. The barber then enters and 
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his horse is getting ready. During: his ridey the, Doctor: inw 
spects the public works, and the barracks, particularly those 
of the cavalry, where he has had « set of apartments preparody 
for his own use. While riding, though surrounded by his) 
escort, he is armed with a sabre and:a pair of double-barreled 
pocketpistols: He returns home about nightfall, and sits, 
down to study till nine; then he goes to supper; which con 
sists of’ roast pigeon ands glass of wine, If the weather be 
fine, he again walks in the Outer Colonnade, where, he often. 
remains till a very late hour, At ten o'clock he: gives the 
watchword: On returning into tho house, be fastens all: ther 
doors himself.” 

Prancia’s brother was already mad. Francia banished ‘this; 
sister by and’ by, becanse she had employed one of his grena~ 


divers, one of the public government's soldiers, on some errand, 


of herown.' Thou lonely Francia! 

Francin’s escort of cavalry-used: to “strike men with: the: 
flat of ‘their swords,” much more assault them with angry 
epithets, if they neglected to salute the Dictator as he rode: 
out, Both he and they, moreover; kept a sharp eye for: 
assessing; but nover found any, thanks perhaps to their) 
watchfulness. Had Francia been im Paris!—At one time 
als, there aruse annoyance in the Dictatorial mind) from 
idle crowds gnaing about his Government House, and his 
proceedings there. Orders were given that all people wore 
to move on, about their affairs, strnight aeross this govern 
ment esplanade; instractions tothe sentry, that if any: person. 
paused to gaze, he was to be peremptorily bidden, Move on!— 
and if ho still did’ not move, to be-shot with: ball-cartridge: 
All Paraguay men moved on, looking to the ground, »wift ax 
possible, straight as possible, through those precarious spmoes ; 
and the affluence of crowds thinned itself almost to the verge 
of solitude, One day, after many weeks or months, a human 
figure did) Ieiter, did gaze in the forbidden: ground’ “Move 
ou!’ cried! the sentry sharply; — 20 effects: Movooon!” and 
again none. “Move onl” for the third time: —nalas, the 
unfortunate Human figure was an Indian, did not understand 


haa 
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human speech, stood merely gaping interrogatively :— where. 
upon a shot belehes forth at him, the whewing of winged lead; 
which luckily only whewed, and did not hit! The astonish- 
ment of the Indian must have been considerable, his retreat 
pace one of the rapidest, As for Francia, he summoned the 
sentry with hardly suppressed rage, “ What news, Amigo?” 
The sentry quoted “ Your Excellency’s order ;" Francia cannot 
recollect such an order; commands now, that, at all events, 
such order cease. 

It remains still that we eay a word, not in excuse, which 
might be difficult, but in explanation, which is possible enough, 
of Francia’s unforgivable insult to human Science in the per 
son of M, Aimé Bonpland. M, Aim6 Bonpland fricnd of 
Humboldt, after much botanical wandering, did, as all men 
know, settle himself in Eutre Rios, an Indian or Jesuit coun- 
try close on Francia, now burnt to ashes by Artigas; and there 
set up a considerable establishment for the improved cultura 
of Paraguay tea With an eye to botany? Botany? Why, 
yes,—and perhaps to commerce still more, “Botany!” ex- 
claims Francia: “It is shopkeeping agriculture, and tends to 
prove fatal to my shop! Who is this extraneous French indi- 
vidual? Artigas could not give him right to Entre Rios; 
Entre Rios is at least as much mine a8 Artigas’s! Bring him 
tome!” Noxt night, or next, Paraguay soldiers surround 
M. Bonpland’s teaestablishment; gallop M. Bonpland over 
the frontiers, to his appointed village in the interior; root out 
his tea-plants; scatter his four hundred Indians, and—we 
know the rest! Hard-hearted Monopoly refusing to listen to 
the charmings of Public Opinion or Royal-Society’ presidents, 
charm they never so wisely! M. Bonpland, at full liberty 
somo time sines, resides still in South America ;—and is x- 
pected by the Robertsons, not altogether by this Editor, ta 
publish his Narrative, with a due running shriek. 

Francia’s treatment of Artigas, his old enemy, the bandit 
and firebrand, reduced now to beg shelter of him, was good ; 
humane, even dignified, Francia refused to see or treat with 
such a person, as he had ever done; but readily granted him a 
place of residence in the interior, and “thirty piastres a month 
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till _he died.” The, bandit. cultivated. fields,.did charitable. 
deeds, aud.passed a life. of penitence, for his few rewaining, 
years. His bandit followors, such of ther as took to plunder 
ing again, says M. Rengger, “were instantly seized and abot," 

On'the other hand, that-aneedote of. Francia’s dying Father 
requires to be confirmed! I+ seems, the old man, who, as 
we saw, had long, since quarrelled. with his. son, was. dying,, 
and wished to be reconciled... Francia, “was. busy ;— what 
use was it ?—could not come.” A second still more press- 
ing, message arrives: “Tho. old father dare not dic unless be 
se¢ his son; fears he shall naver enter Heaven, if they be not_ 
reconeiled.’ —# Then. Jet. him, enter——!" said Franciag #1. 
will uot.comet"* If this aneedote be true, it is certainly of 
All that are in ciroulation about Dr, Francia. by far the warat.. 
If Francia, in.that death-hour, could not.fangive his poor old 
Father, whateoever he had, or could in the murkiest sultriest 
imagination be conceived to hare, done. against him, then let 
no man forgive Dr. Francia! But the sceuracy of public ru- 
mar, in. mgard to a Dictator who has executed forty persons, 
is also a thing that can be guessed at, To wham was it, by 
name and surname, that, Francia, delivered this extraordinary 
response? Did the man, make, or can he now be got to 
make, affidavit of ity tocredible articulatespeaking persons resi- 
dént on this earth ? if.s0, let him do it, —for the sake-of the 
Psyehological Sciences. 

One last: fact more. Our lonesome Dictator, living among 
Gauchos, had the greatest pleasure, it would seem, in rational 
conversation, —with Robertson, with Rengger, with any kind 
of intélligent haman creature, when such could be fallen in. 
with, which was rarely. He would question you with eager- 
ness about. the ways of men in foreign places, the: propertion 
of things unknown to him; all human. interest and insight 
was interesting to him, Only persons.of no. understanding 
being, neat him for most part, he had to content himself with 
silence, a meditative cigar.and cup, of mafé. O Francia, though 
thou. hadet to execute forty persons, I am not without somo 
pity for thee! 

+} Roberton, 
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In this manner, all being yet dark and void for Furopean 
eyes, have we to imagine that the man Rodriguez Francia 
passed, in a remota, but highly remarkable, not unquestionable 
or unquestioned manner, across the confused theatre of this 
world, For some thirty years he waa all the government his 
native Paraguay could be said to have, For some six-and- 
twenty years he was express Sovereign of it; for some three, 
or some two yoars, & Sovereign with bared sword, stern as 
Ehadamanthus: through all his years and through all his 
days, since the beginning of him, a Man or Sovereign of iron 
energy and industry, of great and severe labor. So lived 
Dictator Francis, and had no rest; and only in Eternity any 
prospect of rest, A Life of terrible labor ;—bnt for the last 
twenty years, the Fulgencio Plot being once torn in pieces, and 
all now quiet under him, it was a more equable labor: severe 
but equable, as that of « hardy draught-steod fitted in his har- 
ness; no longer plunging and champing; but pulling steadily, 
—till he do all his rough miles, and get to his still Aoma 

So dark were the Messrs. Robertson concerning Francia, 
they had not been able to learn in the least whether, when 
their Book came out, he was living or dead. He was living 
thon, he is dead now, Hoe is dead, this remarkable Francia; 
there is no doubt about it: have not wo and our roaders hoard 
pieces of his Funeral Sermon! He died on the 20th of Sep. 
tember, 1840, as the Rev. Perez informs us; the people erowd- 
ing round his Government House with much emotion, may 
“with tears” as Perox will have it, Three Excellencies suc- 
eseded him ; as some “Directorate,” “Junta Gubernativa,” or 
whatever the name of it is, before whom this reverend Peres 
preaches, God preserve them many years! 


AN ELECTION TO, THE LONG PARLIAMENT, 
(8dr) 


Assrnoxy Woop,a) man) to be.depended, on, for accuracy, 
states;ag a-fact that. Jobn,Pym, Clerk of the Exchequer, and: 
others, did, duriny. the autumn-of 1640,ride to and. fro, over, 
England, inciting:the peopl. to, choose, members of. their fac> 
tion; Pym: and! others. Pym, “rode about) the. countzy. to, 
promote! elections of the Puritanival. brethren to.serve in Pie 
lament; wasted. his body much in carrying on the. cause, and. 
was himself,” as.wo well know, “ olocted a, Burgos,” As for. 
Hampdén, ho: had. long bean. accustomed t rida: “being a 
person ofantimonarchical priusiples,” says Anthony, “he did 
not only, ride| for several years before; the, Grand Rebellion 
broke out, intoSootland, to keep consults with; the Covenant- 
ing:brothren. there ;) but. kept his.circuits to several Puritanical 
houses: ini England.; partioularly, to, that, of Knightley in 
Northamptonahire,” to Fawsley Park, then and now the honse 
of ther Knightloys, “and also,to that.of William Lord Say at 
Broughton near, Banbury in Oxfordshire: *—Mc. Hampden: 
might well be.on. harschack. in, clection-time. These Pyms,, 
these: Hampdens; Knightleya were busy riding, over, England, 
in those months: itt isa litslefaat which, Anthony) Wood, has 
seen fit to preserve for us. 

A little fact, which, if we meditate it, and picture in any 
measure the general humor and condition of the England that 
then was, will spread itself into great expanse in our imagina- 
tion! What did they say, do, think, these patriotic missions 
ries, “as they rode about the country”? What did they 

+ Brasen's Magactwe, No. 178. 


* Wood's Athena (Bliss's edition), lll. 73,59; Nugent's Hampdes, &. 337. 
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Propose, advise, in the successive Tow!halls, 

and “Places of Consult? John Pym, Clerk of the Ex- 
chequer, Mr, Hampden of Great Hampden, riding to and fro, 
lodging with the Puritan Squires of this English Nation, muet 
have had notable colloquies! What did the Townspoople say 
in reply to them? We have a great cariosity to know about 
it: how this momentous General Election, of autumn, 1640, 
went on; what the physiognomy or figure of it was; how 
“the remarkablest Parliament that ever sat, the father of all 
Free British Parliaments, American Coagresses and French 
Conventions, that have sat since in this world,” was got 

€ 

‘To all which curiosities and inquiries, meanwhile, there is 
a8 good a3 no answer whatever. Wood's fact, such as it is, has 
to twinkle for us like one star in heaven otherwiso all dark, 
and shed what light it ean. There is nothing known of this 
great business, what it was, what it seemed to be, how in the 
least it transacted itself, im any town, or county, or locality, 
James Heath, “Carrion Heath” as Smelfungus calls him, does, 
in his Flagellum (or Plagititm ' as it properly is), writes seme 
stuff about Oliver Cromwell and Cambridge Election; con- 
cerning which latter and Cleaveland the Poot there is also 
another blockheadism on reoord:—but these, and the like, 
mere Hlockheadisms, piteh-dark stupidities and palpable falsi- 
tios, — what can we do with these? Forget thom, as soon aa 
possible, to all eternity;—that is the evident rale: Admit 
that we do honestly know nothing, instead of misknowing 
several things, and in some sense al) things, which is a groat 
misfortune in comparison! 

Contemporary men had no notion, as indeed they seldom 
have in such cass, what au enormous work they were going 
on with ; and aobody took note of this election more than of 
any former one. Bosidos, if they had known, they had other 
business than to write secounts of it for us. But how could 
anybody know that this was to be the Long Parliament, and to 

1 Or, Life of Oliver Cromwell (London, Veet): probably, all things comsid- 
ted, tho brutalost Plativede this Eoglisls Nation has to show for itself i 


writing. 
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cat his Majesty's head off, among other feats? A very “ spirited 
election,’ I dare believe: — but there had been another elee 
tion that same year, equally spirited, which had issued in a 
Short Parliament, and mere “second Episcopal War.” There 
had been three prior elections, sufficiently spirited; and had 
issued, euch of them, in what we may call a futile shriek; 
their Parliaments swiftly vanishing again. 

Sure cnough, from whatever cause it be, the world, as we 
aid, knows not anywhore of the smallest authentic notice eon 
cerning this matter, which is now so curious to us, and is 
partly becoming ever more curious. In the old Memoirs, not 
entirely so dull when once we understand them; in the multi- 
tudinous rabbish-mountains of old Civil-War Pamphlets (some 
thirty or fifty thousand of them in the British Museum alone, 
unread, unsorted, unappointed, unannealed !), which will con- 
tinue dull till, by real labor and insight, of which there is at 
present little hope, the ten-thousandth part of thom be ex- 
tracted ; and the nine thousand nine hundred and ninety-nine 
parts of them be eaten by moths,or employed in domestic 
cookery when fuel grows scarce ;—in these chaotic masses of 
old dull printing ther is not to be met with, in long yoars of 
manipulation, one solitary trait of any election, in any point 
of English land, to this same Long Parliament, the remarka- 
blest that ever sat in the world. England was clearly all alive 
then, — with a moderate crop of corn just reaped from it; and 
other things not just ready for reaping yet. In Newoastle, 
in “the Bishopric” and that region, a Scotch Army, bristling 
with pike and musket, sonorous with drum and. psalm-book, 
all snugly garrisoned and billetod “with £850 a day;” over 
in Yorkshire an English Army, not quito so snugly; anda 
“Treaty of Ripon” going on; and immense things in the 
wind, and Pym and Hampden riding to aud fro to hold “con. 
sults: ” #¢ must have boon an election worth looking at! But 
none of us will see it; the Opacities have beon pleased to sup. 
press this election, considering é& of no interest. It is erased. 
from English and from human Memory, or was never recorded. 
there, — (owing to the stupor and dark nature of that faculty, 
we may well say). Tt is @ lost election; swallowed in the 
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dark deeps: premit atra Now. Black Night; and this one 
faet of Anthony Wood's more or less faintly twinkling there! 


In such entire darkness, it was a welcome discovery which 
the present Editor made, of certain official or semioffiekal 
Documents, legal testimonies and signed affidavits, relative to 
the Election for Suffolk, such as it actually showed itself to 
men's observation in the Town of Ipswich on that ocexsion: 
Documents drawn up under the exact eye of Sir Simonds 
DEwes, HighSheriff of Suffolk ; all carefully preserved theso 
two centuries, and still lying safe for the inspection of the 
curious among the Harley Monuseripts in the British Museum. 
Sir Simonds, as will be gradually seen, had his reasons for 
getting these Documents drawn up; and luckily, when the 
main use of them was over, his thrifty historical turn af mind 
induced him vo preserve them for us A man of sublime An- 
tiquarian researches, TawJearning, human and divine aeeom- 
plishments, and generally somewhat Grandisonian in his ways; 
& man of scrupulous Puritan intogrity, of high-flown conscion- 
tiousness, exactitude and distinguished perfection; ambitions 
to be the pink of Christian eountry-gentlemen and magistrates 
of counties; really a most spotless man and High-Sheriff: how 
shall he suffer, in Parliament or out of it, to the latest poster 
‘ity, any shadow from election-brabbles or the like indecorous 
confusion to rest on his clear-polished character? Henos 
these Documents ;— for there had an unseemly brabble, and 
altercation from unreasonable persons, fallen out at this Flee. 
tion, which “might have ended in blood,” from the nose or 
much deeper, had Sir Simonds been a less perfect High- 
Sheriff! Hence these Documents, we say; and they are pre- 
served to us. 

‘The Documents, ib must be at once owned, are somewhat 
of the watericat: but the reader may asture himself they 
‘aro of a condensed, emphatic, and very potent nature, in 
comparison with the generality of Civil-War documents ani 
retords! Of which latter indeed, and what quality they are 
of, the haman mind, till once it has earnestly tried them, can 
form no manner of ides. We had long heart of Dulness, and 
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thought we knew ita little; but hers first ix the right dead 
Dulness, Dulness ita very self! Ditch-water, fotid bilge-water, 
ponds of it and oceans of it; wide-spread genuine Dulness, 
withont parallel in this world: such is the element in which 
that history of our Heroic Seventeenth Century as yet robs 
and swims! The haploss inquirer ewashes to and fro, in the 
sorrow of his heart: if in an acre of stagnant water he cam 
pick up half a peascod, let him thank his stars! 

‘This Editor, in such circumstances, read the D’Ewea Dooa~ 
ments, und reread them, not without some feeling of satis- 
faction. Sach as they are, they bring one face to face with 
an actual election, at Ipswich, “in Mr, Hambic’s field, om 
Monday tho 19th of October, 1640, an extreme windy day.” 
There: is the concrete figure of that extreme windy Monday, 
Monday gone Two hundred and odd years: the express image 
of Old Ipswich, and Old England, and that Day; exact to 
Nature herself, —though in a most dark glass, the more is 
the pity! But it is a glass; it is the authontic mind, namely, 
or seoing-fuculty, of Sir Simonds D’Ewes and his Affidavit 
makers, who did look on the thing with eyes and minds, and 
got a real picture of it for themselves. Alas, we too could 
see if, the very thing as it then and there was, through these 
mon’s poor limited authentic picture of it here preserved for 
us, had we eyesight enowgh ;—a consideration almost of a 
desparate nature! Eyesight enough, O reader: a man in that 
case were a god, and could do various things !— 

Wo will not overload these poor Documents with commen- 
tary. Lot the public, as we have done, look with its own open. 
To the commonest eyesight a markworthy old fact or two may 
visibly disclose itself; and in shadowy outline and sequence, 
to the interior regions of the sccing-faculty, if the eyesight 
be beyond common, a whole world of old facts, —an old con. 
temporary England at large, as it stood and lived, on that 
“extreme windy day,” may more or less dimly suggest them- 
selves. The reader is to transport himself to Ipswich; and, 
remembering always that it is two centuries and four years 
ago, look about him there a3 he can. Some opportunity for 
getting these poor old Documents copied into modern hand 
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has chance! to arise; and here, with an entire welcome to all 
faithful persons who are sufficiently patient of dulness for 
the sake of direct historieal knowledge, they are given forth 
in print. 

Jt is to be premised that the Candidates in this Election 
are Three; Sir Nothaniel Barnardiston and Sir Philip Parker 
on the Puritan side; and Mr. Henry North, son of Sir Roger 
North, on the Court or Royalist side. Sir Roger is himself 
already clested, or about to be elected, for the borough of 
Eye;—aml now Mr. Henry, heirapparent, ir ambitious to be 
Knight of the Shire. He, if he enn, will onst one of the 
two Puritans, be cares little which, and it shall be tried on 
‘Monday. 

To most readers these Canilidates are dark and inane, mere 
Outlines of Candidates: but Suffolk readers, in a certain dim 
way, recognize something of them. “The Parkers still con- 
tinue in due brillisuey, in that shire: a fine old place, at 
Long Melford, near Bury: — but this Parker,” says our Suf- 
folk monitor,’ “is of another family, the family of Lord 
Morley-and-Monteagle, otherwise not unknown in English 
History? The Barnardistons too,” it would appear, “had a 
noble mansion in the cast side of the county, though it has 
quite vanished now, and corn is growing on the site of it," 
and the family is somewhat eclipsed. The Norths are from 
‘Mildenhall, from Finborough, Laxfield ; the whole world knows 
the North kindred, Lord Keeper Norths, Lord Guildford 
Norths, of which these Norths of ours are a junior twig. Six 
lines are devoted by Collins Dryasdust* to our Candidate Mr. 
‘Henry, of Mildenhall, and to onr Candidate's Father and Uncle; 
testifying indisputably that they lived, and that they died. 

Let the reader lock in the dim faces, Royalist and Puritan, 

2D. B, Davy, Eeq., of Ufford, fix that County, whose toarning in Suffolle 
History is understood to be supremo, and whese obliging disposition wo have 


3 “Jt was to William Parker, Lont Monteayle, ancestor of this Sir Philfp, 
that the Letter was addressed which saved the King and Portiament trem 
the Gunpowder Plot. Sir Philip had beon High-Sheriff in 10975 he died 
in 1675."— Dryasdust MBS. , 

5 “Peerage, iv. €2, 63 (Loudon, 1741). 
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of these respectable Vanished Gentlemen ; let him faney their 
old Great Houses, in this side of the county or that other, 
standing all young, firm, frosh-pargoted, and warm with break- 
fast-fire, on that “extreme windy morning,” which have fallen 
into such a state of dimness now! Let the reader, we say, 
look about him in that old Ipswich; in that old vanished 
population: perhaps he may recognize a thing or two. There 
is tho old “ Market Cross,” for one thing; “an old Greeian 
circular building, of considerable diameter ; a dome raised on 
distinct pillars, so that you could go freely in and out between 
them ; a figure of Justice on the top;" which the elderly men 
in Ipswich can still recollect, for it did not vanish till some 
thirty years ago, The “Corn Hill” again, being better rooted, 
has not vanished hitherto, but is still extant as a Street and 
Mill, and the Town-hall stands on one side of it, 

Samuel Duncan, the Town-constable, shall speak first. “The 
Dancons were a leading family in the Corporation of Ipswick ; 
Robert Duncon was patron of tho” &e. &e.: 20 it wauld ap- 
pear; but this Samuel, Town-constable, must have been of the 
more decayed branches, poor fellow! What most concerns us 
is, that he scemsa to do his conatabling in a really judicious 
manner, with unspeakable reverence to the HighSheriff; that 
he expresses himself like a voracious person, and writes a 
remarkably distinct hand. We have sometimes, for light's 
sale, slightly modified Mr. Duncon’s punctuation; but have re 
spectad his and the High-Sheriff’s spelling, though it desarves 
Little respoct,—and hare in no case, never 50 slightly, maddled 
with his sense, The questionable ialic letters in brackets are 
evident interpolations ;— omiasible, if need bo. 


SUFFOLKE ELECTION. 
No L 


[Samuel Duncon tastifiethJ 


“Memorandum, That upon Monday the 19th day of October 
this present year 1640, the election of two Knights for the 


+ From Horlaan MSS. Bultish Musoum (Parlismentary Affairs collected 
by Sir 5. D’Ewes), No, 165, fol 6-3 
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Shire was at Ipswich in Suffolke; the Writt being read about 
eight of the clocke in the morning: and in the Markett Crosse 
where the County Court is generally kept, Mr. Henry North 
sonne of Sir Roger North was there at the reading of the eid 
Writt. All this time the other two, namely, Sir Nathaniel 
Barnardiston and Sir Philip Parker, were at the King’s Head; 
aud Mr. North was carried about neare halfo an houre before 
the other two came [Carried about in his chair by the jubilant 
people: Let all mon see, and come and vote for him. Tha chairs 
ing was then the first step, it would seem]; and after the other 
two were taken there, Mr. North wan carried into tho field 
neare the said towne, called Mr. Hambie’s feild :? and the said 
High-Sherriffe was there polling, about halfe an houre before 
the other two Knights knewe cithor of his being polling, or of 
the High-Shorriff’s intention to take the Poll in that place, 
But at length the two Knights were carried into the said feild ; 
and before they came thers, the tables which were sett for 
them, tho said Sir Nathaniel and Sir Philip, were thrust downe, 
and troaden under foot [Such a. pressure ond crowding was 
there /}; and they both caused but one table to bee sett there, 
—till about three of the clocke af the afternoons, the said day, 
about which time Sir Nathaniel had another table sett there, 
a little remote from the other. And when they went about to 
poll, they wanted a clarke. I, Samuell Dancon, standing by, 
some requested mee; and upon the Under-Sherzifs allowance, 
‘T did take names, and one Mr. Fishar with mee, he for Sir 
Nathanicl, and myselfe for Sir Philip; although many that 
came for the one, came for the other; and if any came for Mr, 
North (as there did some), wee tooke them likewise for him, 
And Mr, John Clinch of Creting,* Sir Roger North's brothor. 


} Or “Hanbie’s fel" ax the Duncon AS, tas it: he probably moans 
. 8 family of the latter nanw had proporty st Kpswich aml about 

4, fn thone timuas!* — Deyassiuet MSS. 
# Phe family of Cllach, or Clonch a it should be spelt, wero of note in 
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in-law, or some other of Mr. North his [“ North Ais” means 
North's] friends, stoolle by all the time, Ani after the spaee 
of one quarter of an houre, came Sir Robert Crane? and did 
oppose against Mr, Fishar; and then came the said High- 
Shorriffo himselfe to the table, wheere wee weere writing, and 
discharged Mr-Fishar, and tooke his papers of him; and at 
the request of Sir Roger North did appoint one Mr, John 
Sheppard to write in his place, who then tooko names for Sir 
Nathaniel, and myselfe for Sir Philip. Abont one houre after, 
Sir Robert Crane and the rest of Mr. North his friends moved 
Sir Nathaniel that wee might leave off polling for him and Sir 
Philip, and take tho Poll only for Mr. North; for, they said, 
Mr. North's table was much pestred, and many of his men 
would be gone out of towne, being meare night, —and the like 
reasons. Which reasons might ae well have been alleged in 
the behalfe of Sir Nathaniel and Sir Philip: but without rea- 
soning, Sir Nathaniel did grant them their desire; and pres 
ently Sir Robert Cranc went and called all that were for My, 
North to come to that tablo; and soo Mr. Sheppard and my- 
selfe tooke for Mr. North as long as wee could well seo; whieh 
I think was about one houre. Having done, wee yave upp our 
Bookes, and did goc to Mrs. Penning’s houso in Ipswich, where 
Sir Roger North was then with the said High-Sherviffo: and T 
heart no oppositions at that time taken against any thing thas 
had passed that Monday at the taking of the said Poll; but 
Sir Roger North and tho said High-Sherriffe did part vory 
courteously and friendly, each from the other. 

“But by the next morning it was genorally thought, that 
Sir Nathaniel and Sir Philip had outstripped Mr. North, about 
600 voices apiece, at the Poll taken on the Monday foregoing ; 
soo as the suid Sir Roger being, it seemes, much vexed thermat, 
came to the said High-Sherriffe's lodging about cight of the 
clocke, the same Teueeday morning, and begann to make caville 
against what had passed at the taking of the Poll the day past. 
And then they went to the Poll againe; and two tables were 

4 “Sir Robert Crme was descended from a Norfolk family, which mb 
grated,” Be. * He wns created w Baronet in May, 1627. He wax of Chilton 
Hall, near Sudbury} he died in 1642." — Dryardut MSS. 
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sett in the Markett Crosse,’ wherest the Poll was taken for 
Mx, North by four clarkes on oath, two writing the same 
names, About 12 of the clocke, the same forenoone, the Court 
was adjourned to two of the clocke in the afternoone. Abont 
which time the eaid High-Sherriffe repairing thither againe, 
did with much patience attend tho same Mr. North's Poll, eit- 
ting sometimes about a quarter of an houre before any came 
in to give their voice, for the said Mr. North. And as the said 
High-Sherriffe was soo attending his [Sir Roger North's] anid 
sonne’s Poll, about three of the clocke the same afternoons, 
came Sir Roger North, accompanied with divers gentlemen, 
most of them armed with swords or rapiers [Lo, there !], into 
tho said Moarkott Crosse; and the said High-Sherriffe very 

sepoottully attanding, WG idence thehct th ieht Sis’ Hope 
North had to say, he fell into most outrageous, unjust and 
scandalous criminations against the said High-Shorriffe; charg- 
ing him to have dealt partiallie and unjustlie, and to have 
wronged his said sonne, To all which violent accusations, the 
said High-Sherriffe, having desired silence, did answeare soe 
fully and readily, as it gave all unpartiall and honest mon full 
satisfaction. A while after the eaid ‘speech 
was ended, the said Sir Roger North with divers others went 
upp and downe in such @ manner on the said Corne Hill, as I, 
the said Samuell Duncon, fearing that much dangor and bloud- 
shedd might ensue, and being one of the constables of Ipswich, 
did in the King’s Majestie’s name charge some of the said 
company to desist [Highly proper, in such a place aa the Corne 

Hilt 1}. Samexn Duxcow.” 


No. TL 
[Samuel Puncon testiftech fir the second time] 
Monday, the 19th of October, 1640. 

“ Whon I came into the fiold where the Polling was for the 
Knights of the Shire, the first place T settled at was an Elm 
[Not enc] in the middle of the feild, where there: 

1 A apacions place ; there was room enongt in 
of 1780." — Dryandut MSS. 








aan CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 


ing for Sir Nathaniel Barnardiston and Sir Philip Parker: and 
there was # long table, at one cod whereof was Mr. Robert 
Dowe, clerke ; and ho did write for both the foresaid knights ; 
and Mr. Farran, Under-Sherriffe,' did sweare the poople; and 
‘at the other end of the sume table did Mr. Robert Clarke write 
for Sir Philip, and Mr, Peter Fisher wrot for Sir Nathaniel; 
and sometimes Mr. Chopping *did sweare the people at that 
end, and sometimes Mr, Robert Clerke did sweare them. 
“After TE had stood there ono houre or thereabout, Mr. 
Robert Clerks his nose did bleede [Ominous 2}, 90 a8 he coukie 
not write, and then he called mee to write in his stead, and 
the Under-Sherriffe required me so to doe ; which T did ti) his 
nose left bleeding, and then he tooke the Booke again and wret, 
himselfe. Thon I stood by againe about anothor hourey and 
then with the violent prosse of the people, the tressolls brake, 
amd the table fell downe to the ground [Aka/}. There was a 
cessation of writing until the table was set upagaine. Tn that 
interim, Peter Fisher and Samuel Duncon went to the Oondait: 
head [Marks]; and having a table sett up there, they did 
write there for the two foresaid Knights: and then, at the 
former place [Beside the big Elm, namely, under its raking: 
boughs, and Urown leaves dropping}, when the table was wp 
againe, Mr. Dows wrot still for the two Knights, and then 
[* Then” signiftes “ meanwhile") at the other end of the table 
was Mr. Robert Clarke writing for Sir Philip. And thon there 
was no man at that end writing for Sir Nathaniel; which 
presently bred this confusion inevitable, via. whem men had 
with much trouble pressed to the end of the table (whore Mie 
Clarke did only take for Sir Philip), and desired to be sworno 
and entered for both, Mr. Clerke would sweare and take them 
onely for Sir Philip; and would send them to the place where 
Mr. Fisher was writing for Sir Nathaniel [And I for Sir Philip 
Hill? No, Thad coased ; tho official nose having done bleeding * see 


2 * UndorSheriff,” xo Duncon calls him, but the real UnderSheriff waa 
Mr. Chopping, to whom this Mz. Farman snust have boon wistent oF tospo= 
rary nubatituve, 

x0, 1640. Jotia Choppine, Gent., CoterSheriff; Tallemach Chopping 
of Coddanham’s brother.” — Harleian MSS, No. 99, tek 7 








ve 
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presently), xt the foresaid Coduit-head : whereupon men, being 
unwilling to endure so inuch trouble as to presse twice into 
such great crowdes, began to murmure and complaine [ Very 
naturally [}, saying they would not endure this, but desired 
they might be discharged at one place ; also Mr. Fisher came 
to Mr. Clerke, and demanded the reason Why there was no 
one to take for Sir Nathaniel at that end of the table, where 
the said Clerke did take names for Sir Philip? and Mr. Fisher 
said that men complained because they were not despatched 
for both at once; and said also they would goo away, and not 
endure this crowding twice. When I [Having now gwitted the 
Condwit-head, and come to the Him again] saw no clerke to write 
for Sir Nathaniel, I desired this fnconvenience aforesaid might 
be prevented; and seeing a Paper Booke in Mr. Farran his 
hands, I sayd to him, ‘Mr, Farran, you soo there wants aclerke 
at the other end of the table to write for Sir Nathaniel;” 
and then Mr, Farran gave me the Paper Booke in his hands, 
and sayd to mee, ‘Write you, for Sir Nathaniel ot that end 
of tho table,’ where Mr. Clerke did write for Sir Philip. And 
then I, having the Booke, did write for Sir Nathaniel till the 
evening. And ab that end of the table where [“ table whery,” 
not “end where") Mr. Robert Dowo did write at one end, and 
‘Mr. Clerke and mysolfe at the other end, thero were present 
two or three knightes or gentlemen, all the whole time, of Mr. 
North’s partie: somotimes Sic Robert Cran, and Mr. — Walde- 
grave, and Mr. John Smith,' and Mr. Henry North sen. [This 
ie the Candidates Unele, come over from Lexgleld, 1 think, to 
see fair play.) No man, all that time, made any observation 
against mee; and yet they stoode, some of these and some- 
times some others of that eide, all the afternoon, and did su- 
pravise all theclerkes, Also, at night, when woe were breaking 
up, Mr. Clerke demanded of Mr. Clinch [Clinch of Creting, — 


+) Srnith ks nndecipherable; being © very frequent " in Saffotk, ae olsewhero, 
‘Of Waldegrave, the Monitor says," There belog no Cheistian name men- 
tionod, it is tard to say what. individual & meant, Diahten i oa 
tho Waldegraves of Smallbridge. Wm. Waldogravo, Kaq..son of Sir 
Waldegrave, Knight, of Smalibridge in Bares, Suffolk, would be about forty 
years of age about this timo" —Jot us fancy it wae be: 4 
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whom-twe saw aboe) if he could find any fault with un in doing 
any wrong? ‘To which he answered, ‘He could not as yet, if 
there were no other carriage than there had yot beene, or to 
that offect. Neither was there any, that day, who did find 
fault with the clerkes, in my hearing; but sometimes some 
muttering aud complaining about some particular questions in 
the oaths, which (as soon as they came to the High-Sherriffe 
his intelligence) were rectified and settled. 

“And at night, when wee broke up, I gave my Booke that 
I wrott in, unto the Under-Sheriffe, Mr. Farrun, before L 
‘stirred from the table where I wrott; and then wee came home 
with the High-Shoriffe to Mrs. Penning's howse [Did ehe keap 
the King’s Hoad?}; and there did the High-Sheriffe call for 
all the Bookes from the Under Sheriffc, and in’ the presonod 
of Sir Roger North, and Mr. North his brother, and more 
other gentlemen, locke up all the Bookes in a little trancke; 
and sett that trancke in his owne lodging-chamber; and gave 
the key theroof to his Under-Shoriffe, who lodged not im that 
howse where the Bookes wore. 


« Tuesday, the 20th of October, 1040. 


“In tho morning Mr High-Sheriffe came into the Corns 
‘Hill at Ipswich and the Knights, to make an.end of polling. 
Whereupon the clerkes who wrot the day before appeared, and 
Wrot againe as before, But Mr. High-Shoriffe commanded 
that weo should all of us make new Bookes to write inj for he 
would not stirr those that were weot in the day before: and 
80 wee did, abd wrot in new Bookes. 

“And all that day also while wee wrot, thore were divera 
aupravisors ; but they found no fault with the clerkes in my 
hearing: and ut noone, when wee brake upp, I gare tny Booke 
‘igaine into Mr. Parran, before I stirred from the table whore 
I wrot. And in the afternoone, wee came together againe, and 
made an ond of polling; and towards the ond of polling, bes 
fore wee had done polling at the table where I sat to write, 
Sir Roger with the rest of the knights and gentlomen went 
about the Corne Hill, swinging their caps and hats crying. 
‘A North! A North1! [(Questionatle); which caused me ta 


rae : 
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admire; because T knew the Bookes were not cast up [And 
notody could yet tell who waa to win}, 

Then after Ut, Mr, HighSheriffe went to Mrs, Peuning’s, 
and the Knights followed him, and the clerkes to sumime up the 
Bookes, But the night grow on so fast, that they could not 
bs ended that night: then Mr. High-Shoriffe did againa looks 
up the Bookes in the same trincke thay wore in before, and 
gave the key to Mr. — North, and sett the truncke into his 
chamber, and appointed to mocte the next day upon [Means 
én it, not on Lacie the figure of Juaticn stands on the 
roo] the Town-hall.” 


[Samual Duncon still testijteth.] 
“Memorandum, That on ‘Tuesday October 20, in the after 
noone, this present year 1640, the High-Sherriffe of the county 
of Suffolk, sitting in the Market Crosse [Note fim /], in Tp 
wich, where hee kept his County Court, and had that after- 
noone taken the poll of divers that camo to give their voices 
for Mr. Henry North, sonne of Sir Roger North [Grommar 
foils a little). And when it appeared, after some stay, that 
Boo More woere likely to como, and Mr. Gardener Webb? speak- 
ing concerning the said election averred That the said High- 
Sherriffe had been damwably base in all his carriage. Where 
upon J, Samucl Duncon, hearing the same, did [4s an enemy 
of blasphemy, and Constable of this Borough] enformo tho said 
High-Sheriffe of that outrageous and scandalous speeche; who 
thereupon asking the said Webb, Whether hee had spoken the 
said wordes or not? he answered, with much impudence and 
earnestness, That he had said soe, and would maintain it 
And did thereupon in the presence of the suid HighSherriffe 
call mee, the said Samuel Duncon, base rascall and rogue [He 
shall answer it!) because I had acquainted the said High- 


Sherriffe with his said injarious speeches. 
: “Samver Duxeox.” 


1 “Gardiner Webb waa theron of William Webb of Ixworth In Suffolk, 
attorneyatlaw. He became helr, fn right of his mother (who was oue of the 
Gardinoes of Elmswell), to considerable landed property” (Drysedut MSS); 
and prams to ave been a hot tempore! Ioose-spoken individual. 
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No. TL 


[Samuel Duncon stilt testifieth, though without signature.) 
“| Wednesday, the 21at October 1640, 
“The truncko was brought up into the Townhall, and the 
iffe nnd the rest of the knights and gentlemen came 
up together to make ead of their Bookes: and thoy passed 
quietly untill my Booke was ae eH and then mye 
protested against my Booke, ir Roger cams up 
claimed at mee, and said Iwas no fitt clerke, neyther author 
ized to write. Then was Mr, Farran called, and asked How I 
came to write? Which he answered, ‘He never saw mee be- 
fore Monday in all his life, but wanting one to write, and I 
standing by, he requeated mee to write’ The HighSherriffe 
told Sir Roger, ‘He could not but aecept of my Booke, and 
would doe so if Thad wrot for his own sonne;’ and for my= 
selfe, a3 I then testified, so am I ready to make oath, being 
lawfully called, That my Booko was just and right, and that 
Tdid not write one namo that was not eworne for Sir Na- 
thaniel; and notwithstanding Sir Roger and other knights did 
speake their largo pleasures of meo and charged me with direet 
and manifest outrage [Maltreating the honest Zown-constabla 
shameful !), 

“Ta conclusion, the High-Sherriffe finished the Bookes, and 
soe we brake up that night, and the next day we proclaymed 
Sir Nathaniel Barnardiston and Sir Philip Parker Knights of 
the Shire for the ensuing Parliament.” 

[Samuxn Duncow: signature not given] 

“To all these Three Pages Iam ready to give testimony; 
and to the whole substance thereof. | 

“Tpw. Bestwatt.*? 





1 Bestwalt is not known to Dryastust. An tmpartlal omlooker, and pre 
sumably nothing more, ‘The “Three Pages" he youches for are all these 
testimonios of Duncon’s from beginning to ond,— nearly eight pages ma printed 
here. nd 
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No. TV. 
[Samuel Duncom stilt testijteth.] 


@ Memorandum, Upou Tuesday morning some women [Puri 
tan women ; eealous oyond discretion /] came to be sworne for 
the two foresaid Knights; and Mr, Robert Clerke did suddenly 
take some of them; but as soone as Mr. High-Sherriffe bad 
intelligence of it, wee had worde brought to the table whare 
Mr. Clerke and myselfe wrot, that Mr, Sheriffe would have us 
take no women’s onths; and both the Knights dosired that 
these that were taken might be put ont, and that wo should 
take no more: and so we refnsed the rest of the women after 
that notice from Mr. High-Sherriffe; and when Mr. High- 
Sherriffe cast up the Bookes, he cast out the women out of the 
generall summe.”* 

[Samer Duxcon: signature not given] 


Theee transactions are of “so high a nature,” it is probable 
a Parliamentary Committeo will have to sit upon them : justice 
between the vociferous irrational Sir Roger and the discreet 
unspotted Sir Simonds will then be done. Duncon backed 
by Bestwall, in writing, and by the UnderShoriffs Farran anit 
Choppin tivt voce if needful, and indeed by the whole town 
of Ipswich if needful, — may sufficiently evince that Mr, High- 
Sheriff's carriage in the business was perfection or nearly #0. 
‘The accurate Magistrate meanwhile thinks good to subjoin a 
sneeinct Narrative of his own, which he is ready to sign when 
required; every word of which can be proved by tho oath of 
witnesses, No. V, is clearly by D'Ewes himsolf; there are 
oven some directions to his clerk about writing i fair. 
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No. Vv. 


A short and true relation of the carriage of the Election of the 
Knights for the Countio of Suffoike at Ipswich, witeh be 
genne there upon Monday morning, October 19, this present 
Fear 1640, and ended upon the Thursdicy morning then next 
ensuing? 

“The UnderSherriffs having had order from the High-Sher- 
iffe of the same Countie to provide honest and ablo men to 
take the Poll, and to looke to gett ready matorialls for the 
Election, went to Ipswich on Friday night: and the said High- 
Sherriffe was purposed to have gone thither the next day, but 
that hee understood the small-pox [Nota bene] was exceeding 
spread in the said towne, Sir Nathaniel Barnardiston and Sir 
Philip Parker joined together, and Henry North stood singlio, 
for the place of Knights of the Shire. 

“The said HighSherriffe came to Ipswich about eight of 
the clocke of the said Monday morning. ‘To whom Sir Roger 
North, father of the said Mr. Henry North, and divers other 
gentlemen repairing, hee yeilded to them to have the Poll 
taken in a feild nears the towne; and soe, aftor a littl dig 
course without further stay, went to the Markett Crosse, and 
caused the King’s Majestie’s Writt to bee published; by which 
meanes the said Mr. North was carried about a good while be- 
fore the other Knights [ Yes /] had notice that the said Waitt 
was published. And this the said HighSherriffa did abont 
an houre and halfe sooner than he was by law compelled to; 
that there might be noo just ground of cavill, as if ho had 
delaied the business [Sir Simonds is himself known to ba @ 
Puriten ; already elected, or about to be elected, for the trwn of 
Sudbury, So high stood Sudbury then ; sunk now so low f. 

“After the publication of which, the said High-Sherriffe 
withdrew himselfe to make haste into the said foild (Mfr. Ham 
bie’s field ; with the Conduit-head and big Elms in it} to take 

+ From Harleian MSS. riclsh Maseum, collectod by Sit 5 D'Rwes, 
No. 152, pago 276. 

* He lived at Seow Hall (Autobiography of D’Ewes) ; ho wust have saxted 
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the Poll. But before hee got thither, or any place was mads 
readie for the clerkes to write, the said Mr. North was brought 
into the feild [ Zviumphantly in Ais chair}; and many of tho 
gentrie as well us others that were of his partie pressed soe 
upon the placs where the planks and boards were setting upp, 
as they could not be fastened or finished. Al) this time the 
other two Knights knew yet nothing thnt the said Poll was 
begunn in the said feild: soe as [So that] the said High- 
Sherriffe begann Mr. North's poll alone, and admitted a clerke, 
‘Tho said Sir Roger North proffered to write the names, with 
the clerke bis (The High-Sheriff's) Under-Sherriffe had before 
appointed, which hee [The High-Sheriff] conceived hee was 
not in law bound unto. 

“ Having then taken the Poll a while, in the said Sir Roger 
North's presence and his said sonne’s, the companie did tread 
upon the said planks with such extreme violence, as baying 
divers times borne them downe upon the said High-Sherriffes 
and hee having used all meanes of entreatie and perswasion to 
desire them to beare off, as did the said Sir Roger North also, 
— the said High-Sherriffe was at the last forced to give over; 
and soe gave speedic onder, by the advice of the said Sir Roger 
North and others, To have three severall tables [# Tiree>” 
Drncon notices only two of them; one under the Elm, ome at 
the Conduit-hoad, where the Puriten Knights were polling ; Sir 
Simonda himself superintendis the North's table: —* three sev. 
eral tables") sett upp against trees or other places wheere they 
might not bee borne downe by violence. Which being verio 
speedilie performed, the said High-Sherriffe went in persan 
and assisted at the said table wheere Mr. North's poll was 
taking, leaving his Under-Sherriffe and sworne deputies to 
attend the other tables, and to administer the oath, where the 
said Sir Roger and his sonne did appoint their kindred and 
friends to overviow all that was dong, 

“Tho said High-Shorriffe did there, without eating or drink- 
ing, assist the said Mr. North, from about nine of the clocke 
in the morning till it grew just upon night, notwithstanding it 
was in the open feild, and a vere cold and windie day; and did 
in his owne person take much paines to dispatch the said Poll; 
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which had been mach better advanced, if such as came to the 
same had not treaded with such extreme violence one upon 
another. And whereas the said Sir Nathaniel Barnardiston 
came, about twelve of the clocke that forenoone, to the said 
HighSherriffe, desiring him that all the eompanie might dis 
solve to goe to dinner, and that in respect of tho groat winds, 
the Poll in the afteruoone might be taken in the said towne of 
Ipswich [t very reasonable motion}: ‘The said High-Sherrifte, 
upon the suid Mr. North's request to the coutrarie, staide in 
the said feild till the ehutting upp of the said day, as is afore- 
said. 

“What was done at the other tables the said High-Sherriffe 
Knew not; but twice, upon complaint to him made, repaired 
thither, and cortified and reconciled all matters And during 
the same day alsoe tha said High-Sherriffy did desire the said 
Sir Roger North to sende for another table to the place wheere 
he sate, being willing by cll meanes to expedite the said Poll. 
And though there were not one man sworne for the other two 
Knights at the said Mr. North’s table, —yet were there divers 
sworne at one of the other two tables for the said Mr. North; 
soc as, by this and the early beginning of the said Mr, North’s 
poll, he had neare upon Two hundred voices advantage of the 
other two Knights, hud they come single; but they having 
raanio hundreds that gave voices for them jointly, did before 
night outstrippe his votes by about Fowro hundred apiece. 

“At tho said High-Sherriffe’s rising from the said Poll on 
the said Monday night, hee tooke the Bookes from the said 
clerkes; and though by lawe ho was tied to call noe partie to 
assist him in the laying them upp, yot to take away all possi- 
ble cause of eavill, and to showe his integritio in the whole 
proceedings, hee called the said Sir Roger North to him, and 
Aosired him to accompanie him not only to the places wheers 
ho received all the other Bookes or Papers from his said. 
Under-Sherriffe, or the other clarkes that wrote them, but to 
his lodging also [ Mrs. Penning's]; wheere hee bound and sealed. 
upp tho said Bookes and Papers, in the presence of the said. 
Sir Roger North and the said UnderSherriffe; then looking 
them upp, gave the key to his said Under-Sherriffe to keepag 
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having fizet asked the suid Sir Roger, If hee were not a parson 
fitte to be trusted with it? And soe the said Sir Roger North 
departed, in a verie friendly and amicable manner, from the 
said High-Sherriffe, without so much as moving the least com. 
plaint against any of the said proceedings of that day, 

“But it seemes, after bis departure, having that night 
learned that the other Knights’ polls outstripped his said 
sonne’s by divers hundreds,—he came the next morning to 
the said High-Sherriffe’s lodging ; and boganne, in violent and 
passionate termes, to charge him That hee had dealt unjustlio 
and partiallie in taking the Poll the day past [Belold/]: 
which at the present caused the said High-Sherriffe to wonder 
at that sudden and unexpected change; in respect the same 
Sir Roger parted in soe friondlie a manner from him the night 
foregoing, and that his indefatigable paines the day past de- 
served rather just acknowledgment than such unjust expostu- 
lation [Certainly 1. 

“The said High-Sherriffe therefore, having received the said 
key from his said Under-Sherriffe, in the presence of the said 
Sir Roger North, departed to the finishing of the said Poll. 
And whereas the other two Knights had but each of them one 
table allowed at which two clerkes only wrote; the said High- 
Sherriffe allowed the said Mr. North two tables and four 
clorkes: and at noone when the said Court was adjourned to 
two of the clocks of the sume afternoone, the said High-Sher- 
riffe having taken all the Bookes and Papers touching the 
same Poll from his Under-Sherriffe, or the clerkes which wrot 
thom, desired the said Mr, North himsolfo to accompanio him 
to his said lodging; which he did, and sawe them sealed and 
locked upp, and then had himselfe the key along with him. 

“ But all these testimonies of the said HighSherriffe’s im- 
partialitie, and integritie in his proceedings, did in noe way 
mitigate the passion and indignation of the said Sir Roger 
North and some others, who now boganne to give the cause 
upp as conclamated* and lost; and thorefore, though the said 
High-Sherriffe afterwardes in his numbering the votes of the 

© Conclomatun ext ;— mmincnel nine times, and maling vo answer, is Bow 
te be heli for dead, -—_ 
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said Poll did proceed with it in pablike view, which heo might 
after hee was often interrupted by most unjust and outrageous 
aeeusations and criminations ; and by that meanes was almost 
as long, within an houre or two, in numbering the naraos of 
the said Poll, as hee wag in taking the Poll itselfe. And in 
all differences that emergently fell out ix numbering the said 
names, wheere there was but any equalitie of doubt, the said 
HighSherriffe prevailed with the other two Knights to let the 
advantage rest onthe said Mr. North’s side. 

“And though the mid Sir Roger North came, on the said 
‘Tuenlay in the afiernoone, October 20th, into the Countie 
Court whilst the said High-Sherriff sate taking the Poll for 
his gaid sonne, and thore used most outrageous and violent: 
spoockes against the suid HighSherriffe [Hear Duncon toch 
and told him ‘Hee would make it good with his hlowl;’ yet 
the said High-Sherriffc, sccing him accompanied with many 

young gentlemen and others, all or most of them armed with 
tadiee te amid their rapiers (Questionable! }, and fearing if 
ho had made use of his just power to punish such am affront, 
much bloudshedd woukl have ensued, hoe rather passed it over 
with an invincible patience ; and only stoodo upp, and dosired 
silence to cleare himselfe from these unjust assertions and 
criminations which had been laid upon him; and resolved 
to expect redresse of his enemies from the High Court of 
Purliament [Far the etter plan, Mr. High-Sheriff | — which, 
among other good effects, has yielded us thesc present Docwments 
withal}. 

“ Yot the s1id Sir Roger, not satisfied herewith, did, a Little 
after, with the said companie of young gentlemen, and others 
that followed him, armed as aforesaid, or the greater part of 
them, go about the Corne Sy capa eee 


stands, and eried, ‘A North! a North!’ ealling the saylors 
Water-dogges [Puritan sailors ;—mark it ; carci for the 
Gospel Candidates: * Water dags'}, and otherwise provoking 


therm: one also of the eompanie drewe out his award (Lo, 
there!], and brandished it gbout, nor did they give over till 
one of the Coustables of Ipswich [Sum Duscow; we sae hin 
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doing it), being a sworne officer, charged them In the King’s 
name to desist. The other two Knights, then sitting at the 
Poll, were fain at the instant to withdraw themsolves in at 
the next windowe of the house wheere they stoode; having 
first besought the people and saylers to bee quiet, and not to 
answer violence with violence. For it is too apparant what 
was sought for in that dangerous action; and that if the said 
High-Sherriffe had, at that present} mado use of his power to 
vindicate his owne affronts and sufferings, much bloudshedde 
might have ensued, Nor did the said High-Sherriffe suffer 
ouly from the violent language of the said Sir Roger North 
and some others of qualitio, but from two of the Webbos alsoo, 
whose Christian names were Roger and Gardiner [Zhe intem- 
perate Webbes of Frworth), and such like persons of inferior 
rank. The said High-Sherriffe having sate out all Wednes- 
day, October 21, from morning till night, in tho West Hall or 
Court House in Ipswich aforesaid, without dining, did at last, 
notwithstanding the violent interruptions of the said Sir 
Roger North and others, finish tho numbering of the said 
votes that day; and found that the said Sir Nathaniel Bar- 
nardiston had 2140 voices, and Sir Philip Parker 2240 at the 
Teast, — besides the voices of all such persons as had been ad- 
mitted without the said High Sherriffe's knowledge, and were 
by him, upon numbering the same, disallowed and cast out. 
And the said Mr. Henry North had 1422. 

“The next morning, October 22, the eaid HighSherriffe 
made open publication of the said votes; and pronounced the 
said Sir Nathaniel Barnardiston and Sir Philip Parker the dus 
elected Knights for the said Countio of Suffolke. And then 
caused the indentures witnessing the same election to be there 
ensoaled and loyallie [Lauully] executed. 

“Tis true that, by the ignorance of some of the clerkes at 
the other tables, the onthe of gome single women [ We saw i 
with Duncon] that were freeholders were taken, without the 
knowledge of the said High-Sherriffe; who, as yoon as he had 
notice thereof, instantlic sent to forbidd the same, conceiving 
ita matter verle unworthy of anie gentleman, and most dis- 
honorable in such an election, to make use of their voices, 
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although they might in law lave been allowed; nor did the 
said High-Sherriffe allow of the said votes upon his 

‘the said Poll, but with the allowance and consent of tho said 
‘two Knights themselves discount them and cast therm ont, 


“Now, though all the frivolous cavills, exceptions and pro- 
testations which were made against the foresaid Election by 
the said Sir Roger North cr others did only concerue the Poll 
whieh was taken on the said Monday, October 19; and are 
sufficiently answered with the verie preceding bare Narration 
of the true carriage thoreof; and the rather, because himselfo 
accompanying the said High-Shertiffe the same evening when 
he received all the said Bookes and Papers from his said Under- 
Sherriffo, or such persons who had written them, did except 
against noe person, nor noe booke or paper, but consented to 
the soaling and locking them upp as Acts by which the 
mutter in question was to be decided: Yet to satisfy all the 
‘world, such exceptions shall be heare set down, and clearly 
elevated or wiped away, which on the Tuesday anid Wedues- 
day following were pressed at Ipswich upon the said High: 
Sherriffe, with soe much outrageous passion as he could be 
searve permitted to make answer to the same, by reason of the 
voviferation and clamors of the other partie. 

“Tt was objected, That the said HighSheriffe made delaies 
on purpose to hinder the said Mr. North. This is so frivolous 
as "tis not worth tho answering; for the hindrance must 
hate beon equallic prejudiciale to the other two Knights as 
wetl wi to him. Nay, on the contrarie, if any had wrong, 
they had; for the said High-Sherriffe sos hastenod both the 
reading of the Writt, and goeing to the Poll as hee could not 
in time give the other two Knights notice of ft Soe as if the 
said Mr. North's companic had not by their overpressing tio- 
lence throwne dowue the boards and planks, wheere the eaid 
High-Sherriffe begann bis the said Mr. North's poll alone, hee 
poeta neare upon an houre’s advantage of the other 


Lear objection, That the said HighShorriffe refused 
wach clorkos as the said Sir Roger North offered him; telling 
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him hee was provided, This is a shameful objection: as if 
the adverse partic were to provide men to take the poll. In 
this matter the said High-Sherriffe committed all to the trust 
and care of his Under-Sherriffe, who assured him hee had 
provided able and sufficient writers; yet did the said High 
Shorriffe admitt a clarke, at the said Mr. North’s poll, to write 
with the clerko his said Under-Sherriffe had provided, upon 
the motion of the said Sir Roger North. 

“A third objection, That the said Mr. North lost many voices 
that were forved to goo outof towne the same Monday, because 
they could not be sworna. And soe doubtless did the other 
‘two likewise, And this was an invincible or remediless mis- 
chief on all sides, And 'tis evident the extreame pressing of 
the said Mz, North's votes hindrod gome hundreds from being 
dispatehed. Besides, the said High-Sherriffe, at his entreatie, 
forbore his dinuer [Zhe high-spirited immaculate man], to sitt 
it ont with him in the winde and cold till night; which de- 
served acknowledgment, and not rago and furic. Bewides, 
he made the said Sir Roger North once or twice to send for 
another table to the same place; which courtesie the said 
High-Shorriffo afforded the said Mr. North the next morning, 
said Mx. North lost the plice by one or two bundred voices, 
there might indeed be some color that hee had miscarried be- 
cause the Poll could not be finished on the said Monday night; 
which notwithstanding that it had been see, yet the said High- 
Sherriffe was noe ways the cause thereof. But ib is noe ways 
probablo that tho said Mr, North should bo go ill-beloved or 
lightlie. esteemed by such as appeared for him, that Seven 
hundred persons would all depart and desert his caus, rather 
than abide and stay one night in Ipswich to assist him with 
their votes, For by eo many at the least did either of the 
other two Knights carrie it from him: 

“Lastly, for conclusion of the whole. There is not a word 
or aillible sett down here, which is not notoriously known to 
manie, or which the said High-Sherriffe himself will not m 
good by his corporal oath, being loyallie thereunto 
also by the Bookea and Papers taken at the said: 
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fis never wns innocency oppressed more by violenos and fury 5 
nor did his royall Majestie’s Authoritic aver suffer more in the 
person of his Minister, than by the outrageous affronts offered 
‘unto, and unjust eriminations heaped upon, ‘the said High+ 
Sherriffe at the said Election.” 


Such is the account High-Shoriff D'Ewes has to give of him- 
self, concerning his eurriage in the Election of Knights of the 
Shire for Suffolk on this memorable occasion. He has written 
it down in an exact manner, to be ready for the Parliament, or 
for any aud all persons interested ; his clerks can now make 
copies of it a8 many as wanted. In the sune Volume, No, 158 
‘of the Harley Collection, there is another copy of this “short 
and true rolation,” with slight changes, principally in the pune- 
tuation; doubtless the immaculate Magistrate saw good ta 
revise his Narrative more than once, and bring it still nearer 
perfection: he adds always this direction for the amanncnses+ 
“They aro desired to take a coppie of this to compare it with 
the originall after they havo transcribed it,” —to be sure that 
they are oxact. The original, which, at any rate, in D'Ewes's 
hand, few persons could have read, is happily lost. 

No notice in the Commons Journals, or elsewhere, indicates 
atall whether this ease ever came before the Election Com 
mittee of the Long Parliament But if it did, as is probable 
enough, we put it to the commonest sense of mankind, whether 
on Sir Roger North's side it could have a log to stand on! No 
Election Committee can have difficulty here. Accordingly our 
Poritan Knights Sir Philip Parker and Sir Nathaniel Barnar 
iston sat indisputable as County Members for Saffoll, Mr 
Henry North consoling himself as he could, Sir Simonds the 
HighSheriff had another ease before the Parliament; this 
namely, that he being HighShoriff had returned Atmaelf for 
Sudbury as duly elected there, which was thought Informal by 
some; bnt in this too he prospered, and sat for that Borough. 
‘The intemperate Sir Roger, ax we said, was admitted Member 
for Eye: bat, in the second year, mingling with “ Commission 
of Array” and other Royalist concerns, to small parpase ag 18 
likely, he, like wany others, was “disabled,” —cast forth, to 
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‘Oxford, to “ malignancy,” disaster, and a fate that has not been 
ii into. 


inquired 

‘Sir Simonds sat spotless for Sudbury ; made occasional fan- 
tastic Speeches ; and what is fur more important for us, took 
exact Notes. Several of his Speeches he hus proserved in 
writing; one, probably the most fantastic and pedantic of all, 
he sent forth in print: it relates to a dispute for seniority that 
had arisen between Oxford University and Cambridge; proves 
by unheard-of arguments and erudition, obsolete now ‘to all 
mortals, that Cambridge, which was his own University, is by 
far the older, —older than Alfred himself, old as the very 
hills ina manner, Sir Simonds had the happiness to “shake 


bettor, he almost daily dictated to hin secretary, or jotted down 
for him on scraps of paper, Notes of the Proceedings of the 
Long Parliament; which Notes still exist, safe in the British 
‘Museum ; unknown seemingly to all the learned. He was a 
thin highdlown character, of ominont porféotion and exuetitude, 
Little fit for any solid business in this world, yet by no moans 
without his nses there. 

‘This ono use, had there been no other, That he took Notes 
of the Long Parliament! Probably there is much light wnit- 
ing us in these Notes of his, were they once disimprisoned 
into general legibility. ‘They extend, in various forma, in 
various dogroca of completeness, to the year 1645: but in 
that year, after the victory of Naseby, the questionable course 
things were taking gave offence to our Presbyterian Grandi- 
von; he sat mostly silent, with many thoughts, and forbore 
jotting any farther. ‘Iwo of his written Speeches relato to 
the eonfnsed negotiations with King Charles in the Isle of 
‘Wight; and are strong ia the direction, 
peecrctepese ieee eee Tse 
memorable 6th December, 1648; sent him, with four’ 
score others, “over to the Tavern called _ 

Duke, near Palaceyard,” — in the most 
Vol. 16—T.T 








458 CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 


For, on questioning Mr. Hugh Peters, who had come across to 
them, By what law? By what shadow or vestige of any law, 
common or atatutory, human or divine, is this unheard-of thing 
done ?—tho candid Mr, Peters, a man of good insight and com- 
siderable humor of character, answered these much-injured 
honorable gentlémen, “By the law of Necessity; traly by 
the power of the sword!" And they remained in a nearly 
rabid state; evidently purged out, without reason and without 
remedy; and had to retire to their respective countries, and 
there rhyme the matter for themselves as they could. 4 

Oar poor Knight, Sir Simonds, soon after died; leaving 
a0 wnspotted pedant character, and innumerable 
bebind him. Besides his History of the Parliamonts of Queen 
Elizabeth, a laborious compilation, which has since been printed, 
Tong ago, and still enjoys a good reputation of its sort, there 
are, a3 we count, some Ninety and odd Volumes of his Papers 
still extant in the British Musoum: very worthless some of 
them, very curions others;—among which latter, certain por. 
tions of his Autobiography, already known in print, are well 
worth reading; and theso his Notes of the long Parliament 
are perhaps, to us English, the most interesting of all the 
Manuscripts that exist there. Pury’s Notes. of the Long 
Parliament? appear to be irretrievably lost; Varney’s, which 

1 Bitliotheer Topagraphioa, No. 6. 

# "Mr. Robinpon asked mo this morning,” Monday, 12 Jan. 1656-7, “be 
fore the Speaker came, If I took Notes at Scot's Committoo’ Caaid. Yea 
‘Ho told mo He bad wuch ato to forbear moving against my taking: Notes, for 
it was expresaly against tho Orders of the House. I told him How Mr, Dacy 
took Notes all the Long Parliamont, and that Str Symons D’Ewes wrote great 
vohirmes” of the like. Burtow's Diary (Loudon, 1638), 1, 341. - 

Of Sie Simonds's “great volumes" we are bern speaking: but who the 
*Mr.Dary" ist Noperson of the namo ot Davy sat in the Long Parliament 
at all; or coald by possibility have taken Notes! After multifarious exami: 
nation, and hootless trial of various names more oF less rowembling Dury, m 
sight of tho original MER. of the thing called Burton's Diary was procured ; ana 
the name“ Davy” then straightway turned out to be Puy. Pary, er Parry, 
perhaps now written Perry, Alderman of Gloucester, and once well known a 
‘Member for that City. But of him or of his Notes, on aprlication 
there, 20 trace could now be found. Tf, as ix possible, thoy still exist, inthe 
buried state, in thoso rogions,—to rewuscitate and print thee: were very « 
moritorious 


he 
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also have never yet been made accessible, extend over only 
‘a short early period of the business: it is on these Notes of 
D'Ewes's, principally, that some chance of understanding the 
procedure and real character of the Long Parliament appears 
still to depend for ux At present, after shiploads of historical 
printing, it is and remains mere darkness visible; if in these 
Notes by an accurate eyo-witnoss thore be no chance of light, 
then is light anywhere hopeless, and thie remarkablest Parlia- 
ment that ever sat will continue an enigma forever, In such 
circumstances, we call these Notes the most interesting of all 
Manuseripts. ‘To an English soul who would understand what 
was really memorable and godlike in the History of his 
Country, distinguishing the same from what was at bottom 
wimomorable and devillike; who would bear in everlasting 
remembrance the doings of our noble heroio men, and sink 
into everlasting oblivion the doings of our loud ignoble quacks 
and sharn-heroes,—what other record can be so precious ? 
If English History have nothing to afford us concerning the 
Puritan Parliament but vague incoherencies, inconoeivabili- 
ties and darkness visible, — English History, in this Bditor's 
opinion, must be in a poor way! 


It has often teen a question, Why none of the Dryasdust 


Publishing Societies, the Camden or some other, bas gone into 
thoso D’Ewoa’s JSS, in an efficient spirit, and fished up some- 
what of them? Surely it is the office of such Publishing 
Sceieties. Now when Booksellers are falling irrecoverably 
into the hand-tomouth system, unable to publish anything 
‘that will not repay them on the morrow morning; and in 
Printed Literature, as elsewhere, matters seem hastening pretty 
fast townrds strange consummations: who else but the Print- 
ing Societies is to do it? They should lay aside vain Twaddle 
and Dilettantiam, and addross thomselres to their function by 
real Labor and Insight, as above hinted, —of which, alas, there 
is at present little hope! 
Unhappily the Publishing Societies, gonerally 








hitherto “Dryasdast” ones; almost a fresh nnisance: 
+ Edited now (London, 1848) by Bz. 
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than otherwise. ‘They rarely spend labor on a business, rarely 
insight; they consider that sham-labor, and a twilight of igno- 
tance and buzzard stupidity, backed by prurient desire for 
distinction, with the subscription of a guines a year, will do 
the turn. It isa fatal mistake! Accordingly the Books they 
print, intending them apparently to be read by some elaas of 
human creatures, aro wonderful Alas, they have not the 
slightest talent for knowing, first of all, what not to prints 
what, as a thing dead, and incapable of ever interesting or 
profiting a human creature more, ought not to be printed 
again, to steal away the valuable cash, and the invaluable 
time and patience of any man again! It is too bad. How 
sorrowfal to see a mass of printed Publishings and Repub- 
lishings, all in clear white papor, bound in cloth and gold 
lettered; concerning which you have to acknowledge that 
there should cnother artist be appointed to go in the rear of 
them, to fork them swiftly into the oven, and save all men’s 
resources from one kind of waste at least. Mr. Chadwick 
proposes that sweepers shall go in the rear of all horses in 
London, and instantly sweep up their offal, before it be 
trampled abroad over the pavement to general offence. Ys; 
but what sweeper shall follow the Dryasdust Printing Socie. 
ties, the Authors, Publishers, and other Prurient-Stupids of 
this intellectual Metropolis, who are rising to a great hoight 
at present! Horseoffal, say Chadwick and the Philanthro- 
pints very justly, if not at once swept up, is trampled abroad 
orer the pavements, into the sewers, into the atmosphere, into 
the very lungs and hearts of the citizens; Good Henyons, and 
to think of Author-offal, and how é¢ is trampled into the very 
souls of men; and how the rains and the trunkmakers do mot 
get it abolished for years on yoars, in some instances | 














OCCASIONAL DISCOURSE ON THE NIGGER 
QUESTION. 


‘Tax following Occasional Discourse, delivered by we know not whom, and of date 
serningly above a year back, may perhaps be welcome to herw nad there 4 specu 
lative renter. It came to ut, —s0 speaker tazned, wo ime or place 
‘no commentary af any sort given, —in the handwriting of the so-called “ Deetor’ 
Properly, " Absconded Reportar," Dr. Phelim M*Quirk, whose singular powers 
of reporting, aad also whose debte, extravagancies and sorrowful tasidious 








present! Gel e Gas eee but from 
MeQuirh, as the Iavt traceable source, it comes to us ;—alferod, in tack, by 
ase peer le ehh wach cm 


alive, and likely to grow livaliat for some time, we have acoopted the Article, at 
© cheap markot-rato; and give St publicity, without in the leant committing, our 
tlvoe to the strange doctrines und notions ehadowed forth In ft. Doctrines and 
notions while we rather surpoct, are protty much ina "iiourity of ome,” ts the 
resect era of the world! Here, rare enough, are peculiar views of the Rights 
of Negroes; involving, It ix probable, peculiar ditto of innumerable otter sights, 
Guiles, expectations, wrung and dieapprintments, much arcaed af, by logic wad 
by grmpe-sbot, in these emancipated epochs of the baman mind! — Silence now, 
however: and let the Speaker biruself enter. 


My Purnaxturoric Parexps,— It is my painful duty to 
address some words to you, this evening, on the Rights of 
Negroes. Taking, as we hope we do, an extensive survey 
of social affairs, which we find all in a state of the frightful- 
est embroilment, and as it were of inextricable final bank- 
ruptey, just at present; and being desirous to adjust ourselves 
in that huge upbreak, and unutterable welter of tumbling 
ruins, and to see well that our grand proposed Association 

1 Fint prlated in Frose’s Magasine, Docember/(1s49), reprinted. fu the 
form of a separate Pamphlet, London, 163, a 
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of Associations, tho Untversar Anonirion-or-Paix Assoora- 
ox, which is meant to be the consummate golden flower and 
summary of modern Philanthropisms all in one, do not issue 
as a universal “Sluggard-and-Scoundrel Protection Society)" 
—we have judged that, before constituting ourselvos, it would 
Perse es wna eae el i eae 

discourse together on the leading elements of our great Prob- 
lem, which surely is one of the greatest. With this view the 
Council haz decided, both that the Negro Question, as lying 
at the bottom, was to be the first handled, and if possible the 
first settled; and then also, what was of much more question- 
ablo wisdom, that—that, in short, I was to be Speaker on the 
occasion. An honorable duty; yet, as I said, a painfal onet 
— Well, you shall hear what I have to say on the matter; and 
probably you will not in the lenst like it, 


T WostIndinn affairs, as we all know, and as. some of us know 
to our cost, are in a rather troublous condition this good while, 
In regard to West-Indian affairs, however, Lord John Russoll 
is able to comfort us with one fact, indisputable where so many 
are dubious, That the Negroes are all very happy and doing 
well. A fact very comfortable indeed, West-Indian Whites, 
it is admitted, are far enough from happy; West-Indian Colo- 
nies not unlike sinking wholly into ruin; at home too, the 
British Whites are rather badly off; several millions of them 
hanging on the verge of continual famine; and in single towns, 
many thousands of them very sore put to it, at thie time, not 
to live “well” or as a man should, in any sense temporal or 
| spiritual, but to live at all:— these, again, are uncomfortable 
facts; and they are extremely extensive and important ones. 
But, thank Heaven, our interesting Black population, —equal- 
ling almost in number of heads one of the Ridings of York- 
shire, and in worth (in quantity of intellect, faculty, docility, 
energy, and available human valor and value) perhaps one of 
the atrests of Seven Dials, —are all doing remarkably well. 
“Sweet blighted lilies,"—as the American epitaph on the 
Nigger child has it, —swoet blighted lilies, they are holding 
up thelr heads again! How pleasant, in tho universal bamk- 
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THE NIGGER QUESTION. 463 


ruptey abroad, and dim dreary stagnancy at home, as if for 
England too there remained nothing but to suppress Chartist 
riots, banish united Irishmen, vote the supplies, and wait with 
arms crossed till black Anarchy and Social Death devoured 
ug also, a8 it has done the others; how pleasant to have 
always this fact to fall back upon: Our beautiful Black dae | 
lings are at last happy; with little labor except to the tooth, 
sehich gurely, in thoso oxcollent borsojawa of theirs, will nob 
faill 

Exeter Hall, my philanthropic friends, has had its way in 
this matter. The Twenty Millions, mere trifle despatched 
with a single dash of the pen, aro paid; and far over the sea, 
we have a few black persons rendered extremely “froo” in- 
deed. Sitting yonder with their beautiful muzles up to the 
ears in pumpkins, imbibing sweet pulps and juices; the grinder 
and incisor teeth ready for ever new work, and the pumpkins 
cheap as grass in those rich climates: while the sugar-crops 
rot round them uncut, because labor cannot be hired, so cheap 
are the pumpkins ;—and at home we ard but required to rasp 
from the breakfast-loaves of our own English laborers some 
slight “ differential sugar-duties,” and lend a poor half-million 
or a few poor millions now and then, to keep that beautiful 
stove of matters going on. A state of matters lovely to con- 
template, in these emancipated epochs of the human mind; 
which has earned us not ouly the praises of Exeter Holl, and 
loud long-cared hallelujahs of laudatory psalmody from the 
Friends of Freedom everywhere, but lasting favor (it is hoped) 
from the Heavenly Powers themselves;—and which may, at 
least, justly appeal to the Heavenly Powers, and ask them, 
If over in terrestrial procedure they saw the matoh of it? 
Certainly in the past history of the human species it has. no 
parallel: nor, one hopes, will it have in the future. [Some 
emotion in the andience ; which the Chairman suppreaged. | 

Sunk in deep froth-oceans of “Benevolence,” “ Frater] 
ree “Emancipation-prineiple,” “Christian Philanthropy,” 

and other most amiable-looking, but most baseless, and in the 
end baleful and all-bowildoring jargon,— sad product of a 
sceptical Highteenth Century, and of poor human hearts left 
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destitute of any earnest guidance, and disbelieving that there 
‘ever was any, Christian or Heathen, and reduced to believe 


headed, and other forms,—has not the human species gone 

roads, during that period? And poor Exeter Hall, 
cultivating the Broad-brimmed form of Christian Sentimen- 
talism, and long talking and bleating and braying in that 
strain, has it not worked out results? Our West-Indian Legis 
Jatings, with their spoutings, anti-spoutings, and interminable 
jangle and babble; our Twenty millions down on the nail for 
Blacks of our own; Thirty gradual millions more, and many 
brave British lives to boot, in watching Blacks of other poo 
ple's; and now at last our ruined sugarestates, differential 
saganduties, “immigration loan,” and beautiful Blacks sitting 
there up to the ears in pumpkins, and doleful Whites sitting 
here without potatoes to eat: never till now, I think, did the 
‘sun look dowm on such a jumble of human nonsenses;—of 
which, with the two hot nights of the Missing-Despatch De- 
bate,! God grant that the measure might now at last be full? 
Bat no, it is not yet full; we havea long way to travel baok, 
and terrible flounderings to make, and in fact an immense load 
of nonsense to dislodge from our poor heads, and manifold 
cobwebs to rend from our poor eyes, before we get into the 
road again, and can begin to act ag serious men that have work 
to do in this Universe, and no longer as windy sentimentalists 
that merely have speeches to deliver and despatches to write. 
O Heaven, in West-Indian matters, and in all manner of mat 
tors, it is so with us; the more is the sorrow !— 


‘The West Indies, it appears, are short of labor; as indeed is 
very concsivable in those ciroumstances. Where a Black man, 
by working about half an hour @ day (such is the ealeulation),ean 
supply himself, by aid of sun and soil, with as much pumpkin 


1 Does any reader now remember it ? A cloudy reminiscence of some sach 
thing, and of oie fn the Newspapers upon ft, romaine with ws,— fast hastens 
fing to abolition for erersbody. (Vote of 1849.) — This bein 
Debate, what om earth wad it? { Node of 1853.) 
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88 will suffice, he is likoly to bo a little stiff to raise into hard 
work! Supply and demand, which, science says, should be 
brought to bear on him, have an uphill task of it with such 
man. Strong sun supplies itself gratis; rich soil in those 
unpoopled or half-peopled regions almost gratis; these are Ais 
+ supply ;" and half an hour a day, directed upon these, will 
produce pumpkin, which is his “demand.’ The fortunate 
Black mau, very awiftly does he settle Ags account with sup 
ply and demand :—not so swiftly tho less fortunate White 
man of those tropical localities. A bud case, his, just now. 
He himself cannot work; and bis black neighbor, rich in 
pumpkin, is in no haste to help him. Sunk to the eara in 
pumpkin, imbibing saccharine juices, and anuch at his ease 
in the Creation, he can listen to the less fortunate white man’s 
“domand," and take his own time in supplying it. Higher 
wages, massa; higher, for your cane-crop cannot wait; still 
higher, —till no conceivable opulence of cane-crop will cover 
such wages. In Demerara, aa I read in the Bluebook of last 
year, the cane-crop, far and. wide, stands rotting ; the fortu- 
nate black gentlemen, strong in their pumpkins, haying all 
struck till the “demand” rise a little, Sweet blighted lilies, 
now getting up their heads again! 

Science, however, has a remedy still. Since the demand is 
80 pressing, and the supply so inadequate (equal in fact to 
nothing in some places, ag appears), increase the supply; 
bring more Blacks into the labor-market, then will the rate 
fall, says science, Not the least surprising part of our West- 
Indian policy is this recipe of “immigration;” of kevping 
down the labor-market in these islands by importing new 
Africans to labor and live there. If the Africans that are 
already there could be made to lay down their pumpkins, and 
labor for their living, there aro already Africans enough. If 
the now Africans, after laboring a little, take to pumpkins 
like the others, what remedy is there? ‘Co bring in new 
and ever new Africans, say you, till pumpkins themselyes 
grow doar; till the country is crowded with Africans; and 
black men there, like white men here, are forced by hunger to 
labor for their living? That will be a consummation, To 





466 © CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 


have “emancipated” the West Indies into a Black Ireland 
“free” indeed, but an Ireland, and Black! The world may 
yet see prodigies; and reality be stranger than a nightmare 
dream, 


Our ‘own white or sallow Ireland, sluttizhly starving from 
age to age on its act-of-parliament “freedom,” was hitherto the 
flower of mismanagement among the nations: but what will 
this be to a Nogro Ireland, with pumpkins themselves fallen 
‘searee like potatoes! Imagination cannot fathom such an 
object; the belly of Chaos never held the like. The human 
mind, in its wide wanderings, has not dreamt yet of such a 
“freedom ” asthat will be. Towards that, if Exeter Halland 
selence of supply-anddemand are to continue our guides in 
the matter, we are daily travelling, and even struggling, with 

_ __Joans of half a million and such like, to accelerate ourselves. 

1 ‘Truly, my philanthropio friends, Excter-Hall pee 
is wonderful. And the Social Science, —not a “gay 
‘but a rueful,—which finds the secret of this Universo ia 
“supply and domand,” and reduces the duty of human gov- 
ernors to that of letting men alone, is also wonderful. Not 
a “gay science," I should say, like some we have heart of 
‘no, @ dreary, desolate, and indeed quite abject and distressing 
one; what we might call, by way of eminence, the diemat 
sioner, Theso two, Exeter-Hall Philanthropy and the Dismal 
Science, led by any sacred cause of Black Emancipation, ar 
‘the like, to fall in love and make a wedding of it, — will give 
birth to progenies and prodigies; dark extensive moon-<alves, 
untunable abortions, wide-coiled monstrosities, such as the 
world has not seen hitherto! [Increased emotion, again sup 
pressed by the Chairman.) 

Tn fact, it will behoove us of this English nation to overhanl 
our WestIndian procedure from top to bottom, and ascertain 
little better what it is that Fact and Nature demand of 
us, and what only Exeter Hall led to the Dismal Soi 
ence demands, To the former set of demands we will en 
deavor, at our peril, —and worse peril than our purse’s, ab 
our soul's peril,—to give all obedience, ‘To the latter we 
will very frequently demur, and try if we cannot stop short 
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where they contradict the former,—and ospocially defore 
arriving at the black throat of ruin, whither they appear to be 
Teading us, Alas, in many other provinces besides the West 
Indian, that uuhappy wedlock of Philanthropic Liberalism and 
the Dismal Science has engendered such all-enveloping delu- 
sions, of the anoomealf sort, aud wrought hnge woe for us, 
and for the poor civilized world, in these days] And sore will 
be the battle with said moon-calves; and terrible the struggle 
to return ont of our delusions, floating rapidly on whieh, not 
the West Indies alone, but Europe generally, is nearing the 
Niagara Falls. [Here carious persons, in an agitated manner, 
with an air of indignation, left. the room ; especially one very 
tall gentleman in white trousers, whose boots creaked much, The 
President, in a resolved voice, with @ look of official rigor, whit- 
ever his own private feelings might be, onjoined “ Silence, Si- 
lence!" The meeting again nat. motionless.) 

My philanthropic friends, can you discern no fixed head- 
lands in this wide-woltering doluge, of benevolent twaddle 
and revolutionary grape-shot, that has burst forth on us; no 
sure bearings ab all? Fact and Nature, it seems to me, say a 
fow words to us, if happily we have still an ear for Fact and 
Nature. Lot us listen a little and try. 

‘And first, with regard to the West Indies, it may be laid! 
down as 4 principle, which no eloquence in Exeter Hall, or 
Wostminster Hall, or elsewhere, can invalidate or hide, ex- 





cept for a short time only, That no Black man who will not 4 t-— 


work according to what ability the gods have given him for 
working, has the smallost right to oat pumpkin, or to any 
fraction of land that will grow pumpkin, however plentiful 
such land may be;,but has an indisputable and perpetual right 
to be compelled, by the real proprietors of said land, to do 
competent work for his living, This is the everlasting duty 
of all men, black or white, who are born into this world.) 
‘To do competent work, to labor honestly according to the 
ability given them; for that and for no other purpose was 
each one of us sent into this world; and woe is to every man 
who, by friend or by foe, is prevented from fulfilling this the 
end of his being, ‘That is the “unhappy” lot: lot equally 


weer 
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unhappy cannot otherwise be provided for wan. Whatscover 
prohibits or prevents a man from this his sacred appointment 
to lnbor while he lives on earth,—that, 1 say, is the man’s 
deadliest enemy ; and all men are called upon to to do what is 


him, then his own indolence is the enemy he must be delivered 
from: and the first “right” be has,—poor indolent block- 
head, black or white, —is, That every unprohibited man, what- 
soerer wiser, more industrious person may be passing that 
way, shall endeavor to “emancipate” him from his indolenee, 
‘and by some wise méans, as I said, compel him, since indu- 
cing will not serve, to do the work ho is fit for. Induce him, 
if you can: yes, sure enough, hy all means try what: induce 
ment will do; and indeed every coachman and carman knows 
that secret, without our preaching, and applies it to his very 
horses ag the trae method :— but if your Nigger will not be 
indeced ? In that case, it is full certain, he must be com- 
Pelled ; should and must; and the tacit prayer he makes (an- 
consciously he, poor bloekhend,) to you, and to mo, and to all 
‘the world who are wiser than himself, is, Compel me!” For 
indecd he must, or else do and suffer worse, —he as well ax 
we. It were better the work did come ont of him! Tt was 
the meaning of the god with him and with us, that his gift 
should tum to use in this Creation, and not lie poisoning 
the thoroughfares, as a rotten mass of idleness, agreeable 
to neither heaven nor earth. For idleness does, in all cases, 
inevitably vor, and become putrescent ;—and I say aalibars 
ately, the very Devil is in dt | 
None of you, my friends, have been in Demerara lately, 
fapprehend? May none of you go till matters mend there 
alittle! Under the sky there are uglier sights than 
were soen hitherto! Dead corpses, the rotting body of a 
brother man, whom fate or unjuxt men’ havo killed, thin 3s 
not a pleasant spectacle; but what say you to the dead soul 
of a man,—in a body which still pretends to be i 
alive, and can drink rum? An idle White gentleman is mot 
Ploasant to me; though I confess the real work for him is mot 
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‘easy to find, in these our epochs; and he is 
‘poor soul, and may find at last. But: say you to an idle 
Black gentleman, with his rum-bottle in his hand (fora tittle 
additional pumpkin you can have red herrings and rum, in 
Demerara), —rum-bottle in his hand, no breeches on his body, 
pumpkin at discretion, and the fruitfulest region of the earth 
going back to jungle round him? Such things the sun looks 
down upon in our fine times; tnd 1, for‘one, ‘would eather | 
have no hand in them. 
Yes, this is the eternal law of Nature for a man, my benefi- 
cent Exeter-Hall friends; this, that he shall be permitted, 
and if need be, compelled to do what work tho 
Maker of him has intended by the making of him for this 
world! Not that he should eat pumpkin with never such 
felicity in the West-India Islands is, or can be, the blossed- 
ness of our Black friend; but that he should do useful work 
there, according a3 the gifts have been bestowed on him for 
that. And his own happiness, and that of others round him, 
will alono bo possible by his and their getting into such a 
relation that this can be permitted him, and in ease of need, 
that this can be compelled him. T beg you to understand 
this; for you seem to have a little forgotten it, and there lie 
a thousand inferences in it, not quite usoless for Exeter Hall, 
at present The idle Black man in the West Indies had, not 
Jong since, the right, and will again under better form, if it 
please Heaven, have tho right (actually tho first “right of 
man” for an indolent person) to be compelled to work as ke 
was fit, and to do the Maker's will who had constructed him 
with such and such capabilities, and profiguroments of capa- 
bility. And T incessantly pray Heaven, all man, the whitest 
alike and the blackest, the richest and the poorest, in other 
regions of the world, had attained precisely the same right, 
the divine right of being compelled (if “permitted ” will not 
answer) to do what work they are appointed for, and not to 
go idle another minute, ina life which is s0 short, and where 
idleness s0 soon rans to patrescence! Alas, we bad then a 
perfect world; and the Millennium, and true 
of Tabor,” and reigu of complete blesseduess, for all workers 
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and men, had then arrived,—which in these our own poor 
districts of the Planet, as we all lament to know, it is very far 
from having yet dane. [More withdrawals ; but the rest sitting 
with increased attention.) 


To 3, then, hate the. Negro. No; except when the soul is 
killed out of him, I decidedly like poor Quashee; and find him 
® pretty kind of man. With a pennyworth of oil, you can 
make a handsome glossy thing of Quashee, when the soul is 
not killed in him! A swift, supple fellow; a merry-hearted, 
grinning, dancing, singing, affectionate kind of creature, with 
| agrent deal of melody and amenability in his composition, 
‘This certainly is a notable fact: The black African, alone of 
wild men, can live among men ci While all manner 
of Caribs and others pine into annihilation in presence of the 
pale faces, he contrives to continue; does not dic of sullen 
irreconcilable rage, of rum, of brutish laziness and darknoss, 
and fated incompatibility with his new place; but lives and 
anultiplies, and evidently means to abide among us, if we can 
find the right regulation for him. Wa shall have to find it; 
we are now engaged in the search; and havo atleast discov= 
ered that of two methods, the old Demerara method, and the 
new Demerara method, neither will answer, 

Alas, my friends, I understand well your rage against the 
poor Negro's slavery; what said rage proceeds from ; and have 
‘a perfect sympathy with it, and even know it by experience, 
Can the oppressor of my black fellow-man be of any use to 
me in particular? Am I gratified in my mind by the all 
usage of any two- or fourlegged thing; of any horse or any 
dog? Notso,I assuro you. In me too the natural sources 
of human rage exist more or less, and the capability of flying 
out into “fiery wrath against oppression,” and of signing patie 
tions; both of which things can be done very cheap. Good 
hesvons, if signing petitions would do it, if hopping to Rome 
on one log would do it, think you it were long andonet 

Frightful things are continually told us of Negro slavery, of 
the hardships, bodily and spiritual, suffered by slavea, Much 
exaggerated, and mere exceptional cases, say the opponents 
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Exceptional cases, I anawer; yes, and universal ones! On 
the whole, hardships, and even oppressions and injustices are 
not unknown in this world; I myself have suffered such, anid 
have not you? It is said, Man, of whatever color, is born bo 
such, even as the sparks fly upwards. For in fact labor, and 
this is properly what we call hardship, misery, &a. (meaning 
mere ugly labor not yet done), labor is not joyous but griev- 
ous; and we havea good deal of it todo among us here, Wo 
have, simply, to carry the whole world and its businesses upon 
our backs, we poor united Human Species; to carry it, and 
shove it forward, from day to day, somehow or other, among 
‘us, or else be ground to powder under it, one and all No 
light task, let me tell you, even if each did his part honestly, 
which each does n't by any means. No, only the noble lift 
willingly with thoir whole strength, ab the general burden; 
and in such a crowd, after all your drillings, rogulatings, and 
attempts at equitable distribution, and compulsion, what decop- 
tions are still practicable, what errors are inevitable! Many 
cunning ignoble fellows shirk tho labor altogether ; and instead 
of faithfally lifting at the immeasurable universal handbarrow: 
with its thousand-million handles, contrive ta geb on some 
ledge of it, and be lifted 

What a story we have heard abont all that, not from vague 
rumor since yesterday, but from inspired prophets, speakers 
and seers, ever since speech began! How the giant willing 
spirit, among white masters, and in the bost-rogulated families, 
is so often not loaded only but overloaded, crushed down like 
an Enceladus; and, all his life, has to have armies of pygmies 
building tabernacles on his chest; marching composedly over 
his neck, as if it were a highway; and much amazed if, whon 
they ran their straw spear into his nostril, he is betrayed into 
sudden sneezing, aud oversets some of them. [Some Zaughter, 
the speakor himself looking terribly sorious.] My frionde, I 
have come to the sad conclusion that sLavery, whether estaly 
lished by law, or by law abrogated, exists very extensively in 
this world, in and out of the West Indies ; and, in fact, that 
you cannot abolish glavery by act of parliament, but can only 
abolish the name af it, which is very little ! 
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Tn the West Indies itself, if you chance to abolish Slavery 
to Men, and in return ostablish Slavery to the Devil (ss we 
soe in Demerara), what good is it? ‘To save men’s bodies, and 
ill them with pumpkins and rum, isa poor task for human 
benevolence, if you havo to kill thoir soul, what soul there 

\was, in tho business! Slavery is not so easy to ba abolished ; 
it will long continue, in spite of acts of parliament. And shall 
T tell you which is the one intolerable sort of slavery; the 
slavery over which the very gods weep? ‘That sort is aot 
rifost in the West Indies; but, with all its sad fruits, prevails 
in nobler countries, It is the slavery of the strong to the 
weak; of the great and noble-minded to the smal! and mean! 
‘The slavery of Wisdom to Folly, When Folly all “emanci- 
pated,” and become supreme, armed with ballot-boxes, univer+ 
sal suffrages, and appealing to what Dismal Sciences, Statisties, 
Constitutional Philosophies, and other Fool Gospels it bas got 
devised for itself, can say to Wisdom: “Be silent, or thou 

[ shalt repent it!\ Suppress thyself, [advise thee; canst thou 
not contrive to cease, then?” That also, in some anarchic 
constitutional epochs, has been sean. When, of high and noble 
‘objects, there remained, in the market-place of human things, 
at length none; and he that could not make guineas his pur 
suit, and the applause of Aunkios his reward, found himself in 
such a minority aa seldom was before. 

Minority, C know, there always was: but there are degrees 
of it, down to minority of one,—down to suppression of the 
‘unfortunate minority, and reducing it to zero, that the flunky- 
world may have peace from it henceforth. The flanigeworkd 
has peace; and descends, manipulating its ballot-boxes, Cop 
pock suffrages, and divine constitutional apparatus; quoting 
its Dismal Sciences, Statistics, and other satisfactory Gospels 
and Tslmuds,— into the throat of the Devil; not bothered by 
the importunate minority on the road. Did you never hear 
of “Crucify him? Crucify him!” That was a considerable 
feat in the suppressing of minorities; and is still talked of om 
Sandays)—with very little understanding, when T last heard 
of it. My friends, my friends, I foar wo are a stupid peoples 
and stuffed with such delusions, above all with such immense 
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hypocrisies and selfelusions, from our birth upwards, as no 
people were before; God help as!— Emaneipated ? Yea, in- 
deed, we are emancipated out of several things, and into sev- 
etal things. No man, wise or foolish, any longer can control 
you for good or for evil. Foolinh Tomkins, foolish Jobeon, 
eannot now singly oppress you: but if the Universal Company 
of the Tomkinses and Jobsons, as by law established, can more 
than over? If, on all highways and byways, that lead to 
other than a TomkinsJobson winning-post, you meet, at the 
second atep, the big, dumb, universal genius of Chaos, and are 
80 placidly yet peremptorily taught, “Halt here!” There is 
properly but ono slavery in the world. Ono slavery, in which 
all other slaverica and miseries that afflict the earth are ine 
cluded; compared with which the worst West-Indian, white, 
or black, or yellow slaveries area emall matter. Ono slavery 
over which the very gods woop, Other slavories, women and 
children and stumporators weep over; but this is for men and 
gods! [Sensation ; some, however, took snuff.) > 
If precisely the Wisest Man were at the top of sooioty, and 
the next wisest next, and so.on till wo reached the 
Nigger (from whom downwards, through the horse, &e., there 
is no question hitherto), then were this a perfect world, the 
extreme maximum of wiedom prodaced init. That is how you 
might produce your maximum, would some god assist And 
T can tell you also how the minimum were producible, Let no 
man in partioular be put at the top; lot all men be accounted 
equally wise and worthy, and the notion get abroad that any- 
body or nobody will do well enongh at the top; that money 
(to which may be added success in stump-oratory) is the real 
symbol of wisdom, and sapply-and<lemand the all-sufficient 
substitute for eommand and obedience among two-legged ani- 
mals of the unfeathered class: accomplish all those remarkable 
convictions in your thinking department; and then in your 
practical, as is fit, decide by count of heads, the vote of a 
Demerara Nigger equal and no more to that of a Chancellor 
Bacon: this, I perecive, will (so soon as it is fairly under 
way, and ail obstructions left behind) give the minimum of 
wisdom in your proceedings, ‘Thus were your minimum/pro | 
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ducible,—with no God needed to assist, vor any Demon even, 
except the general Demon of Jgnavia (Unvalor), lazy Indiffor. 
ence to the production or non-production of sach things, whieh 
runs in our own blood. Were it beautiful, think you? Folly 
in auch million-fold majority, at length peaceably supreme in 
this ourth. Advansing on you as the huge buffalophalanx 
does in the Western Deserts; or as, on a smaller seale, those 
bristly creatures did in the Country of tho Gadarencs, Rush 
ing, namely, in wild stampede (the Devil being in thom, somo 
sinall fly having stung them), boundless, —one wing on that 
edge of your horizon, the other wing on that, and rearward 
whole tides and oceans of them:—aeo could Folly rash; the 
enlightened public one hugo Gadarenesswinory, tail cocked, 
snout in air, with joyful animating short squeak; fast and 
ever faster; down steep places,—to the soa of Tiberias, and 
the bottomless cloacas of Nature: quenched there, since no- 
where sooner, My friends, such sight is to sublime, if you 
are out in it, and are not of it!— 


Well, except by Mastership and Servantship, there is no 
conoeivable deliverance from Tyranny and Slavery. Cosmos 
is not Chaos, simply by this one quality, That it is governed. 
Where wisdom, even approximately, can contrive to gorern, 
all is right, or is ever striving to become 30; where folly is 
“emancipated,” aud gets to govern, ax it soon will, all is 
wrong. That is the sad fact; and in other places than Deme- 
rara, and in regard to other interests than those of sugar-making, 
we sorrowfully experience the same, 

T have to complain that, in these days, the relation of master 
to servant, and of superior to inferior, in all stages of it, is 
fallen sadly out of joint, As may well ba, when the very 
highest stage and form of it, which should be the summary of 
all and the keystone of all, is got to such a pass, Kings them- 
selves aro grown sham-kings ; and their subjects very naturally 
are shamasubjects; with moro lip-homage, insincere to their 
sham-kings;—sincere chiefly when they get into the streets 
(a8 is now our doaperate case generally in Europe) to shoot 
them down as nuisances. Royalty is terribly gone; and loy- 
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alty in consequence has had to ga. No man reverences anothers 
ab the best, each man. slaps the other good-humoredly on the 
shoulder, with, “Hail, fellow; well met:”—at the worst 
(which is sure enough to folow such unreasonable good-humor, 
in a world like ours), clutches him by the throat, with, “Tyzan- 
nous son of pendition, shall I endure thee, then, and thy ine 
justices forever?” We are not yet got to the worst extreme, 
we hero in these Isles; but we are woll half-way towards it, I 
often think. 

Certainly, by any ballot-box, Jesus Christ goes juat as far 
as Judas Iscariot; and with reason, according to the New Gos- 
pels, Talmuds and Dismal Sciences of these days. Judas looks 
him/in the face; asks. proudly, Am not I as good as thou? 
Better, perhaps!" slapping his breeches-pocket, in which ia 
audible the cheerful jingle of thirty pieces of silver, “Thirty 
of them here, thon cowering pauper!” My philanthropic 
friends, if there be a state of matters under the stars which 
deserves the name of damnable and damned, this I percsive is 
it! Alas, I know well whence it came, and how it could not 
help coming;—and I continually pray the gods its errand 
were done, and it had begun to go its ways again. Vain hope, 
at least for a century to come! And there will be such a sedi- 
ment of Egyptian mud to sweep away, and to fish all haman 
things out of again, once this most sad though salutary deluge 
is well over, a5 the human species seldom had before. Patience, 
patience !— 

In fact, without real masters you cannot have servants; and | 
& moster is not made by thirty pieces or thirty million pieces 
of silver; only a sham-master is somade. ‘The Dismal Scienca 
of this epoch defines him to ba master good enough; but he is 
not such; you can see what kind of master he proves, what 
kind of servants ho manages to have, Accordingly, the state [ 
of British servuntship, of American helpship—I confess to 
you, my friends, if looking out for what was Zeus? human and 
heroic, least lovely to the Supreme Powers, I should not go to 
Carolina at this time; I should sorrowfully stay at home! 
Anstere philosophers, possessed even of cash, have talked to 
me about the possibility of doing without servants; of trying 
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somehow to serve yourself (boot-cleaning &e..done by 
and so escaping from a never-ending welter, dirtier for your 
mind than boot-cleaning iteelf, Of which tho porpetual fuctua- 
tion, and change from month to month, is probably the most 
inhuman element; the fruitful parent of all else that is evil, 
unendurable and inhuman, A poor Negro overworked on the 
Cuba sugar-grounde, he is sad to look upon; yet he inspires 
me with sacred pity, and a kind of human respect is not denied 
him; him, the hapless brother mortal, performing something 
‘useful in his day, and only suffering inhumanity, not doing it 
or being it. But with what feelings can I lock upon an over 
fed White Flunky, if I know his ways? Disloyal, suheroic, 
this one; ivhuman in his character, and his work, and his 
position; more 20 no creature evor was. Pity is not for bir, 
or not a soft kind of it; nor is any remedy visible, except 
abolition at no distant date! He is the flower of nomadie ser 
‘vitude, proceeding by month’s warning, and free supplyand- 
domand ; if obedionco is not in his hoart, if 
and mutiny are in his heart, and he has to be bribed by high 
feeding to do the shows of obedience, —what can await him, 
or be prayed for him, among mon, except even “abolition ®? 
‘Tho Duke of ‘Trumps, who sometimes does me the honor of 
a little conversation, owned that the state of his domestic ser 
‘vice was by no means satisfactory to the human mind. “Five- 
and-forty of them,” esid his Grace; “realty, I suppose, the 
loverest in the market, for there is no limit to the wages: I 
often think how many quict families, all down to the basis of 
society, I have disturbed, in attracting gradually, by higher 
and higher offers, that set of fellows to me; and what the use 
of them is when here! T feed them like aldermen, pay them 
as if they were sages and heroes ;— Samuel Johnson's wages, 
at the very Inst and beet, as I have heard you say, were £300 
or £500 a year; and Jellysnob, my butler, who indeed is 
clever, gets, I believe, more than the bighest of these sums, 
And, shall T own it to you? In my young days, with one valet, 
I had more troubles saved me, more help afforded me to live, 
—actually more of my will accomplished, —than from these 
forty-five Lnow get, or ever shall. It is al! a serious comedy ; 
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what you call a melancholy sham. Most civil, obsequious, antl 
indeed expert fellows these; but bid one of thom stop out of 
his regulated sphere on your behalf! An iron law presses on 
usall here; on them andon me. In my own house, bow much 
of my will can 1 havo done, dare I propose to hare done? 
Prudence, on my side, is preseribed by a joalous and ridiculous 
pointof-honor attitude on theirs. They lit here mors like a 
troop of forsign soldiers that had invaded me, than a body of 
servants I had hired. At fres quarters; wo havo strict laws 
of war established between us; thoy make their salutes, and 
do certain bits of specified work, with many becks and sorap- 
ings; but as to service, properly so called—! I lead the life 
of a servant, sir; it ie I that am a slave; and often I think of 
packing the whole brotherhood of them ont of doors one good 
day, and retiring to furnished lodgings ; but have never dono 
it yot!” —Such was the confession of his Grace, 

For, indood, in the long-run, it is not possible to buy obedi- 
ence with money. You may buy work done with money: from 
cleaning boots to building houses, and to far higher functions, 
there is much work bought with money, and got done in a sup- 
portable manner. But, mark withal, that is only from a class 
of supportably wise human creatures: from a huge and ever- 
inoreasing insupportably foolish class of human creatures you 
cannot buy work in that way; and the attempt in London 
itself, much more in Demerara, turns out a very “serious 
comedy” indoed | Who bas not heard of the Distressed Necdlo- 
women in these days? We have thirty thousand Distressed 
Noedlewomon, — the most of whom cannot sew a reasonable 
stitch; for they are, in fact, Mutinous Serving-maids, who, 
instead of learning to work and to oboy, loarnod to give warn- 
ing: “hen suit yourself, Ma'am!” Hapless enfranchised 
White Women, who took the “freedom” to serve the Devil 
with their faculties, instead of serving God or man; hapless 
souls, they were * enfranchised'’ to a most high degree, and 
had not the wisdom for so ticklish a prodicament, — “Then 
suit yournelf, Ma’am;" —and so have tumbled from one stage 
of folly to the other stage; and at last are on the street, with 
five hungry senses, and no available faculty whatever, Having 
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today.” Is not that a sight to set before the curious ? 


Women that my heart bleeds and my soul is heavy ; it is for 
the sight of such mad notions and such unblessed doings now 
all-prevalont among mankind, —alas, it is for such life-theories 
and such life-practices, and ghastly clear-starched life-hypoo- 
risies, playing their part under high Heaven, us 
inevitable and unaidable,—that the world of 
black and vile to me, and with all its guineas, in 
smells badly! Tt is not to the West Indies that T ran 
of all; and not thither with “enfranchisement” 
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whon I discern what “onfranchivement™ has led to im hope- 
fuler localities, I tell you again and again, he or she that 
will uot work, and in the anger of the gods canmot be com- 


pelled to work, shall die!’ And not ho or she only: 
alas, were it the guilty only!—But as yet we cannot help 


[Deep sitence inthe small remnant of audience ; — the gentleman 
in white trousers came in again, his creaking painfully awditle 
tw spite of efforts.) 

My friends, it is not good to be without a servant in this 
world; but to be without master, it appears, is a still fataler 
predicament for somo. Without a master, in certain cases, 
you become n Distressed Needlewoman, and cannot so mach 
as live, Happy he who has found his master, I will ‘say jif 
not a good master, then some supportable approximation to a 
good one; for the worst, it appears, in somo cases, is prefer 
able to none! 
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Happy he who has found a mastor;—and now, farther ) 
I will say, having found, let him well keep him. In all 
human relations permanency is what I advocate ; xomadiem, 
continual change, is what I perosive to be probibitory of any 
good whatsoever, Two mon that have got to co-operate will) 
do well not to quarrel at the first cause of offence, and throw 
up the concern in disgust, hoping to suit themselves better 
elsewhere, For the most part such hope is fallacious; and 
they will, om the averags, not suit themselves better, but only 
about as well, —and have to begin again dare, which loss often 


last “gather moss,” and yield some verdure 
© my friends, what a remedy is this we have fallen upon, | 
for everything that goes wrong. between one man and an- 
other: “Go, then; I give you a month’s warning!” What 
wonld you think of a sacrament of marriage constructed on 
such principles? Marriage by the month,—why this too 
has been tried, and is still extensively practised in spite of 
‘Law and Gospel; but it is not found to de! The 

the preacher, all rational mortals, answer, “No, nol” You 
must marry for longer than a month, and the contract not s0 
easily revocable, even should mistakes ocour, as thoy some- 
times do, 


vants that were bound to me, and to whom I were bound! 
Doubtless it were not easy; doubtless it 1s now impossible: 
but if it could be done! T say, if the Black gentleman is 
born to be a servant, and, in fact, is uscful in God’e creation 
only ag a servant, then lot him hire not 
by avery much longer term, ‘That he be 
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really hare ia the essence of the position he now holds! Com 
sider that matter, All elso is abuse in it, and this only is 
essonce;—and the abuses must be cleared away. They must 
and sball! Yes; and the thing itself seems to offer (its abuses 
once cleared away) a possibility of the most precious kind for 
the Black man and for us. Servants hired for lifo, or by a 
contract for a long period, and not easily dissoluble; so and 
not otherwise would all reasonable mortals, Black and White, 
wish to hire and to be hired! I invite you to reflect on that; 
for you will find it true. And if truc, it is important for us, 
in reference to this Negro Question and some others. The 
Germans say, “You must empty out the bathing-tub, but not 
the baby along with it.” Fling out your dirty water with all 
zeal, and eet it careering down the kennels; but try if you 
can keep the little child! 

How to abolish the abuses of slavery, and save the precious 
thing in it: alas, I do not pretend that this is easy, that it 
ean bo done in a day, or a single generation, or a single een 
tury: but I do surmise or perceive that it will, by straight 
methods or by circuitous, need to be done (not in the Waste 
Indian rogions alone); and that the one way of helping the 
Nogro at present (Distressed Needlewomon &-. being quite 
out of our reach) were, by piously and strenuously beginning 
it, Began it must be, I perceive; and carried on in all regions 
whore servants are born and masters; and aro not prepared 
to become Distressed Needlewomen, or Demerara Niggors, but 
to live in some human manner with one another. And truly, 
my friends, with regard to this world-famous Nigger Question, 
—which perhaps is louder than it is big, after all,—TI would 
advise you to attack it on that side. Try against the dirty 
water, with an eye to save the baby! That will be a quite 
new point of attack; where, it seems to me, some real benefit 
ani victory for the poor Negro, might before long be accom- 
plished; and something else than Demerara freedom (with 
its rumbottle and no breeches, —“ baby” quite gone down 
into the kennels!), or than Amorican stumporatery, with 
mutual exasperation fast rising to the desperate piteh, might 
be possible for philanthropic men and women of the Angle 
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Saxon type Try this; perhapes*the very Carolina planter 
will cooperate with you; he will, if he has any wisdom left 
im this exasperation! If he do not, he will do worse; and 
go astrange road with those Niggers of his. 

By one means or another these evormities we hear of 
from the Slave States, —though I think they are bardly so 
hideous, any of them, as the sight our own Demerare now 
offers, — must be heard of no more. Men will and must sum- 
mou “indignation-meetings ” about them; and simple persous, 
—like Wilhelm Meister’s Felix flying at the cook’s throat for 
plucking pigeons, yet himself seen shortly after pelting froge 
to death with pebbles that lay handy, — will agitate their 
caucuses, ballot-boxes, dissover tho Union, and, in short, play 
the very dovil, if these things aro not abated, and do not go 
on abating more und more towards perfect abolition. Unjust 
master over servant Aired sor life is, once for all, and shall 
be, unendurable to human souls, To cué the tio, and “fling 
Farmer Hodge’s horaea quite loose” upon the supply-and« 
demand principle : that, I will believe, is not the method! 


got to treat his horses justly, for we cannot stand it longer: 
And let Hodge think well of it, —I mean the American two- 
footed Hodge, —for there is no other salvation for hi. And 
if he would avoid « consummation like our Demerara one, T 
would advise him to know this secret; which our poor Hodge 
did not know, or would not practise, and so is come to such 
a pass !— Here is part of my answer to the Hon. Hickory 
Buckskin, a senator in those Southern States, and man of 
really respectable attainments and dimensions, who in his 
despair appears to be entertaining very violent projects now 
and then, as to aniting with our Wost Indies (under a New 
Downing Street), forming a West-Indian empire, &e. &o. 
“The New Downing Street, 1 take ity is of a great distance 
hore; and we shall wait yet awhile for it, and run good risk 
of losing all our Colonies before we can discover the way of 
managing them. On that side do not reckon upon help. Ab 
Simyseies tes cena cncioret em a yon eral 
Vol. 16—U. 
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discuss the propriety of severing the Union,’ and that the 
resolution should be general ‘you will rather dic,’ &, A 
man, haying certified, himself about his trade and post under 
the sun, is actually called upon to ‘die’ in vindication of it, 
if needful; in defending the possibilities he has of carrying 
it on, and eschewing with it the belly of Perdition, when ex- 
traneous Lusanity is pushing it thither. All this I presuppose 
of you, of men born of your lineage; and have not & ward to 
say agains it. 

“Meanwhile suffer me to say this other thing. You will 
not find Negro Slavery defensible by the mere resolution, 
never so extensive, to defend it No, there is another eam- 
dition wanted: That your relation to the Negroes, in this 
thing called Slayory (with such an omphaeis upon the word) 
be actually fair, just and according to the facts ;—fair, I 
say, not in the sight of New-England platforms, but of God 
Almighty the Maker of both Negroes and you. That is the 
one ground on which mon can take their stand; in the long- 
run all human canses, and this cause too, will come to be 
settled there. Forgive me for saying that I do not think you 
have yet gob to that point of perfection with your Negro re- 
lations; that there is probably much in them net fairy nor 
agreeable to the Maker of us; and to the eternal laws of fact 
as written in the Negro’s being and in ours. 

“Tho advice of advices, thersfore, to men so cirenmstancod 
‘were, With all diligence make them so! Otherwise than so, 
they are doomed by Earth and by Heaven, Demerara nay be 
the maddest remedy, os I think it is a very mad one; but 
some romedy we must have; or if nono, thon destruction and 
annihilation, by the Demerara or a worse method. ‘Theso 
things it would behoove you of the Southern States, above all 
men, to be now thinking of, How to make the Negro’s pusi- 
tion among his White fellow-creatures a just one, —the real and 
geauine expression of what commandment the Maker has given 
to both of you, by making the one of you thus and the other 
80, and putting you in juxtaposition on this Karth of His? 
That you should ewt the ligature, and say, ‘Hoe has made os 
equal,’ would be saying a palpable falsity, big with hideous 
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ruin for all concerned in it: I hope and believe, you, with 
example before you, will say something much better 


yourselves, will roquire to be said! And I @o not pretond 
that it will be easy or soon dome, to get a proper code of laws 
(and. still more dificult, a proper system of habits, ways of 
thinking, for a basis to such ‘code') on the rights of Negroes 
and Whites, But that also, you may depend upon it, has 
fallen to White men as a duty;—to you now in the first 
place, after our sad failure. And unless you can do it, be 


“Or perhaps you have already begun? Persist 

if so; but at all events, begin! For example, ought there not 
to be in every Slave State, a fixed legal sum, om paying which, 
any Black man was entitled to demand his freedom? Settle 
o fair sum; and let it stand fixed by law. If the poor Black 
can, by forethought, industry, self-denial, accumulate this eum, 
has ho not proved the actual ‘freedom’ of his soul, toa fair 
extent: in God's name, why will you keep his body captive ? 
Tt secms to mo, a well-considered law of this kind might do 
you invaluable servioe:—might it not be a real enfery-valve, 
and ever-open chimney, for that down-pressed Slave-world with 
whatever injustices are still in it; whereby all the stronger 
and really worthier elements would escape peaceably, as they 
arose, instead of accumulating there, and convulsing you, as 
now ? ‘Or nguiny lock at the Serfs of the Middle Ages: thoy! 
married and gave in marriage; nay, they could not even be 
divereed from their natal soil; had home, family, and a treat 
ment that was human. Many laws, and gradually « whole 
code of laws, on this matter, could be made! And will havo 
to be made; if you would avoid the ugly Demerara issue, 
or even uglicr whieh may be in store. I can see no other 
road for you. ‘This new question has arisen, million-voiced; 
‘What are the wages of a Black scrvant, hired for life by 
White men?’ ‘This quostion must be answered, in some 
not insupportably erroneous way : gods and men are warning 








484 CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 


you that you must answer it, if you would continue there 1? — 
The Hon, Hickory never acknowledged my letter; but I hope 
bo is getting om with tho advice I gave him, all the same! “~ 


[~ For the rest, I never thought the “rights of Negroes” 
worth much discussing, nor the rights of men in any form; 
the grand point, as I once said, is the mights of mon,—what 
portion of their rights" they havea chance of getting sorted 

and realized, in this confused world, We will not go 
into the question here about the Nogro’s rights, We 

. Will givea single glance into it, and see, for one thing, how 
complex it is. 

‘West-Indian Islands, still full of waste fertility, produce 
abvindant pumpkins; pumpkins, however, you will observe, 
are not the sole requisite for haman well-being. No; for a 
pig they are the one thing needful; but for a man they are 
only the first of soveral things needful. The first is here; 
but the second and remaining, how aro they to be got? The 
answer is wide as human society itself. Society at large, as 
instituted in each country of the world, is the answer such 
country has been able to give: Here, in this poor country, the 
rights of man and the mights of man are—such and sucht 
An approximate answer to a question capable only af better 
and better solutions, never of any perfect, or absolutely good. 
one, Nay, if we inquire, with much narrower scope, a8 to the 
right of chief managemont in cultivating those WestIndia 
lands: as to the “right of property" so called, and of doing 
what you like with your own? Even this question is abstruse 
enough. Who it may be that has a right to raise pumpkins 
and other produce on those Talands, perhaps nope can, except 
temporarily, decide. The Islands are good withal for pepper, 
for sugar, for sago, arrow-root, for coffee, perhaps for cinnamon 
and precious spices; things far nobler than pumpkins; amd 
leading towards Commerces, Arts, Polities and Social Devel» 
opments, which alone are the noble product, where men (and 
not pigs with pumpkins) are the purties concerned! Woll, all 
this frait too, fruit spicy and commercial, fruit spiritual and 
celestial, so farsbeyond the merely pumpkinish and grossly 
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terrene, lies in the West-India lands: and the ultimate “pro 
prictorship ” of them,—why, I suppose, it will vest im him 
who can the dest eduge from them whatover ofcnoble produce 
they were created fit for yielding. He, I compute, is the real 
“Vioegerent of the Maker” there; in him, better aud better 
chosen, and not in another, is the “property ” vested by decrea 
of Heaven’s chancery itself | 

Up to this time it is the Saxon British mainly; they 
hitherto have cultivated with some manfulness: and when 
a manfuler class of cultivators, stronger, worthier to have 
such land, abler to bring fruit from it, shall make their ap- 
pearance, —they, doubt it not, by fortune of war, and other 
confused negotiation and vicissitude, will be declared by 
Nature and Fact to de the worthics, and will become proprie- 
tors, — parhaps also only for a time, That is the law, I take 
it; ultimate, supreme, for all lands in all countries under this 
sky. The one perfect eternal proprietor is the Maker who 
created thom: the temporary better or worse proprictor is he 
whom the Maker has sent on that mission; he who the best 
hitherto can educe from said lands the beneficent gifts the 
Maker endowed them with; or, which is but another definition 
of the same perton, he who leads hitherto the manfulest life 
on that bit of soil, doing, better than another yet found can 
do, the Eternal Parpose and Supreme Will there. 

And now observe, my friends, it was not Black Quashee, or 
those he represents, that made those West-India Islands what 
they are, or can, by any hypothesis, be considered to have the 
right of growing pumpkins there. For countless ages, singe 
they first mounted oczy, on the back of earthquakes, from 
their dark bed in the Ocean deeps, and reeking saluted the 
tropical Sun, and ever onwards till the European white man 
first saw them some three short centuries ago, these Islands 
had produced mere jangle, gavagery, poison-reptiles and 
swamp-malaria ; till the whita European first saw them, they 
were as if not yet created, —their noble elements of cinnamon, 
sugar, coffee, pepper black and gray, lying all asleop, waiting 
the white enchanter who should gay to them, Awake! ‘Till 
the end of human history and the sounding of the Trump of 
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Doom, they might have lain so, had Quashoe and the like of 
him been the only artists inthe game. Swamps, fererjungles, 
man-ating Caribs, rattlesnakes, and reeking waste and putre- 
faction, this had been the produce of them under the incompe- 
tont Caribal (what we call Cannibal) possessors, till that time; 
and Quashee knows, himself, whether ever ho could have 
introduced an improvement Him, had he by o mirmeulous 
chance been wafted thither, tho Caribals would have eaten, 
rolling him asa fat morsel under their tongue; for him, till 
the sounding of the Trump of Doom, the rattlesnakes and 
savageries would have held on their way. It waa nob he, 
then; it was another than he! Never by art of his oowld one 
pumpkin have grown there to solace any human throat; 
nothing but savagery and reeking putrefaction could have 
grown there. ‘Theee plentiful pumpkins, I say therefore, aro 
not Kis: no, they are another's; they are his only undor 
conditions. Conditions which Exeter Hall, for the present, 
has forgotten; but which Nature and the Eternal Powers 
have by no manner of means forgotten, but do at all moments 
keep in mind; and, at the right moment, will, with the due 
impressiveness, perhaps in a rather terrible manner, bring 
again to our mind also! 

[~ If Quashes will not honestly aid in bringing ont those 
sugars, clnonamons and nobler products of the West-Indian 
Islands, for the benefit of all mankind, then I say neither 
will the Powers permit Quashee to continue growing pimp. 

[kins there for his own lazy benefit; but will shear him out, 
by and by, like a lazy gourd overshadowing rich ground; him 
and all that partake with him,—perhaps in a very terrible 
manner. For, under favor of Exeter Hall, tho “terrible man- 
ner” is not yet quite extinct with the Destinies in thix Tni- 
verse; nor will it quite cease, I apprehend, for soft sonwder 
or philanthropic stump-oratory now or henceforth. No; the 
gods wish besides pumpkins, that spicos and valuable prode 
ucts be grown in their West Indies; thus much they have 
declared in so making the West Indi; ~ infinitely more they 
wish, that manful industrious men occupy their West Indies, 
not indolent two-leggnd oath, however “happy” over their 
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abundant pumpkins! Both these things, we may be assured, 
the immortal gods have decided upon, passed their eternal 
Act of Parliament for: and both of)themjthough all terres- 
trial Parliaments and entities oppose it to the death, shall be 
done, Quashes, if he will not help in bringing out the spices, | 
will get himself made a slave again (which state will be a 
littlo less ugly than his present one), and with beneficent whip, 
since other methods avail not, will be compelled to work. | 

‘Or, alas, let him look across to Haiti, and trace a far sterner 
prophecy! Let him, by his ugliness, idlenees, rebellion, banish 
all White men from the West Indies, and make it all one 
Haiti,—with little or no sugar growing, black Peter exter- 
minating black Paul, and where a garden of the Hesperides 
might be, nothing but a tropleal dog-kennel and pestiferous 
jungle, —does he think that will forever continue pleasant to 
gods and men? I see men, the rose-pink cant all peeled away 

* from them, land one day on those black ecasts; men sent by 
the Laws of this Universe, and inexorable Course of Things; 
men hungry for gold, remorseless, fierce as the old Buccaneers 
wore; and a doom for Quashee which I had rather not con- 
template! The gods are long-suffering; but the law from 
the beginning was, He that will not work shall perish from 
the earth ; and the patience of the gods has limits ! 

Before the West Indies could grow a pumpkin for any) 
Negro, how much European heroism had to spend itself in 
obscure battle; to sink, in mortal agony, before the jungles, 
the putroseences and waste savageries could become arable, 
and the Devils bo in some measure chained there! ata 
West Indies grow pine-apples, and sweet fruits, and spices} 
we hope they will one day grow beautiful Heroic human Lives 
too, which is surely the ultimate object they were made for: 
beantiful souls and brave; sages, poets, what not; making 
the Earth wobler round them, as their kindred from of old 
have been doing; truo “splinters of the old Harz Rock;” 
heroie white men, worthy to be called old Saxons, browned 
with a mahogany tint im those new climates and conilitions, 
But under the soil of Jamaica, before it could even produce 
spices or any pumpkin, the bones of many thousagd British 








488 CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 


men had to be laid. Brave Colonel Fortescue, brave Colonel 
Sodgwick, brave Colonel Brayne,—tho dust of many thousand 
strong old “Englith hearts lies there; worn down swiftly in 
frightful travail, ‘chaining the Devils, which were manifold. 
Heroic Blake contributed a bit of his life to that Jamaion, 
‘A bit of the great Proteetor's own life lies there; beneath 
those pumpkins lies a bit of the life that was Oliver Crom- 
well's| How the great Protector would have rejoioad to 
think, that all this was to issue in growing pumpkins to keep 
Qnashee in a comfortably idle condition! No; that is not the 
ultimate issne ; not that. 

‘The WesbIndian Whites, so soon as this bewildermont of 
philanthropic and other jargon abates from them, and their 
poor eyes get to discern a little what the Facts are and what 
the Laws are, will strike into another course, I apprehend! 
I apprehend they will, as a preliminary, resolutely refuse to 
permit the Black man any privilege whatever of pumpkins 
till he agree for work in return. Not a square inch of soil 
in those fruitful Isles, purchased by British blood, shall any 
Black man hold’ to grow pumpkins for him, except on terms 
that are fair towards Britain. Fair; see that they be not 
unfair, not towards ourselves, and still more, not towards him. 
For injustice is forever accursed: and precisely our unfairness 
towurds the enslaved Black man has — by inevitable reval- 
sion and fated turn of the wheel— brought about these pres 
‘ent confusions. 

Pair towards Britain it will be, that Quashee give work for 
priviloge to grow pumpkins, Not a pumpkin, Quasheo, not 
a square yard of soil, till you agree to do the State so many 
days of service, Annually that soil will grow you pumpleins 
but annually algo, without fail, ehall you, for the owner thereof, 
do your appomted days of labor, ‘The State has plenty af 
waste soil; but the State will religiously give you noné of it 
on other terms. The State wants sugar from these Islands, 
and means to have it; wants virtuous industry in these Islands, 
and must have it The State demands of you such service 
as will being these results, this latter result which includes 
all, Not @ Black Ircland, by immigration, and boundless 
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black supply for the demand; not that, —may the gods 
bid!—but a regulated West Lndies, with black working popu- 
lation in adequate numbers; all “happysi! if they find it 
possible; and 2 dntirely unbewutiful to gods and men, which 
Jatter result they must find possible! All “happy” enough; 
that is to say, all working according to the faculty they have 
got, making & little more divine this Earth which the gods 
have givon them. Is there any other “ happiness,"—if it 
be not that of pigs fattening daily to the elaughter? So will 
the State speak by and by. 

Any poor idle Black man, any idle White man, rich or poor, 
is a mere eye-sorrow to the State; a perpetual blister on the 
skin of the State. The Stato is taking measures, some of them 
rather extensive, in Europe at this very time, and already, as 
in Paris, Berlin and elsewhere, rather tremendous measures, to 
got ite xich white men sct to work; for alas, thoy alao havo 
long sat Negrolike up to the ears in pumpkin, regardless of 
“work,” and of a world all going to waste for their idleness! 
Extensive measures, I say; and already (as, in all European 
lands, this acandalous Year of stroct-barricades and fugitive 
sham-kings exhibits) tremendous measures; for the thing is 
‘urgent to be done. 

‘The thing mast be done everywhere; must ia the word. 
Only it is so terribly difficult to do; and will take generations 
yet, this of getting our rich European white men “set to work"! 
But yours in the West Indies, my obscure Black friends, your 
work, and the gotting of you set to it, is a simple affairs and 
by diligence, the West-Indian legislatures, and Royal govern 
org, setting their faces fairly to the problem, will get it done. 
You are not “slaves” now; nor do I wish, if it can be avoided, 
‘to soo you slaves again: but decidedly you will have to be ser- 
vants to those that are born siser than. you, that are born 
lords of you; servants to the Whites, if they are (as what mor- 
tal can doubt they are?) born wiser than you. That, you may 
depend on it, my obscure Black friends, is and was always the 
Law of the World, for you and for all men: ‘To de servants, 
the moro foolish of us to the more wise; and only sorrow, 
futility and disappointment will betide both, till both in. 
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approximate dagroo get to conform to the same. Heaven's 
laws are not repealable by Earth, however Earth may try, 
and it kas been trying hard, in some directions, of Tate! 
Tay, no well-being, and in the end no being at all, will be 
possible for you or us, if the law of Heaven is not complied 
with, And if “slave” mean essentially “servant hired for 
life," —for life, or by « contract of long continuance and not! 
easily dissoluble, —I ask onco more, Whetbor, in all haman 
things, the “contract of long continuance ” is not precisely the 
contract to be desired, were the right terms once found for it? 
Servant hired for life, were the right terma once found, which 
I do not pretend they are, seems to mo much preferable to 
servant hired for the month, or by contract: dissoluble in a 
day. What that amounts to, we have known, and our thirty 
thousand Distressed Astronomers have known; and we don’t 
want that! [Some assent in the small remnant of an audience, 
“ Silence!” from the Chair.) 

‘To state articulately, and put into practical Law-books, what 
on all sides is frir from the West-Indian White to the West 
Indian Black; what relations the Eternal Maker Aas estab 
lished between these two creatures of His; what He has 
written down with intricate but ineffaceable record, legible to 
candid human insight, in the respective qualities, strengths, 
necessities and capabilities of each of the two: this, as T told 
the Hon. Hickory my Carolina correspondent, will be a long 
Problem; only to be solved by continuous human ondearor, 
and earnest effort gradually perfecting itself as 
successively yields new light to it. ‘This will be to “ind the 
Fight terms ;” terms of a contract that will endure, and be 
sanctioned by Heavon, and obtain prosperity om Barth, be 
tween the two. A long problem, terribly neglected. hitherto 5 
—whenes these West-Indian sorrows, and ExeterHall mon 
strosities, just now! Buta problem which must be onterod. 
upon, and hy degrees be completed. A problem whieh, I thinks, 
the English People also, if they mean to retain human Gi 
and not Black Irelands in nddition to the White, cannot begin 
too soon. What are the true relations between Nogro and 
White, their mutual duties under the sight of the Maker of 
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them both; what human laws will assist both to comply more 
and more with these? ‘The solution, only to be gained by 
earnest endeavor, and sincere reading of experiente, such as 
have never yet been bestowed on it, isnot yet here; the solu- 
tion is perhaps still distant. But some approximation to it, 
various real approximations, could be mado, and must be mado: 
—this of declaring that Negro and White are unrelated, loose 
from one another, on a footing of perfect equality, and sub- 
ject to no law but that of supply-and-demand according to the 
Dismal Science; this, which contradicts the palpablost facts, 
is clearly no solution, but a cutting of the knot asunder; and 
evory hour we persist in this is leading us towards dissolution 
instead of solution! 

What, then, ia practically to be done by us. poor English 
with our Demerara and other blacks ? Well, in such a mess 
as we have made thero, it is not casy saying what is first to be 
done! But all this of perfect equality, of cutting quite loose ~ 
from one another; all this, with immigration loan,” “happi-_ 
ness of black peasantry,” and the other melancholy stuff that 
‘has followed from it, will first of all require to be undone, and 
the ground cleared of it, by way of preliminary to “doing”! 
After that there may several things be possible. 

Already one hears of Black Adscripti glee ; which seems a 
promising arrangement, one of the first to suggest itself in 
such acomplicacy. It appears the Dutch Blacks, in Java, aro 
already a kind of Adscripts, after the mauner of the old Buro- 
pean serfs; bound, by royal authority, to give so many days 
of work a year. Is not this something like a real approxima- 
tion; the first step towards all manner of such? Wherever, 
in British territory, there exists a Black man, and needful 
work to tho just extent is not to be got out of him, such a law, 
in defect of better, should be brought to bear upon said Black 
man! How many laws of like purport, conceivable some of 
them, might be brought to bear upon the Black man and the 
White, with all despatsh by way of solution instead of disso- 
lution to their complicated dase just now! On the whole, it 
ought to be rendered possible, ought it not, for White men to 
live beside Black men, and in some just manner to command 
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Black men, and produce Wost-Indian fruitfulness by means of 
them? West-Indian fruitfulness will need to be produced. If 
the English carfiot find the method for that, they may resti 
assured there will another come (Brother Jonathan or still’ 
another) who can. He it is whom the gnds will bid continue 
in the West Indies; bidding us ignominiously, “Depart, yo 
quack-ridden, incompetent 1” — 


‘One Other remark, as to the present Trade in Slaves, and to 
our suppression of the same, If buying of Black warcaptires 
in Africa, and bringing them over to the Sugar-Islands for ealo 
again be, as Ithink it is, 2 contradiction of the Laws of this 
Universe, let us heartily pray Heaven to end the practice; let 
us oursclves help Heaven to ond it; wherever the opportanity 
is given. If it be the most flagrant and alarming contradiction 
to the said Lawa which is now witnessed on this Barth; so 
flagrant and alarming that a just man cannot exist, and follow 
his affairs, in the same Planet with it; why, then indeed — 
But is it, quite certainly, mch ? Alas, look at that group of 
unsold, unbonght, unmarketable Trish “free” citizens, dying 
there in the ditch, whither my Lord of Rackrent and the cope 
stitutional sheriffy have evicted them; or at those “divine 
missionaries,” of the same free country, now traversing, with 
rags on back, and child on each arm, the principal thorough- 
fares of London, to tell men what “freedom “ really is;—and 
admit that there may be doubts on that point! But if it a, I 
say, the most alarming contradiction to the said Laws whieh 
is now witnessed on this enrth ; so flagrant a contradiction that 
& just man carmot exist, and follow his affairs, in the same 
Planet with it, then, sure enongh, let us, in God’s name, 
aside all our affairs, and hasten ont to put an end to it, as the 
first thing the Heavens want us to do, By all manner of 
means. ‘This thing done, the Heavens will prosper all other 
things with us! Not a doubt of it, —provided your premiso 
be not doubtfal. ‘ 

But now, furthormore, give mo leave to ask, Whether the 
way of doing it is this somewhat surprising ono, of trying to 
Wloekade the Continent of Africa itself, and to wateh slave. 


- 
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ships along that extremely extensive and unwholesome coast ? 
‘The enterprise is very gigantic; and proves hitherto as futile 
as any enterprise has lately done. Curtain aise men once, 
before this, set about confining the cuckoo by a big circular 
wall; but they conld not manage it!— Watch the coast of 
Africa? That is a very long Coast; good part of the Coast 
of the terraqueous Globe! And the living centres of this 
slave mischief, the live coals that produce all this world-wide 
smoke, it appears, lio simply in two points, Cuba and Brazil, 
which ave perfectly accossible and manageable, 

If the Laws of Heaven do authorize you to keep the whole 
world in 4 pother about this question; if you really can appeal 
to the Almighty God upon it, and set common interests, and 
terrestrial considerations, and common sense, at deflance in 
behalf of it,— why, in Heaven’s name, not go to Cuba and 
Brazil with a sufficiency of Seventy-fours; and signify to those 
nefarious countries : * Nefarious countries, your procedure on. 
the Negro Question is too bad ; see, of all the solecisms now sub- 
mitted to on Earth, it is the most alarming and transcendent, 
and, in fact, is such that a just man cannot follow his affairs 
any longer in the same Planet with it. You clearly will not, you 
nefarious populations, for love or fear, watching or entreaty, 
respect the rights of the Negro enough ; — wherefore we here, 
with our Seventy-fours, are come to be King over you, and will 
on the spot henceforth see for ourselves that you do it!” 

Why not, if Heaven do send us? The thing can be done; 
easily, if you aro sure of that proviso. It can be done: it is 
the way to “suppress the Slave-trade;” and so far as yet 
appears, the one way. 

afses thinking people; — it hacratealingpetvail tn elpikialy 
upendurable extent, will you station polico-officers at every 
hen-roost; and kee thom watching and cruising incessantly 
to and fro over the Parish, in the unwholesome dark, at enor- 
mous expenee, with almost no effect? Or will you not try 
rather to discover where the fox's den is, and Kil the fox 
Which of those two things will you do? Most | ti 
ple, you know the fox and his den; there he 7 
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O my friends, T feel thero is an immense fund of Human 
Stupidity circulating among us, and much clogging our affairs 
for some time past! A certain man has called us, “of all 
peoples the wisest in action; ” but he added, "the stupidest 
in speech:"—and it isa sore thing, in these constitutional 
times, times mainly of universal Parliamentary and other 
Eloquence, that the “speakers” have all first to emit, in such 
tumultuous volumos, their human stupor, as the indispensable 
preliminary, avd everywhere we must first see that and its 

[zene out, before beginning any business. — (Zxplici¢ BFS.) 








TWO RUNDRED AND FIFTY YEARS AGO? 
DUELLING. 


Dvxtxrna, in Queen Elizabeth's reign, was very prevalent; 
nor has it abated in King James's. It is ono of the sinceritics 
of Human Life, which bursts through the thickest-quilted 
formulas; and in Norse-Pagan, in Christian, New-Christian, 
and all manuer of ages, will, one way or the other, contrive 
to show iteclf. 

A background of wrath, which can be stirred up to the 
murderous infernal piteh, does He in every man, in every 
creature; this is fact which cannot be contradicted ; — which 
indeed is but another phasis of the more gonoral fact, that 
every one of us is a Self, that every one of us calls himself Z 
How can you be a Self, and not have tendencies to self<iefence! 
This background of wrath,— which surely ought to blaze out 
aa veldom as possible, and then as nobly as possible, —may be 
defined as no other than the general radical fire, in its least 
elaborated shape, whereof Life itself is composed. Its least- 
elaborated shape, this flash of accursed murderous rage ;—as 
the glance of mother’s-love, and all intermediate warmths and 
energies and genialities, are the same element better elaborated, © 
Certainly the elaboration is an immense matter, — indeed, is 
the whole matter! But the figure, moreover, under which 


from Irish Shillolabs, from Arkansas Bowie-knives, up to a 
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deliberate Norse Holmgang, to any civilized Wager of Battle, 
the distance is great. 

Certain small fractions of eveuts in this kind, which give us 
a direct glance’ into"Haman Existence in thoso days, are per 
haps, in the dim scarcity of all events that are not dead and 
torpid, worth snatching from the general leaden haze of my 
erudite friend, and saving from bottomless Nox for o while. 





No L 
HOLLES OF HAUGHTON. 


Jonsx Hories, Esqvine, or, to speak properly, Sir Jonn 
Holles, of Hanghton, in Notts; the same Sir Johan whom we saw 
lately tnade Comptroller of the Prince’s Household ;—an indig- 
nant man, not without some relation to us hero: John Holles 
indignantly called it * political simony” this solling of honars 5 
which indeed it was: bnt what then? It was dosble, it was 
done for others; it was desirable to John also, who possessed 
the requisite cash. He was come of London citizens, had 
got broad lands and manors, Hanghton, Erby and others ; had 
wealth in abundance,—“his father used to keep a troop of 
players:” he now, in this opoch, for a consideration of £10,000, 
gets himeelf made Earl of Clare. We invite our readers to 
Took back some twoscore years upon his history, and notice 
slightly the following circumstances there. 

John Holles, Esquire, of Haughton, in Notts, a youth of 
fortune, spirit and accomplishment, who had already seem ser 
viee under the Veres, the Frobishers, by land and sea, did in 
1591, in his twenty-sixth year, marry his fair nelghbor, Am 
Stanhope ;— Mistress Anne Stanhope, daughter of Sir Thomas 
Stanhope, in those parts, from whom innumerable Chester 
fields, Harringtons and other Stanhopes extant to this | 
day descend, This fair Anne Stanhope, beautiful in her far 
dingales and antiquarian head-gear, had been the lady of John 
Holles’s heart in those old times; and he married her, thinking 
it no harm. But the Shrewsburys, of Worksop, tock offence 
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atit In his father’s time, who kept the troop of players and 
did other things, John Holles had been bespoken for a dangh- 
ter of the Shrewsburys; and now here has hei.gone over to 
the Stanhopes, enemies of the house of Shrewsbury. TI] blood 
in consequence; ferment of high humors; a Montagueand- 
Copulot business; the very retainers, on both sides, biting 
thumbs at one another, 

Puilsey, a retainer on the Shrewsbury Worksop side, bit his 
thumb at Orme, « retaincr on the Holles Haughton side; was 
called out with drawn rapier; was slain on the spot, like fiery 
‘Tybalt, and never bit his thumb more. Orme, poor man, was 
tried for murder; but of course the Holleses and the Stan- 
hopes could not lct him be hanged; they made intervst, they 
foe’d law-counsel, — they smuggled him away to Ireland, and 
he could not be hanged. Wherenpon Gervase Markham, 
passably loose-tongued, looseliving gentleman, sworr squire- 
of-dames to the Dowager of Shrewsbury, took upon himpelf 
to say publicly, “That John Holles was himself privy to 

murder; that John Helles himself, if justice were 
done —!” And thereupon John Holles,at Haughton, in Notts, 


“ For Gerease Markham. 


“Whereas you have said that I was guilty of that villany 
of Orme in the death of Pudsey, I affirm that you lie, and lie 
fike a villain; which T shall be ready to make good upon 
yourself, or upon any gentleman my equal living. — 

“Jonx Houtes.” 


Gorvase Markham, called upon in this emphatic way, an- 
swered, “Yea, bo would fight; cortainly ;—and it should be 
in Worksop Park, on such a day as wold suit Holes best,” 
Worksop Park; locked Park of the Shrewsbury! Holes, 
being in his sound wits, cannot consent to fight theres and 
Markham and the world silently insinuate,“ Are you subject 
to niveties in your fighting, then ? Rendier, after all, with 
your tongue than with your rapier?” ‘These now intoleri 
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Lilities John Holes had to pocket as he could, to keop olose 
in tho scabbard, beside his rapier, till perhaps a day would 
come.) i " 

Time went on: John Holles bad a sons thea, in 1507, a 
second son, Denzil by nume. Denzil Holles, Oliver Crom- 
wells Denzil: yes, reader, this is he; come into the world 
not withont omens! For at his christening, Lady Stanhope, 
glad matron, came as grandmother and godmother ; and Holles, 
like a dutiful son-indaw, escorted her honewards through the 
Forest again. Forest of merry Sherwood, where Robin Hood 
‘and others used to inhabit; that way lies their road, And 
now, riding so towards Shelton House, through the glades of 
Sherwood, whom should they chance to meet but Gervase 
Markham also ambling along, with some few in his company t 
Here, then, had the hour arrived. 

With slight salutation and time of day, the two parties 
passed on: but Holles, with convoniont colority, took Wave of 
his motherindaw: “Adieu, noble Madam, it is all straight 
road now!" Waving a fond adieu, Holles gallops back 
through Sherwood glades; overtakes Markham; with brief 
emphasis, bids him dismount, and stand upon his gaan’. And 
so the rapiers are flashing and jingling in the Forest of Sher- 
wood; and two men are flourishing and foncing, their intents 
deadly and not charitable. “Markham,” eried Holles, “guard 
yourself better, or I shall spoil you presently; " for Mark. 
ham, thrown into a flurry, fences ill; in fact, rather capers 
and flourishes than fences; his antagonist standing steady im 
his place the while, supple as an eel, alert as a serpent, and 
with a sting in him too, See, in few passes, our alert Holes 
has ended the cuporing of Markham ; has pierced and spitted 
him through the lower abdominal regions, in very important 
quarters of the body, “coming out at the small of the back" 
‘That, apparently, will do for Markham ; loose-tongued, loose 
living Gervase Markham lies low, having got enough. Visible 
to na there, in the glades of ancient Sherwood, in the 
of long-vanished years! © Dryasdust, was there not a Hie 
man Existence going on there too; of hues other than the 
leaden-hazy ? The fruit-trees looked all leafy, blossomy, my 
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erudite friend, and the Life-tree Igdrasil which fills this Uni- 
verse; and they had not yet rotted to brown peat! Torpid 
events shall be simply damaabie, and continually claim oblivion 
>from all souls; but the smallest fractions of events not torpid 
shall be welcome. John Holles, “with his man Acton," leay- 
ing Markham in this sated condition, ride home to Haughton 
with questionable thoughts. 

Nevertheless Markham did not die. He was carried home 
to Worksop, pale, hopeless; pierced in important quarters of 
the body: and the Earl of Shrewsbury “gathorod a bundred 
retainers to appreliend Holles;" and contrariwise the Earl of 
Sheffield came to Haughton with fifty retainers to protect 
Holles;—and in the mean while Markham began to show 
symptoms of recovering, and the retainers dispersed them- 
xelves again. ‘The Doctor declared that Markham would live ; 
ut that,—but that— Here, we will suppose, the Doctor 
traggi-comically shook his head, pleading the imperfections of 
language! Markbara did live long after; breaking several of 
the commandments, but keeping one of them it is charitably 
believed. For the rest, having “vowed never to eat supper 
nor to take the sacrament” till ho was revenged on Holles, he 
aid not enjoy either of those consolations in this world.* 

Such doings went forward in Sherwood Forest and im our 
English Life-arena elsewhere; the trocs being ss yet all grean 
and leafy. 





No. 1. 
CROYDON RACES, 


Sanpaxaratve Hay, and other Scotch favorites of King 
James, have transiently gleamed athwart us; their sumber is 
in excess, ot in defect. These hungry magnificent individ. 
uals, of whom Sardanapalus Hay is one, and supreme Car an- 
other, are an oye-sorrow to English subjects; and sour looks, 

1 ‘The above facts are given In Gorvaso Hollos’s Manuscript Memoirs of 
the Family of Halles ia Biographia Britannica, § Holles) ; a Manuscript which 
some of our Drynadust Societies ought to print vs 
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bitter gibes, followed by duels within and without the vorga, 
keep his Majesty's pacificatory hand in use. How many duels 
has he eolderediup, with difficulty: for the English are of » 
grim hamor when soured; and the Scotch too are flerce and 
proud; and it is a trugulent swashbuckler age, ready with its 
stroke, in whatever else it may be wanting, 

Scotch Maxwell, James Maxwell, Usher of the Black or 
some kind of Rod, did he not, in his insolent sardonic way, 
of which he is capable, take a certain young tastefnily dizened 
English goutleman by the bandstring, nay perhaps by the ear 
ring and its appendage, by same black ribbon in or about the 
ear; and so, by the ribbon, lead him ont from the Royal Pres- 
‘enee, —as if he had been a nondescript in Natural History; 
some tame rabbit, of wnueual sizo and aspect, with ribbon im 
ite eur! Such touches of sardonic humor please me little 
The Four Inns of Court were in deadly emotion; and fash- 
fonable Young England im general demanded satisfaction, 
with a growl that was tremendous enough. Sardonic Max- 
well had to apologize in the completest: manner, and be 
more wary in future how he led out fashionable young gem 
tlemen. 

“ Beati pacifiot, Happy are the peacemakers,” said ‘his 
Majesty always. Good Majesty ; shining examples of justion 
too he is prepared to afford; and has a snarl in him which 
ean occasionally bite. OF Crichton Lord Sanquhar, from the 
pleasant valley of Nith,—how the Fencing-master accident 
ally pricked an eye oub of him, and he forgave it; how, mnéh 
wrought upon afterwards, he was at last induced to have the 
Feneing-master assassinated ;—and to have himself executed. 
in Palaceyard in consequence, and his two assassin servants 
hanged in Fleet Street; rongh Border serving-men of all 
work, too unregardful of the gallows: of this unadinizable 





Crichton the whole world heard, not without pity, and cam 


still hear? ' 
This of Croydon Races, too, if we read old Osorne with 
reflection, will become significant of many things, How the 
Faces were going on, a new dolightful invention of that ago; 
7 ¥ State Trials, ° 
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and Croydon Heath was populous with multitudes come to 
see; and between James Ramsay of the Dalhousie Ramsays, 
and Philip Herbert of the Montgomery Herberts there rose 
sudden strife; sharp passages of wit;—-ending in a sharp 
stroke of Ramsay’s switch over the crown and face of my 
Lord Montgomery, the great Earl of Pembroke’s brother, and 
himself capable to be Earl Pembroke! It is a fact of the most 
astonishing description: andeniable,—though the exact date 
and circumstances will now never be discovered in this world, 
It is all vague as cloud, in old Osborne; lies off or on, within 
sight of Prince Henry's Pageant; exact date of it never to be 
known, Yot ia it well recognizable as distant ill-defined dand, 
and no cloud; not dream but astonishing fact. Can the render 
sufficiently admire at it? The honorable Philip Herbert, of 
the best blood of England, here is he switched over the erown 
by an accursed Scotch Ramsay! We hear tho swift-tinging 
descent of the ignominious horso-switch; we soe the swift 
blazing countenances of gods and men. 

Instantaneous shrick, as was inevitable, rises near and far: 
The Seotch ingolence, Seotch pride and hunger, Seoteh dam- 
nability! And a cripple man, with only the uss of three 
fingers,” crooked of shape, hot of temper, rode about the field 
with drawn dagger; urging in a shrill manner, that wo should 
prick every Scotch lown of them home to their own beggarly 
country again, or to the Devil, —off Croydon Heath, at least. 
The name of this shrill individual, with dagger grasped 
between two fingers and a thumb, was “John Pinchback” or 
Pinchbeck ; and appears here in History, with something like 
golden Instre, for one moment and no more. “Let us break 
fast on them at Croydon,” cries Pinchbeck, in « shrill, inspired 
manner; “and upon them at London!” The hour was really 
ominous. But Philip Herbert, beautifal young man, himself 
of infirm temper aud given to strokes, stood firmly dissuasive : 
he is in the King’s sorvice, how shall he answer it; he was 
himgolf to blame withal, And young Edward Sackville is, 
with his young friend Bruce of Kinloss, firmly dissuasive; 
it is the Bruce whom we saw at the chapel-loor, stepping out 
a now-made knight, now hero with Sackville; dear friends 
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‘thono, not always to be friends! But for the present they 
are firmly dissuasive; all considerate persons are dissuasive. 
Pinchbeck’s Jagier brandishes itself in vain. 

Sits the wind so, O Pinchbeck ? Sidney's sister, Pombroke’s 
mother: this is her son, and he stands a switch ?—Yes, my 
shrill crook-bucked friend, to avoid huge riot and calamity, 
‘he does so: and I see a massive nobleness in the man, which 
thon, egregious cock of bantam, wilt nover in this world ¢om- 
prohond, but only crow over in thy shrill way. Ramsay and 
the Scots, and all-persons, rode home unharmed that sight 
and my shrill friend gradually composed himself again, 
Philip Herbert may expect knighthoods, lordhoods, eourt- 
promotions: neither aid his heroic mother “tear her hair?" 
1 think, to any great extent, —excopt in the imaginations of 
‘Osborne, Pinchbeck and such like. 

‘This was the scene of Croydon Races; a fact, and signifi- 
cant of many facts, that hangs out for us like a cloud-island, 
and is not cloud.* 


No. TLL 
SIR THOMAS DUTTOS AND SIR HATTON cIrEER. 


His Majesty, as I perseive in spite of calumnies, was not a 
“coward ;" see how he behaved in the Gowrie Conspiracy and 
elsowhere, But he knew the valuc, to all persons, and to all 
interests of persons, of a whole skin; how unthrifty erery- 
where is any solution of continuity, if it ean be avoided! He 
straggled to preside pacifically over an age of some ferosity 
much given to wrangling. Peace here, if possible; skins were 
not made for mero slitting and slashing! You that are for 
war, cannot you go abroad, and fight the Papist Spaniards? 
Over in the Nothorlands there is always fighting enough. 
You that are of ruffling humor, gather your truculent ruffiams 

1 Francis Osborne's Traditional Memorials on the Reign of James the First 


(Reprinted iu Six Waltat Scott’s Mistery of the Cort of James 1, BAlnburgh, 
1811), pp. 220-297, ‘ 
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together; make yourselves colorls over them; go to tho 
Netherlands, and fight your bellyful! 

Which, accordingly many do, earning deathless war-tanrels 
for the moment; and have done, and will continue doing, in 
those generations. Our gallant Veres, Earlof Oxford and the 
others, it has long been their way > gallant Cecil, to be ealled 
Earl of Wimbledon; gallant Sir John Burroughs, gallant Sir 
Hatton Choek,—it is still their way. Deathless military 
renowns are gathered there in this mannor; deathless for the 
moment. Did not Ben Jonson, in his young hard days, bear 
arms very manfully as a private aoldado there? Ben, who 
now writes learned plays and court-masks as Poot Laureate, 
served manfully with pike and sword thare for his groat a day 
with rations. And once when a Spanish soldier came strut 
ting forward between the lines, flourishing his weupon, and 
defying all persons in general, —Bon stept forth, as I hear; 
fenced that braggart Spaniard, since no other would do it; 
and ended by soon slitting him in two, and so silencing him! 
Ben’s wartuck, to judge by the flourish of his pen, must have 
had a very dangerous stroke im it. 


“Swashbuckler age,” we said; but the expression was tn- 
correct, except us a figure. Bucklers went out fifty yoars ago, 
“about the twentieth of Queen Elizabeth;” men do not now 
swash with them, or fight in that way. Iron armor has mostly 
goue out, except in mere pictures of soldiers; King James 
eaid, It was an excellent invention; you could get no harm in 
it, and noither could you do any. Bucklers, either for horse * 
or foot, are quite gone, Yet old Mr. Stowe, good chronicler, 
can recollect when every gentleman had his buckler: and 
at length every servingman and City dandy. Smithfield, — 
still a. waste field, fall of puddles in wet weather, — was in 
those days full of buckler-duels, every Sunday and holiday in 
the dry season; and was called Ruffian’s Rig, or some such 
name. . : 

A man, in those days, bought his buckler, of gilt leather and 
wood, at the haberdasher’s; “hung it over hia back, by a strap 

3 Life of Ben Jenson. 
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fastened to the pommel of Ifis sword in front.” Elegant men 
showed what taste, or eonse of poctio beauty, was in them, 

by the fashion 6f their buekler, With Spanish beaver, with » 
starched ruff, aml clegant Spanish cloak, with elegant backler 
hanging at his back, a man, if his moustachios and boots were 

in good onder, stepped forth with some satisfaction. Full of / 
strange oaths, and bearded like the pard; a decideily trneu 
lentlooking figure, Jostle him in the street thoroughfares, 
accidentally splash his boots as you pass,— by Heaven, the 
buekler gets upon his arm, the sword flashes in his fist, 

oaths enough; and you too being ready, there is 
Clink, clank, death and fury; all persons gathering 
and new quarrels springing from this one! And Dogberry 
comes up with the town-guard? And the shopkeepers hastily 
close their shops? Nay, it ix hardly necessary, says Mr 
Howe: these bucklerfights amount only to noise, for most 
pirt; the jingle of iron aguinst tin and painted leather. Buf. 
fling swashers strutting along, with big onths aud whiskers, 
delight to pick 4 quarrel; but the rule is, you do not thrust, 
you do not strike below the waist; and it was oftennst a dry 
duel— more noise, as of working tinsmiths, with profane 


ought to apprehend them. I have seen, in Smithfield on a 
dry holiday, “thirty of thom on a side,” fighting and’ hammers 
ing as if for life; and was not at the pins? to look at them, 
the blockheads ; their noise as the mere beating of old kettles 
to me! 

‘The truth is, serving-men themselves, and City apprentices, 
had got bucklers; aud the duels, no death following, ceased to. | 
be sublime, About fifty years ayo, serious men took to fight | 
ing with rapiers, and the buckler fell away. Holles fn Shere 
wood, as we saw, fought with rapier, and he soom ‘spoiled 
Markham. Rapier and dagger especially; that is « moni 
silent duel, but a terribly serious one! Perhaps the reader | 
will like to take a view of one auch serious duel in those days, | 
and therewith close this desultory chapter. ’ 


2 Stowe's Chronicle; and Howe's Contineation, 1024, fc. 
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Tt was at the siege of Juliers, in the Netherlands wars, of 
the year 1610;4 wo give the date, for wars are perpetual, or 
nearly 0, in the Netherlands, At one of the storm-partios 
of the siege of Juliees, the gallant Sir Hatton Cheek, above 
alluded to,'a superior officer of the English force which fights 
there under my Lord Ceeil, that shall be Wimbledon; the 
gallant Sir Hatton, I say, being of hot temper, superior officer, 
and the service a storm-party on some bastion or demilune, 
speaks sharp word of command to Sir Thomas Dutton, the 
officer under him, who also ix probably of hot temper in this 
hot moment. Sharp word of command to Dutton; and the 
movement not proceeding rightly, sharp word of rebuke. ‘To 
which Dutton, with kindled voice, answers something sharp; 
is answered still more sharply with voice highflaming;— 
whereat Dutton suddenly holds in; says merely, “He is under 
military duty here, but perhaps will not always be so;" and 
rushing forward, does his order silently, the best he can. His 
order done, Dutton straightway lays down his commission; 
packs up, that night, and returns to England. 

Sir Hatton Cheek prosecutes his work at the siege of Juliers; 
gallantly assists at the taking of Juliors, triumphant over all 
the bastions and half-moons there; but hears witha) that Dut- 
ton is, at home in England, defaming him as a choleric tyrant 
and so forth, Dreadful news; which brings some biliary 
attack on the gallant man, and reduces him to a bed of sick- 
ness. Hardly recovered, he despatches message to Dutton, 
‘That ho will request to have the pleasure of his company, 
with arma and seconds ready, on some neutral ground, — 


1 Siege bogan in the Intter end of Joly, 1610; ended vietoriomly, ath Sep- 
tember following: jirincipal swans were, 10th August and Lath Anguet ; in 
‘one of which this affair of ona must have taken zim. Siege commanded by 
Christian of Anhalt, «famed Protestant Captain of those times. Henri IV. 
of France wna assoutinnind while vetting ont for thie #ioge; V'rince Manrice 
of Nassau was thero; “Dutch troops, French, English aad German [Brandon 
Durgere and Pfale-Noatangers chiefly, ceraus Raiser Rodolf TL and his unjust 
seizare of the Town] fought with tbe greatest unity.” Prelude to the 'Thirty- 
‘Years War, aud one of tho principal sources of it, this Cont-ovessy abont 
Taliors. (Carl Friedrich Paull: Allgemeine Preussleche Staats Geschichte, &t0, 
Halle, 1768, sf, 502-527.) 

Vol, 16—V.V 
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Calais sands for inatance,—at on early day, if convenient. 
Convenient; yes, a8 dinner to the hungry! answers Dutton; 
and time, plice and circumstances are rapidly enough agreed 
upon. « 

And so, on Calais sands, in a winter morning of the year 
1610, this is what we see, most anthentically, through the lapse 
of dim Time, Two gentlemen stript to the shirt and waist 
band ; in the two hands of each a rapior and daggor clutehed 5 
their looks snfficiently serious! The seconds, having stript, 
equipt, and fairly overhauled and certified them, ars justabout 
retiring from the measured fato-circle, not without indignation 
that they aro forbidden to fight, Two gontlemen in this alarm- 
ing posture; of whom the Universe knows, has known, and 
will know nothing, except that they were of cholerie humor, 
and assisted in the Netherlands wars! They are evidently 
English human creatures, in the height of silent fury, and 
measured circuit of fate; whom we hee audibly name once 
mors, Sir Hatton Check, Sir Thomas Dutton, knights both, 
soldadoes both. Tll-fated English human erestures, what hor 
rible confusion of the Pit is this? 

Dutton, though in suppressed rage, the seconds about to 
withdraw, will explain some things if a word were granted. 
“No words,” says the other; “stand on your guard!” brandish- 
ing his rapier, grasping harder his dagger. Dutton, now silent 
too, is on his guard. Good Heavens : after somo brief flourish 
ing and fiashing, — the gleam of the swift clear stool playing 
madly in one's eyes, — they, at the first pass, plunge home on 
one another; home, with beak and claws; home to the very 
heart! Cheek’s rapier is through Dutton’s throat from before, 
and his dagger is through it from behind, — the windpips 
miraculously missed ; and, in the same instant, Dutton’s rapier 
is through Cheek’s body from before, his dagger through his 
back from behind,—lungs and life not missed; and the soe 
onds have to advance, “pull out the four bloody weapons,t 
disengage that hell-embrace of theirs. This is serious enough! 
Cheek reels, his life fast flowing; but still rushes rabid om 
Dutton, who merely parries, skips; till Chook reels down, dead 
in his rage. “Ho had « bloody burial there that moming?* 
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says my ancient friend.’ He will assist tio more in the Nether. 
lands or other wars. 

Such scene does History disclose, as in sunbeams, as in 
blazing hell-fire, on Calais sands, in the raw winter morning; 
then drops the blanket of centuries, of everlasting Night, over 
it, and passes on else-whither. Gallant Sir Hatton Cheek lies 
buried there, and Cecil of Wimbledon, son of Burleigh, will 
have to seek another superior officer. What became of the 
living Dutton afterwards, I have never to this moment had 
the least hint. 

1 Wilson (in Kennet), i. 684, 
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‘ { Dean P.,— Not having anything of my own which t could contribute (ax Is my 
with and duty) to thls plous Adventure of yours, aad not being able in these bay” 
days to get anything ready, Edooids to offer yous bit of as Exearpt from that 

Eeglarel, lately written, not yet printed, by. Profesor 

Aistinguished American friend of mine. Dr, Pensersnal 
will exeuso my printing it herv, His Coagpectus, work of some extent, Las 
already been ‘crowned by the Phi Beta Kappa Soeioty of Buncomby, which in- 
‘eludes, ax you know, the chief thicker of the New World; and it will probably 
be printed eatire in thelr “Transactions™ one days Meanwhile let sour madern 
hhave the first taste of it; aad much god may it do them and you!" —T. G.) 


Musto is well said to be the speech of angels; in fact, noth- 
ing among the utterances allowed to man is felt to be so divine. 
It brings us near to the Infinite; we look for moments, across 

* the cloudy clemonts, into the oternal Sea of Light, when song 
leads and inspires us. Serious nations, all nations that oan 
still listen to the mandate of Nature, have prized song and 
music as the highest; na a vehicle for worship, for prophecy, 
and for whatsoever in thom was divine, Their singer was a 
ates, ulmitted to the council of the universe, friend of the 
gods, and choicest benefactor to man. 

Reader, it was actually so in Greok, in Roman, in Moslem, 
Christian, most of all in Old-Hebrew times: and if you look 
how it now is, you will find a change that should astonish you. 
Good Heavens, from a Psalin of Asaph to a seat ab the Lomion 
Opera in the Haymarket, what a road have men travelled! 
‘The waste that is made in music is probably among the sad- 
dest of all our squanderings of God’s gifta. Musie has, for 
@ long time past, been avowodly mad, divorced from sense 
and tho reality of things; and runs about now as an open 


friend Procter (Barry Cornwall) ; and his “ pious Adventure” had 
fo that same Publication, under touching human circumstances which bad 
Intely arisen. 
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1 Kuarsaxs for 1859.— Tho "dear P.” thero, T reccllect, wa my old 
reference 
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Bedlamite, for a good many generations back, bragging that 
she has nothing to do with sense and reality, but with fiction 
and delirium only; and stares with unaffected amazement, 
not able to suppress an elegant burst of witty langhter, at my 
suggesting the old fact to her, 

Faet nevertheless it is, forgotten, and fallen ridiculous as it 
may be. ‘Tyrteus, who had a little music, did not sing Barbers 
of Seville, but the need of beating back one’s country’s ene 
mica; a most true song, to which the hearts of men did burst 


‘they had been privileged to discover here below. To “sing 


of Chaos, what shall we say of him ! 
David, king of Judah, a soul inspired by divine music and 


echo of it through tho old dim centuries; feeling far off, in 
thy own heart, what it once was to other hearts made as thine ? 
To sing it attempt not, for it is impossible in this late time; 
enly know that it ones was sung. Then go to the Opera, 
and hear, with unspeakable reflections, what things men now 
sing!... 


Of the Haymarket Opera my account, in fine, is this: Tnus- 
tres, candelabras, painting, gilding at discretion; 
the Caliph dtliascbid; or him that commanded 
Lamp; a hall as if fitted up by the genii, 
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Upholstery, and the outlay of human capital, could dono more. 
Artists, too, as they are called, have been got together from 
the onds of the world, regardless likewise of expense, to do 
dancing and singing, some of them even geniuses in their 
raft, One singer in particular, called Coletti or some such 
naine, seemed to mo, by the east of his face, by the tones of 
his voice, by his general hearing, so far us I could real it, to 
‘bea man of deep and ardent sensibilities, of delicate intuitions, 
just sympathies; originally an almost poetic soul, or man of 
genius, 28 we texm it; stamped by Nature as capable of far 
other work than squalling here, like a blind Samson, to make 
the Philistines sport! 

Nay, all of them had aptitudes, perhaps of a distinguished 
kind; and must, by their own and other people’s labor, have 
got a training equal or superior in toilsomeness, earnest assidur 
ity and patient travail to what breeds men to the mest arduous 
trades. I epeak not of kings, grandees, or the like show-fg- 
ures; but few soldiers, judges, men of letters, can have had 
such pains taken with them. The very ballet-girls, with their 
muslin saucers round them, were perhaps little short of miran 
ulous; whirling and spinning there in strange mad vortexes, 
and then suddenly fixing theraselyes motionléss, each upon 
hor loft or right great toe, with the other leg stretched ont ab 
an angle of ninety degrees, —as if you had suddenly pricked 
into the floor, by one of their points, a pair, or rather a amul- 
titudinous cohort, of mad restlessly jumping and clipping sois 
sors, and so biden them rest, with opened blades, and stand | = yf\- 
still, in the Devil's name! A truly notable motion; marvele | — 
lous, almost miraculous, were not the people there so used to 
it. Motion peculiar to the Opera; perhape the ugliest, and 
surely one of tho moat difficult, ever taught a female ereature 
in this world. Nature abhors it; but Art does at least admit 
it to border on the impossible. One little Cerito, or Taglioni 
tho Second, that night whon I was there, went bounding from 
the floor as if she had been made of Indian-rabber, or filled 
with hydrogen gas, and inclined by positive levity to bolt 
through the ceiling; perhaps neither Semiramis nor Catherine 
the Second had bred herself so carefully. 


ho ud 
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Such talent, and such martyrdom of training, gathered from 
the four winds, was now here, to do its feat and be paid for 
it. Regardless of expense, indeed! ‘The purse 
seemed to have opened itsolf, and the divine art of Musical 
Sound and Rhythmic Motion was welcomed with an explosion 
of all the magnificences which the other arts, fine and coarse, 
could achieve, For you are to think of some Rossini or Bel- 
lini in the rear of it, too: to say nothing of the Stanfields, and 
hosts of scene-painters, machinists, engineers, enterprisers; — 
fit to have taken Gibraltar, written the History of England, 
or reduced Ireland into Industrial Regiments, had they so set 
their minds to it! 

Alas, and of all these notable or noticeable human talents, 
and excellent perseverances and énergies, backed by mountains 
of wealth, and led by the divine art of Music and Rhythm 
vouchsafed by Heaven to them and us, what was to be the 
issue here this evening? An hour's amusement, not amusing. 
either, but wearisome and dreary, to o high-lizened select 
populace of male and female persons, who seemed to me not 
much worth amusing! Could any one have pealed into their 
hearts once, one true thought, and glimpse of Self-vision: 
“High-dlizened, most expensive persons, Aristocricy 40 
or Best of the World, beware, beware what proofs you are| 
giving here of betturness and bestuess!" And then the sala.) 
tary pang of conacicnce in reply: “A sclect populace, with 
money in its purse, and drilled a little by the postureamaster: 
good Heavens! if that were what, here and everywhere in 
God's Creation, Iam? Anda world all dying because I am, | 
and show myself to be, and to have long been, evon that? 
John, the carriage, the carriage; swift! Let me go home in 
silence, to reflection, perhaps to suckeloth and ashes!” ‘This, 
and not amusement, would have profited those high-dizened 
persons, * 

Amusement, at any rate, they did not get from Eutérpe 
Melpofmens. These two Muses, sent for regardless of expense, 
T could ave, were but the vehicle of a kind of service which L 
judged to be Paphian rather. Young beauties of both sexes 
used their opera-glasses, you could notice, not entirely for 
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looking at the stage. And, it must be owned, the light, in 
this explosion of all the upholsteries, and the human fing 
and coarse, wis magical; and made your fair one an Armida, 
—if yon liked her better ao. Nay, certain old Improper 
Females (of quality), in their rouge and jowols, even these 
looked some reminiscence of onchantmont; and I saw this 
und the other lean domestic Dandy, with icy stile om his old 
worn face; this and the other Marquis Chatabagues, Prince 
Mahogany, or tho like foreign Dignitary, tripping into the 
boxes of said females, grinning there awhile, with dyed mows- 
tachios and .macassaroil graciosity, and then tripping out 
again ;—and, in fact, I perceived that Coletti and and 
the Rythmic Arts were 5 mere accompaniment o 
Wonderful to see; and sud, if you had eyes! Do but think 
of it. Cleopatra threw pearls into her drink, in mere waste; 
which was reckoned foolish of her. But here had the Modern 
Aristocraey of men brought the divinest of its Arts, heavenly 
Music itself; and, piling all the upholsteries and ingeouitios 
‘that other human art could do, had lighted them into # bonfire 
to illuminate an hour's flirtation of Chatabagues, Mahogany, 
and these improper persons! Never in Nature had T seen 
such waste before. © Coletti, you whose inborn melody, once 
of kindred, a8 I judged, to “the Melodics Eternal,” might have 
valiantly weeded out this and the other false thing from the 
ways of men, and made a bit of God's Creation more melo- 
dious, —they have purchased you away from that; chained you 
to the whool of Prince Mahogany’s chariot, and hore you make 
sport for a macassar Chatabagues and his improper females “a 
past the prime of life! AVretched spiritual Nigger, ob, - , 
you had somo genius, and were not a born Nigger with mere 
appetite for pumpkin, should you have endured such 2 lot 2 
Tlament for you beyond all other expenses. Other 
are light; you are the Cleopatra’s ponrl that should not have 
been flung into Mahogany’s claretcup.#And Rossini, too, andl 
Morart and Bellini— © Heavens! when I think that Musia 
too is condemned to be mad, and to burn herself, to this end, | 
on such a fnneral piialsieoar celestial Opora-house grows 
dark and infernal to me! Behind its glitter stalks the shadow 
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of Eternal Death; through it too, I look not “up into the 
divine eye," as Richter has it, “but down into the bottomless 
eye-socket”—not up towards God, Heaven, anil the Throne 
of Truth, but too truly down towards Falsity, Vacuity, and 
} the dweing place of Brean Despair... 

irs, surely I by no means expect the Opera will abolish 
itself this year or the next. But if you ask me, Why heroes 
are not born now, why heroisms ure not dons now? Twill 
answer you: It is a world all calculated for strangling of 
Leroisms. At every ingress into life, the genius of the world 
lies in wait fer beroisms, and by seduction or compulsion 
unweariedly does its utmost to pervert them or extinguish 
them. Yes; to its Hells of sweating tailors, distressed needle- 
women and the like, this Opera of yours is the appropriate 
Heaven! Of ateuth, if you will read a Psalm of Asaph till 
you understand it, and then come hither and hear the Rossini- 
and-Colotti Psalm, you will find the ages have altered a good 
deal. 


Nor do T wish all men to become Psalmist Asuphs and 
fanatic Hobrews. Far other is my wish; far other, and wider, 
is now my notion of this Universe. Populations of stern 
faces, stern as any Hebrew, but capable withal of 
into inextinguishable laughter on occasion: —do you under 
stand that new and betver form of character? Laughter also, 
if ft come from the heart, is a heavenly thing. But, at least 
and. lowest, [ would have you a Population abhorring phan- 
tasms;—abhorring unveracity in all things; and in your 
“amusements,” which are voluntary and not compulsory things, 
abhorring it most impatiently of all... 
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NATIONAL EXHIBITION OF SCOTTISH 
PORTRAITS.* 


To Daviw Lara, Esquire (Fellow of the Society of Antiquarian 
of Scotland), Signet Library, 
(Cumusms, ad May, 1898, 

My pear Srm,— With regard to that General Exhibition 
of Scottish Historical Portraits, it is certain there are many 
people more qualified to speak than TL In’ fact it bas 
never been with me more than an aspiration; an ardent 
wish, rather without mach hope: to make it into am executa- 
Die project there are needed far other capacities and oppor - 
tunitics than mine, Howover, you shall at once hear what 
uy erude notions on the subject are or have been, since you 
wish it. 

First of all, then, I have to tell you, as a fact of personal 
experience, that in all my poor Historical investigations it has 
been, and always is, one of the most primary wants to procure 
a bodily likeness of the personage inquired after; a good Pow 
trait if such exists; failing that, even an indifferent if sincere 
one. In short, any reprosentation, made by a faithfal human 
creature, of that Face and Figure, which Ae saw with his eyes, 
and which I can never see with mine, is now valuable to me, 
and much better than none at all, This, which ie my own 
deep experience, T believe to be, in a deeper or Tess deap degres, 
the universal one; and that every student and reader of His- 
tory, who strives carnestly to conccive for himself what man- 
ner of Fact and Men this or the other vague Historical ¥ame 
can have been, will, as the first and directest indication of all, 
search eagerly for a Portrait, for all the reasonable Portraits 

+ Printed in Proceedings of the Society of Antiquaries of Scothand, vol £ part 3 
{éto, Edinburgh, 1888). 
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there are; and never rest till he have maie out, if possible, 
what the man’s natural face was like, Often I have found a 
Portrait superior in real instruction to half a dozen written 
“ Biographies,” as Biographies are written;—or rather, let 
me say, I have found that the Portrait was as a small lighted 
candle by which the Biographies could for the firat time bo 
read, and some human interpretation be made of them; the 
Diographied Personage no longer an empty impossible Phan. 
tusm, or distracting Aggrogate of inconsistent rumors — (in 
which state, alas his usual one, he is worth nothing to any- 
body, except it be as a dried thistle for Pedants to thrash, and 
for men to fly out of the way of), — but yielding at last some 
features which one could admit to be human, Next in direct- 
ness are a man’s genuine Letters, if he have left any, and you 
ean gel to read them to the bottom: of course, a man's actions 
are the most complete and indabitable stamp of him; bub 
without these aids, of Portraits and Letters, they are in them- 
selves so infinitely abstruse a stamp, and so confused by for- 
eign rumor and false tradition of them, as to be oftenest 
undecipherable with certainty. 

‘This kind of value and interest I may take as the highest 
pitch of interest there is in Historical Portraits; this, which 
the zealous and studious Historian feels in them: and one 
may say, all men, just in proportion as they are“ Historians” 
(which every mortal is, who has a memory, and attachments 
and possessions in the Past), will feel something of the same, 
—every human creature, something. So that I suppose there 
is absolutely nobody so dark and dull, and every-way sunk and 
stupefied, that a Series of Historical Portraits, especially of 
his native country, would not be of real interest to him;— 
real I mean, as coming from himself and his own heart, not 
imaginary, and prenched in upon him by the Newspapers; 
which is an important distinction. 

And all this is quite apart from the artistic value of tho 
Portraits (which also ig a real value, of its sort, ospecially for 
some classes, however exaggerated it may sometimes be): all 
this is a quantity to be added to the artistic value, whatever 
it may be; and appeals to 9 far deeper and more universal 
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prinoiplo in human nature than the love of Pictures is. Of 
which principle some dimmer or clearer form may be seen 
continually active wherever men are;—in your Antiquarian 
Museum, for example, may be seen, giving very conspionous 
proofs of itself, sanctioned more or leas by all the worllt If 
‘one would buy an indisputably authentic old shoe of William 
Wallace for hundreds of pounds, and run to look at it from all 
‘enda of Scotland, what would one give for an authontic visible 
shadow of his face, could such, by art natoral or art magic, 
now be had! 

It has always struck me that Historical Portrait-Galleries 
far transcend in worth all othor kinds of National Colleetions 
of Picturus whatever; that in fact they ought to exist (for 
many reasons, of all degrees of weight) in every country, as 
among the most popular and cherished National Possessions: 
—and it is not a joyful reflection, but an extremely mournful 
one, that in no country is there ab present such a thing to be 
found. What Louis-Philippe may have collected, in the way 
of French Historical Portrait, at Versailles, I did not see: if 
worth much (which T hear it is not), it might have proved the 
best memorial left by him, one day. Chancellor Clarendon 
made a brave attempt in that kind for England; but his House 
and “Gallery” fell all asunder, in a sad way ; and as yet there 
has been no second attempt that I can hear of. As matters 
stand, Historical Portraits abound in England; but where they 
are, or where any individual of them is, no man knows, Or can. 
discover except by groping and hunting (wnderyround, as it 
were, and like the molef) in an almost desperate manner: even. 
among the intelligent and learned of your aequaintanee, you 
inquire to no purpose, Nor is the English National Gallery 
poorer in this respect than others,— perhaps even much the 
reverse, ‘I'he ead rulo holds in all countries, 

Tn the Dresden Gallery, for instance, you find Flayings of 
Bartholomew, Flayings of Marsyas, Rapes of the Sabines: bat 
if you ask for « Portrait of Martin Luther, of Friedrich the 
Wise, nay even of August the Big, of Marshal Saxe or poor 
Count Brihl, you will find no sutisfactory answer, In Berlin 
itself, which affects to be 4 wiser city, T found, not long ago, 
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Picture-Galleries not a few, with ancient and modern wirtic in 
abundance and supersbundanee, — whole acres of 

smearing (Tower of Babel, and 1 know not what), by Kaulbach 
and others, still going on: but a genuine Portrait of Frederic 
the Great was a thing I could nowhere hear of. That is 
strange, but that is trac, I roamed through endless lines of 
Pictures; inquired far and wide, even Sculptor Rauch could 
tell me nothing: at last it wan chiefly by good luck that the 
thing I was in quest of tumed up.—This T find to be one of 
the saddest of those fow defects in the world which are easily 
capable of remedy: I hope yon in Seotland, in the “new 
National Museum” we hear talk of, will have a good eye to 
this, and remedy it in yourown case! Scotland at present is 
not worse than other countries in tho point in question: but 
neither 4s it at all better; and as Scotland, unlike some other 
countries, Aas a History of a very readable mature, and has 
never published even an engraved series of National Portraits, 
perhaps the evil is more sousible and patent there than olee- 
where, It is an evil which should be everywhere remedied: 
and if Scotland be the first to set an example in that respect, 
Scotland will do honorably by herself, and achieve a benefit 
to all the world. 


From this long Prologue, if you have patience to consider 
it over, you will eee eufliciently what my notion of tho main 
rules for executing the Project would be. ‘The granil interest 
to be held im view ix that which T have defined as the His- 
torian’s, the ingenuous sincere Student of History's, 
and sincere stadent; not pedaneic, fantastic and imaginary! 
Tt seems to me all rea? interest for the other classes of man- 
kind, down to the most ignorant class, may well be considered 
a8 only a moré and more dilnted form of that interest, The 
rule therefore fz, Walk straight towards that; not refusing to 
look to the right and left, but keeping your face steadily on 
that: if. you osm manage to séeure that wedl, all else will fol- 
low from it, or attemd it, Ask always, What would the best- 
informed and most ingermaus Scottish soul like most to tee, 
for illuminating and verifying of Scottish History to himeclf? 

















$18 CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 


This is what it concerns us to try if we can get for him and 
for the world; —and, on the whole, this only; for it is certain, 
all other men will by and by follow this best-informed and 
most ingenuous one; and at the end of the account, if you 
havo served him well, you will turn out to have served every- 
body. well. 

Great zeal, great industry will of course be needed in hunt 
ing up what Portraits there are, scattered wide over eountry 
mansions in all parts of Scotland;—in gathering in your 
raw-material, so to speak, Next, not less, but even more 
important, will be skill,— knowledge, judgment, and above 
all, fidelity, —in selecting, exhibiting and elucidating these, 
That indeed, I reckon, will be the vitalest condition of all s 
the cardinal point, on which success or failure will turn. You 
will need the best Pictorial judgment (some faithful oritio 
who really Anows the Schools and Epochs of Art a little, and 
can help towards the solution of so many things that will 
depend on that); especially all the Historical knowledge and 
good sense that ean be combined upon the business will be 
indispensable! For the rest, I would sedalously avoid all 
concern with the vulgar Showman or Charlatan line of action 
in this matter, For though the thing must depend, a good 
deal at least, on popular support, the real way to get that 
(especially in such a matter) is, to doservo it: the thing 
can by no means be done by Fankee-Barnum methods; nor 
should it, if it could.—In a word, h re as everywhere, to 
winnow out the chaff of the business, and present in a clear 
and pure state what of wheat (little or mu¢h) may be in it; 
on this, as T compute, the Project. will stand or fall. If 
faithfully excouted,—the chaff actually well suppressed, the 
wheat honestly given,—I cannot doubt but it might sueseod. 
Let it but promise to deserve success, I suppose honorable 
help might be got for it among the wealthier and wiser classes 
of Scotehmen, 

But to come now to your-more specific questions, I should 
be inclined, on the above principles, to judge :— 

1°, That no living Scotchman’s portrait should be admitted, 
however “Historical” it promised to be, Avid 1 woukl far 
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ther counsel that you should be extremely chary about such 
‘Historical men” as have died within the last twenty-five or 
thirty years; it requires always the space of a generation to 
discriminate between popular moustrosities and Historical 
realities, in the matter of Men,—to let mere dustelouds 
settle into their natural place and bulk. But from that point, 
especially from the beginning of this century, you have free 
seopé, and ever freer, backwards to the very beginning of 
things, — which, alag, in the Pictorial respect, I fear will only 
be some two or three centuries, or little more! The oldest 
Scottish portrait I can recollect to have seen, of any worth, 
is that of James FY. (and only as an engraving, the original 
at Taymonth), though probably enough you may know of 
older. But for the earlier figures, —T would go back to Colm 
and Adamnan, —if T could, by any old illuminated missal or 
otherwise ? You will have engrivings, coins, caste of sepul- 
chral monuments —I have seen Braoe's skull, at least, oast in 
plaster! And remember always that any genuine belp to eon- 
etive the actual likeness of the man will be welcome, in these 
‘88 indeed in all cases, ‘Tho one question is, that they be gen- 
uine (or, if not, well marked as dondefut, and in what degree 
doubtful); that they te “helps,” instead of Aindrences and 
ziminal misguidancest 

2. In regard to modern pictures representing historical 
events, my vote wonld clearly be, To make the rule sbeolute 
not to admit any one of these; at least not till T saw one that 
‘was other than an infatuated blotch of insincere ignorance, 
and a mere «distress to an earnest and well-instructed eye! 
Since the time of Hol/ar, there is nob the least eerecity, even 
of intention, in such things; and, for most part, there is an 
ignorance wltogethor abject. Wiliie's John Knee, for example: 
no picture that Dever saw by 2 man of genius can well be, in 
regard to all earnest purposes, a more perfect failure! Can 
anything, in fact, be more entirely meelees for earnest pure 
poses, more unlike what ever could have been the reality, 
than that grees Energumen, more like a boxing Butcher, 
whom he hus ect into a pulpit eurrounded with draperies, 
with fatshouldered women, and playwetor men fm mail, and 
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labelled Kxox? I know the picture only by engravings, 
always hasten on when I see it in a window, and would not 
for much have it bung on the wall beside me! So, too, I 
have often seen a Battle of Worcester, by some famed Acade- 
mician or other, which consists of an angry man and horse 
(man presumably intended for Cromwell, but not like him), — 
man, with heavy flapping Spanish cloak, &e., and no hat to 
his head, firing a pistol over his shoulder into what seems a 
dreadful shower of rain in tho distance! What can be the 
‘use of such things, except to persons who have turned their 
back on real interests, and gone woolgathering in search of 
imaginary ? All that kind of matter, as indisputable “ chaff” 
‘ought to be sovercly purged away. . 

3, With respect to plurality of portraits, whem you have 
the offer of more than one? ‘The answer to that, ou the prime 
ciples already stated, will come out different in different cases, 
and bo an affair of consideration and compromise. For the 
eazlior (and more uncertain) figares, I should incline to admit 
al that could be got; certainly all that could be found gen- 
uine, that were “helps,” as above said. Nay, such even as 
were only half-genuine, if there were no others; marking well 
thoir doubtful character. As yon come lower down, the seleo- 
tion will be stricter; and in quite modern times when pictures 
are plentiful, I should think ono portrait would in general be 
the rule. But of course respect must be had to the impor 
tance of the man, the excellence of the portraits offered (or 
their peculiar worth for your objects), the quantity af bouse- 
room you are like to have, &o, &e.; and the docision willl be 
the summary and adjustment of all these considerations 

For cxample, during the Reformation period I would take 
of John Knox, and his consorta and adversaries (Lethington, 
Kirkcaldy, Regents Murray, Morton, and Mar, Buchanan, 
Bothwell, even Rizzio, and the like), any picture I could get; 
all attainable pictures, engravings, &c., or almost all, unless 
they be more numerous than I suppose, —might promise to be 
“helps” in that great scarcity, and great desire to be helped. 
While, again, in reference to The Forty-five, where pictures 
abound, and where the personages and their affair are so 
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infinitely insignificant in comparison, I should expect that one 
portrait, and that only of the rery topmost men, would well 
suffice. Yet there is a real interest, too, in that poor Forty- 
five, — for, in fine, we lie vory near it still, and that is always 
agreat point; and I should somehow like to have a Hawley, 
a Sir John Cope, Wade, and Duke of Cumberland smuggled 
in, by way of “illustrative Notes,” if that were possible. 
Nay, I really think it should be dono; and, on the whole, per- 
ceive that The Forty-five will be one of your more opulent 
fields. 

‘The question, “Who is a Historical Character ?” is, in many 
cases, already settled, and, in most cases, will be capable of 
easy settlement. Tn general, whoever dives in the memory of 
Scotchmen, whoever is yet practically recognizable as a con 
spicuous worker, spenker, singor, or sufferer in the past timo 
of Scotland, he is a Historical Character,” and we shall be 
glad to see the veritable likeness of him. For examples, given 
at random :— George Buchanan, David Rizzio, Lord Hailes, 
lord Kames, Monboddo, Bozzy, Burns, Gawin Douglas, Bar- 
bour, Jamia Thomson. I would: take in, and eagerly, David 
Dale (of the cotton manufacture), less eagerly Dandas (of the 
suffrage ditto), and, in general, ask myself, Who said, did, 
or suffered anything traly memorable, or even anything still 
much remembered ? From Bruce down to Heathfield and 
Abercromby, the common History-books will direct you plen- 
tifally as to one class; and for the othors, knowledge and 
good judgment will be the methods. 

4°. Lastly, as to the Cstalogue. I am accustomed to con- 
ceive the Catalogue, if well done, as one of the best parts 
of tho whole. Brevity, sound knowlodge, exactitude, fidelity, 
onght to be the characteristic of every feature of it, Say you 
allow, on the average, not more than half a page to each, in 
by far the majority of cases; hardly more than a page to any: 
Listorical, Ineid, above all things exact. I would give the 
essence of the man’s history, condensed to the very utmost; the 
dates, his birth, death, main transactions, — in short, the bones 
of his history; then add reference to books and sources (eare- 
fully distinguishing the good fram the less good), where his 
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history and character can be learned farther by such as wish 
to study it. Afterwards, in a line or two, indicate the actual 
habitat of the picture here exhibited; és history, if it have 
one; that it is dnowm to be by such and such « mastor (and on 
what authority), or that it is only guessed. What value and 
excellence might lic in such a Catalogue, if rightly done, I 
need not say to David Laing; nor what labor, knowledge and 
resources would be needed to do it well! Perhapa divided 
among several men (with some head to preside over all), ace 
cording to the several periods and classes of subject; —I can 
perceive work enough for you, among others, there! But, on 
the whole, it could be done; and it would be well worth doing, 
anda permanently useful thing. Iwould have it printed in 
some bound form, not a8 & pamphlet, but still very cheap; T 
should expect a wide immediate sale for it at railway stations 
and elsewhere while the Exhibition went on, and a steady and 
permanent sale for it afterwards for a long time indeed. A 
modern Nicolson, done according to the ree! want of the present 
day; and far beyond what any Historical Library,” with ite 
dusty pedantries, ever was before ! 

But cnough now, Your patience must not be quite ridden 
to death, and the very paper admonishes me to bave done, 
Accept in good part what hasty stuff 1 have written; forgive 
it at least. I must say, this small National Project has again 
grown to look quite beautiful to mo ; — possidle surely in some 
form, and fall of uses. Probably tho real “ Crystal Palace” 
that would beseem poor old Scotland in these days of Exhi- 
bitions,—a country rather eminently rich in men perhaps, 
which is the pearl and soul of all other “riches.” 

Believe me yours ever truly, 
T. Cannyue* 

3 Some afforts, I bolieva, ware nado in tho dirwotion indicated, by Gontle: 
mon of the Autiquarina Socicty ani others; but a» yet witboat any ectual 


“Pxhibision" comlug to light, Later, and for Britain at large we hawe 
lad, by the Government itself, some kind of * Commision," o®" Boned * wpe 


pointed, for forming ® permangnt * National Portrait-Gallery,"— with wha 
access, in still to be seen. — (Note of 1857.) 
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THE PRINZENRAUB* 


Oven seas in Saxony, in the month of July, 145%, a notable 
thing befell; and thiy in rogard to two persons who have them- 
selves, by accident, become notable. Concerning which we are 
now to say something, with the reader's permission, Unluck- 
ily, fow English readers over heard of the event; and it is 
probable there is but one English reader or writer (the present 
reviewer, for his sins) that was ever driven or led to inquire 
into it: so that it is quite wild soil, very rough for the plough- 
share; neither ean the harvest well be considerable. “English 
readers are so deeply ignorant of foreign history, especially 
of German history {” exclaims a learned professor. Alas, yes; 
English readers are dreadfully ignorant of many things, indecd 
of most things;— which is a lamentable circumstance, and 
ought to be amended by degrees. 

But, however all this may be, here is somewhat in relation 
to that Saxon business, called the Prinacnraud, or Stealing of 
the Princes, and to the other “ pearls of memory” (do not enll 
them old buttons of memory {) which string themselves upon 
the threads of that. Beating: about in those dismal haunted 
wildernesses ; painfully sorting and sifting in the historical 
lumber-rooms and their dusty fusty imbroglios, in quest of far 
other objects, — this is what we have picked up on that acci- 

1 Weerwrxernn Review, No. 123, January, 1855, —1, Sobreiters Ge 
achichte des Prinsenraubs (Schreitar's History of the Stealing of the Princes). 
Loipaig, 1804. 

2, Johann Hitbners, Receoris der Schule su S. Sehennis in Hanlurg, Genealon 
givehe Tabellen (Genealogical Tables, by Johann Hibner, Rector of St. John's 
School in Homburg), 3 vols, oblong 4ta. Leipaig, 1725=1728, 

3. Genenlogische Tafeln eur Staotengeschichte der Germanischen ant Slawischen 
Volker im 1Sten Sahrhundert (Genealogical ‘Tablos for the State History of 
the Gormanie and Slavic Nations in tho 19th Century), By De. Friedrich 
Maximilian Girtel. 1 vol. oblong 12mo, Leipaig, 1546. 
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dental matter, To which the reader, if he can make any tase 
of it, has our welcome and our blessing. 


The Weetin Line of Saxon Princes, the same that yeb en~ 
dures, known by sight to every English creature (for the high 
individual, Prinos Albert, is of it), bad been lucky enough to 
combine in itsolf, hy inheritance, hy good management, chiefly 
by inheritance and mere force of survival, all the Three sepa 
rato portions and divided dignities of that country: the Thii- 
ringen Landgraviate, the Meisson Markgraviate, and the an- 
cient Duchy and Electorate of Saxony; and to become very 
great among the Princes of the German Empire, It was in 1423 
that Eloctor Frederick, named der Streithary (the Fenoible, or 
Promptto-fight), one of the notables of this line, had got from 
Emperor Sigismund, for help rendered (of which poor Sigis- 
mund had always need, in all kinds), the vacant Kur (Hlector- 
ship) and Dukedom of Saxony; after which accession, and 
through the earlier portion of the fifteenth century, this Saxon 
House might fairly reckon itself the greatest in Germany, 
till Austria, till Brandenburg gradually rose to overshadow at, 
Law of primogeniture could never be accepted in that countrys 
nothing but divisions, redivisions, coalescings, splittings, and 
never-onding readjustments and collisions were prevalent im 
consequence; to which cause, first of all, the loss of the race 
by Saxony may be ascribed. 

‘To enter into all that, be far from us. Tnough to say 
that this Streithare, Frederick the Fenetble, left several sons, 
and none of them without some suack of principality taken 
from the main lot: several sons, who, however, by death and 
bad behavior, pretty soon reduced themselves ta two: Ist, 
the eldest, a Frederick, named the Placid; Poaceablo, or Pacific 
(Frivdrich der Sanjemithige), who possessed the electorate, 
and indivisible, inalienable land thereto pertaining (Witten 
berg, Torgau, &o.; a certain “circle” or provines in the Wit 
tenberg region; of which, a8 Prussia has now got all oF most 
of it, the exact boundaries are not known to ine); amd 24) 
Wilhelm, who in all the other territories “ruled conjointly™ 
with Frederick. ~ 
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Conjointly: were not such lands likely to be beautifully 
“ruled”? Like a carriage-team with ¢wo drivers on the box! 
Frederick, however, was Pacific; probably an excellent good- 
natured man for I do not find that he wanted fire cither, and 
conclude that the friendly elements abownded in him, Fred- 
erick was a man that could be lived with; and the nscale 
government went on, without visible outbreak, between his 
brother Wilhelm and him, for a series of years. For twelve 
years, better or worse;— much better than our own red and 
white Hoses bere at home, which were fast budding into bat 
tles of St. Albans, battles of Towton, and other sad cnteomes 
about that time! Of which twelve years we accordingly say 


But now in the twelfth year, a foolish secondcousin, 
Friedrich the Silly (injiltige), at Weimar, diod childless, 
4.0, 1440; by which ovent oxtenaiva ‘Tharinglan possessions fall 
into the aoain lot again; whereupon the question arose, How 
to divide thom ? A question diffleult to solve; which by and 
by declared itself to be insoluble; and gave rise to open war bo- 
tween the brothers Frederick Pacific and Wilhelm of Meissen, 
Frederick proving stronger, Wilbelm called in the Bohernians, 
—eonfused Hussite, Ziska-Podiebrad populations, bitter ene- 
mies of orthodox Germany; against whom Frederick sent 
celebrated fighting captains, Kunz von Kaufungen and others; 
who did no good on the Bohemians, but showed all men how 
dangerous @ conflagration had arisen here in the heart, of the 
country, and how needful to be quenched without delay. Ac» 
cordingly the neighbors all ran up, Kaiser Fredovick IIL at 
tho ‘head of them (a cunning old Kaiser, Max's father); and 
quenched it was, after four or fie years’ ruinous confusion, 
by the “treaty of Naumburg " in 1450, — most obscure treaty, 
not neceseary to be laid before the reader ;—whereby, if 
not joint government, peaceable division and separation could 
ensue, 

‘The conflagration was thus pat out; but various coals of it 
continued hot for a long time,— Kunz von Kanfungen, above 
mentioned, the hottest of all. Kunz or Conrad, born squire or 
ritter of a certain territory and old tower, called Kaufangen, 
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the site of which old tower, if now no ruins of it, can be seen 
near Ponig on the Mulde river, some two hours’ ride southeast 
of Altenburg in those Thuringian or Upper Saxon regions, — 
Kunz had made himself a name in the world, though unluckily 
ho was short of property otherwise at present. For one thing, 
‘Kunz had gained great renown by beating Albert of Branden- 
burg, the Albert named AcAitles, third Hohenzollern Elector 
of Brandenburg, and the flercest fighter of his day (a terrible 
hawk-nosed, square-jawod, lean, ancient man, ancestor of Fred- 
erick the Great); Kunz, I say, had beaten this potentate, being 
hired by the town of Nurnberg, Albert's rebellious town, to do 
it; or if not beaten him (for Albert prevailed in the end), kad 
at least taken his captive in some fight, and made him pay 
aluge ransom, Hoe had also beon in the Hussits wars, this 
Kunz, fighting up and down: a German condottiere, V find, or 
Dugald Dalgotty of the epoch; his last stroke of work had 
‘been this Inte engagement, under Frederick the Penceable, to 
fight against brother Wilhelm and his Bohemian altles, 

Tn this last enterprise Kunz had prospered but i 
Ho had indood gainod something they called the victory of 
Gera,” —loud honor, T doubt not, and temporary possession 
of that little town of Gera; — but in return, had seen his own 
old tower of Kaufangen and all his proportics wasted by 
ravages of war. Nay, lie had at length been taken iy 
the Bohemians, and been obliged to ransom himself by bugs 
outlay of money : —4,000 goldgulden, or about £2,000 
a crushing sum! With all which losses, why did not Kung 
lose his life too, as he might easily have done ? Tt would hare 
been better for him. Not having lost his life, he did of Godrse, 
nt the end of the war, claim and expect indemnity: but he 
could get none, or not any that was satisfactory to him, 

Elector Frederick had had losses of his own ; was 
to stick to the letter of his contracts in reference to Kuni? 106 
even the 4,000 goldguiden of Bohemian ransom would he oom 
rent to repay. Elector Frederick alleged that Kunz was not 
his liegeman, whom he was bound to protect; but only his: 
soldier, hired to fight at so much per day, and stand the tisks 
himself, Tn fine, he exasperated Kunz very much; and could 
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‘be bronght to nothing, except to agree that arbitrators should 
be named, to settle what was really due from one to the other; 
—a course of little promise to indigent, indignant Kunz, The 


arbitrators did accordingly meet, and Kunz being summoned, 
made his appearance; but not liking the figure of the court, 
went away again without waiting for the verdict; which 
accordingly did fall owt infinitely short of his wishes or ex- 
pectations, and made the indigent man still more indignant. 
Violent speeches were heard from him im consequence, and 
wero officiously reported; nay, some say, wore heard by tho 
Elector himself: for example, That a man might haye ven- 
geance, if he could get nothing else; that an indigent, indig- 
nant fighting man, driven utterly desperate, would barry and 
destroy; would do this and also that, of a direful and dread- 
{ul nature, To which the Elector answered : “Don’t burn the 
fishponds, at any rate; the poor fishes in their ponds!” — 
still farther angering Kunz, Kunz was then heard growling 
about “vengeance not on this unjust Elector’s land and people, 
but on his flesh and blood ;” in short, growing ever more in- 
temperate, grim of humor, and violent of speech, Kunz was at 
Jost Lanished the country; ordered flatly to go about his busi- 
ness, and growl elsewhere. He went, with certain indigent 
followers of his, across into Bohemia; where, after groping 
about he purchased on old castle, Isenburg the name of it; 
castle hanging somewhere on the western slopes of the Erage- 
Birge (Metal Mountains so called), convenient for the Saxon 
frontier, and to be bad cheap: this empty damp old eastlo of 
Isenburg Kunz bought; and lived there, in such humor as may 
be conceived, Revenge on this unjust Elector, and “nob on 
his land and people, but on his flesh and blood,"’ was now the 
one thought of Kunz. 

‘Two Misnian squires, Mosen and Schénberg, former sub 
alterns of his,I suppose, and equally disaffected os himself, 
were with him at Isonburg; besides these, whose connections 
and followers could assist with head or hand, there was in 
correspondence with him one Schwalbe, a Bohemian by birth, 
officiating now as cook (cook or scullion, I am uncertain which) 
in the electoral Castle itself at Altenburg; this Schwalbe, in 
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the way of intelligence and help for plotting, was of course 
the most important of all. Intelligence enough from Schwalbe 
and his consorts; and schemes grounded thereon; first one 
scheme and then another, in that hungry castle of Isenburg, 
-we need not doubt. At length word came from Schwalbe, 
‘That on the 7th of July (1455) the Eleetor was to take a jour- 
ney to Leipzig; Electross and two Princes (there were but 
two, still boys) to be left behind at Altenburg: whether any- 
thing could follow outof that? Most of the servants, Schwalbe 
added, were invited to a supper in the town, and would be 
absent drinking. Absent drinking; Princes left unguarded ? 
Much can follow out of that! Wait for an opportanity till 
Doomsday, will there ever come a better? Let this, in brief, 
be tho basis of our grand scheme; and let all hands be busy 
upon it Isenburg expects every man to do his duty !—Nor 
was Isenburg disappointed. 

‘The venerable little Saxon town of Altenburg lies, among 
intricate woods and Metal-Moantain wildernesses, a 
day's rifling west from Isenburg: nevertheless, at the fit date, 
Isonburg has done its duty; and in spite of the intricacies 
and the hot weather, Kunz is on the ground in full readiness. 
‘Towards midnight, namely, on the 7th of Joly, 1408, Kunz, 
with a party of thirty men, his two Misnian squires among 
them, wellmounted and armed, silently appronehes the ren- 
dexvons under the Castle of Altenburg; softly announces him- 
self, by whew of whistling, or some concerted signal, audible 
in tho stillness of the ambrosial night. Cock Schwalbo is 
‘awake; Cook Schwalbe answers signal; flings him down = 
Line, fixes his ropeladders: Kunz, with his Misnism sqoires 
and a select few more, mounts aloft; leaving the ress below, 
to de vigilant, to scizo the doors especially, when once we are 
masters of them from within. 

Kunz, who had once been head chamberlain here, koows 
every room and passage of this royal Castle; probably his 
Misnians also know it, or a good deal of it, from of old. “They 
first lock all the servants’ doors; lock the Electrest's doors 
walk then into the room where the two Princes sleep, in 
charge of their ancicat governess, a feeble old lady, who can 
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givo no hindrance;—they soize the two Princes, boys of 
twelve and fourteen; descend with them, by the great stair- 
case, Into the court of! the Castle, successfully so far;—or 
rather, not quite successfully, but with a mistake to mend. 
‘They find, when in the court of the Castle, that here indeed 
is Prince Ernst, the eldest boy, but that instead of Prince 
Albert we have brought his bedfellow, a young Count Barby, 
of no uze to us. ‘This was Mosen the Misnian’s mistake; 
stupid Mosen! Kunz himself runs aloft again; finds now the 
real Albert, who had hid himself below the bed; desceniis 
with the real Albert “To horse now, to Horse, my men, 
withont delay!” These noifen had awakened the Electrese; 
to what terrors and emotions we can fancy. Finding her door 
bolted, but learning gradually what is toward, she speaks or 
shrieks, from the window, 4 passionate prayer, in the name of 
carth and heaven, Not to take her children from her. “ Whit- 
soever your demands are, I will see them granted, only leave 
my children!” — “Sorry we cannot, high Lady!” thought 
Kunz, and rode rapidly away ; for all the Castle ia now getting 
awake, and Jocks will not long keep every one iniprisoned in 
his room. 

Kunz, forth again into the ambrosial night, divides his 
party into two, one Prince with each; Kunz himself leading 
the one, Mosen to lead thé other. ‘They are to ride by two 
different roads towards Bohemia, that if oné misluck, there 
may still be another to make terms, Kunz himself, with tho 
little Albert he has got on hand (no time to change princes at 
present), takes the more northerly road; and both dive into 
the woods, Not a moment to Ve lost; for nlready the alarm- 
ball is out at Altenburg, —some servant having burst his door, 
and got clutch of it; the results of which will be manifold! 
Result rst could not fail: The half-drank vervants, who are 
out at Supper, come tumbling home; listen open-mouthed, then 
go tumbling back into the Netle town, nod awakon #s alarm- 
bell; which awakens, in the usual progression, all others what- 
socver; 50 that Saxony at large, to the remotest village, from 
all ita belfries, big and little, is ringing madly; and all day 
Kunz, at every thin place of the forest, hears a dingaiong of 
Vol. 16—-W.W 
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doom pronounced against him, and plunges deviously forward 
all the more intently, 

A hot day, and a dreadful ride through boggy wastes and 
intricate mountain woods; with the alarm-bell, and shadow of 


without pity, not without anxiety on that head, bids his men 
ride on; all but bimeelf and $A ee 
everything ready at Isenburg, w! we Young 
Highooss will soon follow. Kunz encourages the Prince; die 
mounts, be and his squires, to gather him some bilberries. 
Kunz is busy in that search,—when a black figure staggers 
in upon the scene; a grimy KdAler, namely (Collier, Charcoal 


nap; somewhat astonished to find company in these solitades. 
“Tow, what! Who is the young gentleman? What are 
my Herren plensed to be doing here 2” inquired the Collier. 
"Pooh, # youth who has run away from his relati 
has fallen thirsty: do you know where bilberries are? —No? 
—Then why not walk on your way, my grim one?” The 
stim one has heard ringing of alarma-bells all day; is not quite 
in baste to go: Kunz, whirling round to make him go, is 
eanght in the bushes by the spurs, falls flat on his feb; the 
young Prince whispers eagerly, “Iam Prince Albert, and am 
itolen!"— Whew-wow !— One of the squires alms « Blow ut 
the Prince, so it is suid; perhaps it was at the Oollier only : 
the Collier wards with his poking-pole, strilees with 
his poking-pole, folls down the squire, belabors Kunz 
self. Durlug which the Collier's dog lustily barks; and, behold 
the Collier's Wife comes runing on tho scene, and. 
hor shrieks brings @ body of other colliers upon ity Kunz is 
eridently done ! ay 
He surronders, with his squires and Princes ia led, by 
black body-guard, armed with axes, shovels, s, to 
the neighboring monastery of Grunhain (Green Crores) 
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in there safe warded under lockani-key. The afternoon of 
July Sth, 1455; what a day for him and for others!—T re- 
mark, with certainty, that dusty riders, in rather unusual 
numbers, and of miscellaneous equipment, are also entering 
London City, far away, this very evening; a constitutional 
parliament haring to take soat af Westminster, to-morrow, 
9th July, 1455, of all days and years,t to settle what the battle 
of St. Albans, lately fought, will come to. For the rest, thnt 
the King of England has fallen imbecile, and his shewolf of 
France is on flights that probably York will bo Protector 
again (till he lose his head),—and that the troubles of man- 
kind are not limited to Saxony and its Metal Mountains, but 
that the Devil everywhere is busy, as usual !— This considera- 
tion will serve at loast to date tho affair of Kunz for us, and 
shall therefore stand unerased. 

From Grinkain Monastery the Electress, glaiitest of Saxon 
mothers, gets back her younger boy to Altenburg, with hope 
of the other: praised be heaven forever for it. “And you, 
© Collier of s thousand! what is your wish, what is your 
want ?—How dared you beard such a lion as that Kunz, you 
with your simple poking-polo, you Collier sent of heaven!” 
—*Madam, T drilled him soundly with my poking-pole (hab 
ihn weidlich getrilit);” at which they all laughed, and talled 
the Collier der Driller, the Dritler. 

Meanwhile, Mosen the Misnian is also faring ill; with the 
alarm-bells all awake shout him, and the country rleen fn het 
chase. Six of his men have been caught; the rest are diving 
ever deeper into the thicketa. In the end, they seck shelter 
in a cavern, stay there perdue for three days, not far from 
the castle of Steina, still within the Saxon border. Three 
days, — while the debate of Westminster is prosperously pro- 
ceeding, and imbecile Henry the Sixth takes his ease at 
Windsor, —these poor fellows Tio quaking, hungry, in their 
cave; and dare not debate, except in whispers; very uncer 
tain what the issue will be, The third day they hear from 
colliers or wandéring woodmen, accidentally t 
in their neighborhood, that Kunz is taken, tr 

2 Heary’s History of Dritaia, vi. 106. 
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probably beheaded. Well-e-day! Welleday! Hereupon they 
open a correspondence with the nearest Amtmann, him of 
Zwickau; to the effect, That if free pardon is granted, they 
will at once restors Prince Ernst; if mot, they will at once 
kill him. ‘The Amtmann of Zwickan is thrown into excite 
ment, it may well: be supposed: but what can the Amttnann 
or any official person do? Accede to their terms, since, as 
desperate men, they have the power of enforcing them, Tt 
is thought, had they even demanded Kunz’s pardon, it must 
have been granted; but they fancied Kunz ended, 
and did not insist on this, Enough, on the 11th of the month, 
fourth day since the flight, third day in this hungercaye of 
Steina, Prince Ernst was given up; and Moses, Schdnfels and 
Co,, refreshed with food, fled swiftly, unharmed, and “were 
never heard of more,” say my authorities, - 
Prinee Ernst was received by his glad father at Chemnitz ; 
soon carried to his glad mother and brother at Altenburg: 
upon which the whole court, with trembling joy, made a 
pilgrimage to Ebersdorf, a monastery and shrine in those 
parts. They gave pious thanks there, one and all; the mother 
giving suitable dotation furthermore; and, what is notable, 
hanging up among her other votive gifts two coats (she, says 
ramor and prints; but I gucss it was tho lucrative showmen 
after her): the cant of Kunz, leather buff I suppose, and 
the coat of The Driller, Triller, ax we call that heaven-sent 
Collicr, coat grimy black, and made of what stuff T know nok. 
Which ooats wero still shown in the prosont generation; nay 
perhaps are still to be seen at this day, if a judicious touriat 
made inquiry for them, ms 
On the 14th, and not till then, Kunz of Kanfungen, tried 
and doomed before, laid his head on the block at Freyberg: 
some say, pardon jad been got for him from the joyful Serene: 
Highnesses, bot came an hour too late. This seems uncertain, 
seems improbable: at least poor Dietrich of Kaufungen, his 
younger brother, was done to death at Altenburg iteelf | 
time after, for “inconsiderate words” nttered by - 
ings not sufficiently under one’s control. That 
Bohemian Cook, was torn with “red-hot pincers,” 
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wise mereilesaly mangled and strangled, need not be stated. 
He and onc or two others, supposed to be concerned in ‘his 
peeuliar treason, wore treated so; and with this the gallows- 
part of the transaction ended. 

As to the Driller himself, when asked what his wish was, 


= so be carer ety Soha a a 
‘atedeatoned stocktarns, and a handsome little 


sheep, for domestic milk and wool, were necessary 
to the good man and his successors, “Whieh properties,” I 
am vaguely told, but) would’ goto see ft with: my eyes, \were 


did not know the man’s real name, or perhaps he had no very 
fixed one; at any rate, they ealled him merely Tiiller (Driller) 
in these important dooumente: which courtly nickname he or 
Ais sons adopted a# a surname that would do very well; sur 
name borne by them accordingly ever sinee, and concerning 
which thore have boon treatises written.” 

‘This ig the tale of Kunzof Kanfangen; this is that ad- 
venture of the Prinzenrawb (Stealing of the Princes), much 
wondered at, and talked of, by all princes and all courtiers 
in its own day, and never quite forgotten eines; being indeed 
apt for remembrances, and worthy of it, more or less, For it 
actually occurred in God's Creation, and was's fact, four bun- 
dred years ago; and also is, and will forever continne one, — 
overendaring part ri ctor hon baste masa 
remembered or not, Tn virtue of which ‘peouliarity it 


de gentia Triilerionen or 
jc ot eae res 40) 
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mnch distinguished from innumerable other tales of adren- 
tures which did not occur in God’s Creation, but only in tho 
waste chambers (to be let unfurnished) of certain human 
heads, and which are part and parcel only of the Sum of 
Nothings ; which nevertheless obtain some temporary rexiem- 
brance, and lodge extensively, at this epoch of the world, im 
similar stil] more unfurnished chambers. In comparison, T 
thought this business worth a few words to the ingemuous 
English reader, who may stil] have rooms to lot, in that 
sense. Not ouly 60; but it seemed to deserve a little nook 
in modern memory for other peculiar reeons) =e 
now be stated with extreme brevity. 

‘The two boys, Ernst and Albert, who, at the time of their 
being stolen, were fourteen and twelve years old respectively, 
and had Frederick the Peaceable, the Placid or Pacific, for 
father, came safe to manhood. They got, by lucky survivor- 
ship, all these inextricable Saxon Territories combined inte 
‘Two round lots; —did not, unfortunately, keep them so; but 
split them again into new divisions, — for now despair of the 
historical student, among others !—and have ab this day ex- 
tensive posterity, of thrice-complex relationship, of anintel- 
ligible names, still extant in the high places of the world. 
Unintelligible names, we may well say; each porson having 
probably from ten to twenty names: not John or Tom; bat 
Joachim John Ferdinand Ernst Albrecht; Theodor Tom Carl 
Friedrich Kunz;—as if we should say, Bill Walter Kit all 
Ag one name; every one of which is good, could you bat omit 
the others! Posterity of unintelligible names, thrieecomplex 
relationship; —and in fine, of titles, qualities and territories: 
that will remain forever unknown to man. Most singular 
princely nomenclature, which has often filled me with amaze- 
ment. Designations worss than those of the Naples Laxzroni; 
who indeed “have no names,” bat are, I conclude, dastin- 
guished by Numbers, No. 1, No, 2, and can be known when 
mentioned in haman speech! Names, designations, which 
are too much for the human mind;—which are a 
long-winded ; abstruse as the Sibyl’s oracles; and flying about, 
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too, like her leaves, with every new accident, every new puff of 
wind. Ever-flactuating, ever-splitting, coalescing, re-splitting, 
recombining, insignificant little territories, names, relation- 
ships and titles; inextricably indecipherable, and mot worth 
deciphering; which only the eye of the Old Serpent could or 
sould decipher !|— Lat na Jeave them there; and remark that 
‘they are all divided, after our little stolen Ernst and Albert, 
into Two main streams or Lines, the Ernat or Ernestine Line, 
and the Albert or Albertine Line ; in which two grand divisions 
they flow on, each of them many-branched, through the wilder- 
ness of Time ever since. Many-branched each of the two, 
but conspicuously separate each from the other, they flow 
on; and give us the comfort of their company, in great 
numbers, af this very day. We will note « few of the main 
phenomena in these two Saxon Lines,—higher trees that 
have caught our oyo, in that sad wilderness of princely shrub- 
bery unsurveyable otherwise, 


ERNESTINE LIVE 


Ernst, the elder of those two stolen boys, became Kunfiirst 
(Elector); and got for inheritance, besides the “inalienable 
propertios” which lie round Wittenberg, as we have said, the 
better or Thuringian, side of the Saxon country —that is, 
the Weimar, Gotha, Altenburg, &c, Principalities;— while the 
other youth, Albert, had to take the ‘ Oster/and (Easternland), 
with part of Meissen,” what we may in general imagine to be 
(for no German Dryasdust will do you the kindness to say pre- 
olgely) the easterm region of what is Saxony in our day. These 
Albertines, with an inferior territory, had, as their main towns, 
Teipaig and Dresden, a Residenz-Schioss (or sublime enough 
Ducal Palace) in each city, Leipzig as yet the grander and 
more common ons, There, at Leipaig chiofly, I say, lived tha 
august younger or Albertine Line; especially there lived Prince 
Albert himself, a wealthy and potent man, though younger, 
But it is with Ernst that we are at present. 001 

As for Ernst, the elder, he and his lived chiefly at Witten- 
Derg, as I perceive; there or in the neighborhood, was their 
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high Schloss; distinguished among palaces. Bat they had 
‘Weimar, they had Altenburg, Gotha, Coburg, —above all, they 
had the Wartéurg, one of the most distinguished Strong Houses 
any Duke could live in, if he were of frugal and heroic tarn. 
Wartburg, built by fabulous Ludwig the Springer, whieh 
grandly overhangs the town of Kisenach, grandly the gonoral 
‘Thuringian forest; it is now,— Magician Klingsohr having 
sung there, St, Elisabeth having lived there and done conscious 
miracles, Martin Luther having lived there and done wnoon- 
scious ditto, — the most interesting MResidens, or oli grim shell 
of a mountain Castle turned into a tavern, now to be found in 
Germany, or perhaps readily in the world. One feels, —stand- 
‘ing in Luther's room, with Luther's poor old oaken table, oaken: 
inkholder still there, and his mark on the wall whieh the Devil 
‘has not yet forgotten, —as if here once more, with mere Heaven 
and the silent Thuringian Hills looking on, # grand amd grand 
eat battle of “One man versus the Devil and all men” was 
fonght, and the latest prophecy of the Eternal was made to 
these sad ages that yet run; as if here, in fact, of all places 
that the sun now looks upon, were the holiest for a modern 
man, To me, at least, in my poor thoughts, thers seemed 
something of authentically divine in this locality ; as if immo 
tal remembrances and sacred influences and monitions were: 
hovering over it; speaking sad, and grand, and valiant things: 
to the hearts of men. A distinguished person, whom T had 
the honor of attending on that occasion, actually stooped down, 
when he thought my eye was off him; Aisa? the old olken 
table, though one of the grimmest men now living; andl looked 
like lightning and rain all the morning after, with a wisible 
thoisture in those suneyes of his, and not a word to be drawn 
from him. Sure enough, Ernst and his line are not ata loss for 
‘Residences, whatever else he and they may want. fi 
Ernst's son was Prederict the Wise, successor im the Alar 
(Electorship) and paternal lands ; which, as Frederick did sio& 
marry and there was only one otber brother, wore not farther 
divided om this occasion, Frederick the Wise, born in Y 
as thateversmemorable Kurytirst who saved Luther from the 
Diet of Worms in 1821, A pioun Catholic, with due horror 
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of heresy up to that time, he listened with all his facntties 
to the poor Monk’s earnest speech of four hours; knew mot 
entirely what to think of it; thought at least, “Wo will hear 
this man farther, we will not burn this man just yet!” —and 
suatched him up accordingly, and stuck him safe into the 
Wartburg for a year. Honor to such a Kurfirst:— and what 
@ luck to him and us that ho was there to do so ever-memorable 
a thing, jnst in the nick of time! A Kurfitrst really memor- 
able and honorable, by that and by many other acts of wisdom, 
piety and prudont magnanimity; in which qualities History 
testifies that he shone. He could have had the Kaisership, on 
Max's death, some years before, but preferred to hare young 
Chorles V., Max's grandson, elected to it. Whereby it came 
that the grand Reformation Cause, at once the grandest bleas- 
ing and the grandest difficulty, fell to the guidances, not of 
noble German veracity and pious wisdom, but of long-headed 
obstinate Flemish cunning; und Elector Frederick indeed had 
an easier life, bat Germany has ever since hada much harder 
one! Two portraits of this wise Frederick, one by Albert 
Dizer, and another of inferior quality by Lucas Kranach, 
which represent to us an excellent, rather corpulent, elderly 
gentleman, looking out from under his electoral cap, with a fine 
placid, honest and yet vigilant and sagacious aspect, are well 
known to print-collectors: but his history, the practical phyei- 
ognomy of his life and procedure in this world, is less known 
to hereditary governing persons, and others, than it ought 
to be, —if there were any chance of their taking pattern by 
him! He was twenty years Luther's senior; they never met 
personally, much as they corresponded together, daring the 
noxt four years, both living oftenest in the same town, He 
died in 1525, and was succeeded by his brother, John the 
Steadfast (Johann der Bestéindige). 

This brother, Johann der Besténdige, was four years younger; 
he also was a wise ond eminently Protestant man. He étrag- 
gled very faithfully for the good Cause, during his term of 
sovereignty; died in 1532 (fourteen years before Luther), 
having held the Electorate only seven years. Excellent man, 
though dreadfully fat; co that they had to serew him up by 
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‘machinery when he wished to soant on | 
days. — His’ son was Johann Friedrich, 3 


land. What he did to merit such high 


title might, at this 
dato, in this place, be difficult to say. was 
the Netherlands, nasisting Kaiser Max (or id 
Max, Kaiser indeed, and Charles V.'s 


Mary of Burgundy, the great heiress in those parte. 
the Netherlands by this fine mateh, and came ‘in 
enough; and soon into endlem troubles and 80 

in all which, and in others that superadded . 
the Courageous was helpful according to ability; di 


‘had mainly a Saxon, or at most a German fame, and” 

reach tho ear of the general world. Howeret, 

all lies safely funeed in Saxon and German 

Saxony reaping the full benefit of it (any); anil 

goncern us here, Only ou three figures of the posi 

gotten by him shall we pause a little, then Toave his 

fate. Elector Moritz, Duke George, Angust the St 

those three we will glance for one moment; the rest, inf 

endless procession, shall rustle past unseen by tes 
Albert's eldest on, then, and successor in the onst 
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rable, it is enongh to say that he was Luther's Duke George! 
‘Yes, thin is he with whom Luther bad such wrangling and 
jangling. Here, for the first time, English country-gontlemen 
may discern “ Duke George” as a fact, though a dark one, in 
this world; see dimly who begat him, whoro he lived, how he 
actually was (presumably) a human creature, and not a more 
rumor of a name. “Fear of Duke George?" said Lather : 
“No, not that, Ihave seen the King of Chaos in my time, 
Sathanas himself, and throwa my ink-bottle at him. Duke 
George! Had I had business in Leipzig, I should have gone 
thither, if it had rained Duke Georges for nine days running!” 
‘Well, reader, this is he: George the Rich, called also the 
Barbatus (Beardy), likewise the Learned; a very magnificent 
Herr; learned, bearded, gilded, to a notable degree; and much 
reverenced by many, though Luther thought so little of him. 

He was strong for the old religion, while his cousins went 
20 valiantly ahead for the new. He attended at Diets, argued, 
nogotiated ; offered to risk life and fortane, in some diplomatic 
degree, but was happily never called to do it, His Brother, 
and most of his people, gradually became Protestants, which 
much grieved him. Pack, unfortunate Herr Paek, whose 
“revelations” gave rise to the Schmalkaldic League, and to 
the first Protestant War, had been his sccretary. Pack ran off 
from him; made said “revelations,” That there was a pri- 
vate bargain, between Duke George and others, headed by the 
Kaiser, to ent off and forfeit Philip of Hessen, the chief Prot- 
estant, that &c, &¢c.: whereby, in the first place, poor Pack 
Jost his head; and, in the second place, poor Duke George’s 
troubles were increased fourfold and tenfold. 

Poor soul, he bal lost most of his ten children, some of them 
in infancy, othera in maturity and middle age, by death; was 
now himself getting old, within a year or two of seventy ; and 
his troubles not in the least diminishing. At length be lost 
his wife; the good old dame, a princess of Bohemia, who had 
‘oon his stay in allsorrows, she too was called awny from him. 
Protestantism spreading, the Devil broken loose, all was against 
Duke George; and he felt that his own time must now be 
nigh. His very Brothor, now heirapparent by tho death of 


i 
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all tho young men, was of declared Protestant tendencios, 
George wrote to his Brother, who, for the present, was very 
poor, offering'to give him up the government amd territories 
at once, on condition that the Catholic Religion shoald be 
maintained intact: Brother respectfully refused. Duke George 
then made a will, to the like effect; summoned his Estates to 
sanction it; Estates would uot eanction: Duke George was 
penne dreadful bowel-tisorders, and lay down to die. 
Sorrow on it! Alas, alas! 

‘There is one momorability of his sad last moments =A res- 
crond Pater was endeavoring to strengthen him by assumnées 
about his own good works, about the favor of the Sainte and 
such like, when Dr. Rothe, the Crypto-Protestant medical gen- 
‘tleman, rontured to suggest in the oxtrome moment, “ 

Herr, you wore often wont to say, Straightforward is the beat 
Tunner! Do that yourself; go straight to the blessed Saviour 
and eternal Son of God, who bore our sins; and leave the dead 
Saints alone!" —* Ey, then, — help me, then.” George groaned 
out in low sad murmur, “true Saviour, Jeeus Christ ; take pity 
on me, and save me by thy: bitter sorrows and death!” and. 
yielded up his soul in this manner. A moch-afflicted, hard- 
straggling, and not very useful man. He was so loaned, ho 
had written his Fathor Albort’s exploits in Latin; of whieh 
respectable: “Monograph,” Fabricius, in his Chronicle, fas 
made use. Fabricius: not that big Hamburg Fabricius of the 
Bibliotheeas ; but an cartier minor one, Georg Goldechmied Tis 
vernacular name, who was “crowned poet by Kaiser Max,” 
became head-schoolmaster in Meissen, and wrote meritorious 
chronicles, indifferently oxnet, Rerum Misnicarm, andisaeh 
like, — Ae ia the Fabrisius to whom the respectable 

foll, Of this poor Duke's palaces and riches, nt Leipzig and else. 
where, Tsay nothing, except that they were very grand. He 
‘Wore a magnificent beard, too, daggerehaped and very long 5 
was of heroic atature and carriage; traly a respectublelooking: 
mai. Twill remember nothing more of him, except that he 
was withal an ancestor of Froderick the Great: no doabt of 
that amall interesting fact One of his danghtors was 
to Philip the Magnanimous of Hessen, — wife i: 
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magnanimous Philip, wherefore he was obliged to marry a 
second, or supplamest to her, which is a known story! But 
another of Duke Goorge’s daughters, who alone concerns us 
here, was spouse to Joachim If, sixth Auryierst of Branden. 
burg, who bore him Johann George, seventh ditto, in lawful 
wedlock; and so was Frederick the Uniquo’s great-grandfather’s 
great-grandmother, that is to say, lineal aneestress in the 
sevonth generation. If it rained Duke Georges nine days run- 
ning, | would say no more about them, 

We come now to Klector Morita, our second figure. George's 
brother, Henry, succeeded ; lived only for two years; in whieh 
time all went to Protestantism in the eastern parts of Saxony, 
as in the western. ‘Lhis Henry's eldost son, and first sncoes- 
sor, was Moritz, the “ Mauries” known in English Protestant 
books; who, in the Schmalkaldis: League\and Wary played 
such a questionable game with his Protestant cousin, of the 
elder or Exnestine Line, — quite ousting said. cousin, by supe- 
rior jockeyship, and reducing his Line and him to the second 
rank ever sines. ‘This cousin was Johann Friedrich the Mag- 
nanimous, of the Ernestine Line ; whom we left above waiting 
for that catastrophe: and it came about in this manner, —— 

Duke Moritz refused; mmely, to join his poor cousin and 
other fellow Protestants in the Schmalkaldie League or War, 
in spite of Secretary Pack's denunciations, and the eridenos 
of facts. Duke Moritz waited till the Kaiser (Charles V., year 
1547), and their own ill-guidance, had beaten to pieces and 
rained said League and War; till the Kaiser had captured 
Johann Frederick the Magnanimous in person, and was about 
to kill him. And then, at shis point of the game, by dexteroas 
management, Duke Morits got the Electorship transferred to 
himself; Elestorehip, with Wittenberg and the “inalienable 
lands and dignities ;"— his poor cousin sitting prisoner the 
while, in imminent danger of his life; not getting loose for 
five years, but following the Kaizer like condemned luggnge, 
up and down, jn a very periloas and uncomfortable manner! 
This from Moritz, who was himself » Protestant, only better 
skilled in jockeyship, was net, thought hanleomsipon ditties 
nor could it be. 
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However, he made it good ; succeeded in it, —what isentied 

succeeding. Neither is the game yet played out, nor Moritz 
publicly declared (what ho full surely %, and can by discern- 
ing ayes be seen to be) the loser, Moritz kept his Electorahip, 
and, by cunning jockeying, his Protestantism too; got his Ale 
bertine or junior Line pushed into the place of the Ernestine 
or first; in which dishonorably acquired position it continucs: 
to this day; performing ever since the chief part in Saxony, 
as Electors, and now as Kings of Saxony;— which seems to 
make him out rather as winner in the game? For the Ernest- 
ine, or honorable Protestant Line is ever sines in a secondary, 
diminixhed, and as it wore, disintegrated state, a Lint éroken 
small; nothing now but a series of small--Dakes, 
Gotha, Coburg, and the like, in the Thuringian region, who, 
on mere genealogical grounds, put Sachsen to thelr mame: 
Sachsen-Coburg, Sachsen-Weimar, &o.;—and do nos look Hike 
winners, Nor perhaps are they,—if they also have played 
too ill! Perhaps neither of the two is winner; for there are 
many other hands in the game withal: sure Tam only that 
Moritz has dost, and never could win! As perhaps may appear 
yet, by and by. oom 

But, however that may be, the Ernestine Line has clearly 
got disintegrated, broken small, and is not in a 
condition. These, I say, are the Dukes who in the present 
day put Sachsen to their name: sons of Ernst, sons of Johann 
Friedrich the Magnanimous, all now in a reduced condition: 
while the sons of Albert, nephews of George the Dagger 
bearded (“if it rain Duke Georges"), are Kings of Saxony, 
sooalled Kings. No matter: nay, who knows whether it is- 
not perhaps even Zess than nothing to them, this grand dignity 
of theirs? Whether, in very truth, if we look at substances 
and not semblance, the Albertine Line has risen since Morita’s 
time; 0: in spite of all those crowns and appearances, eublimo 
to the valet judgment, has fallen and is still falling? Ido not 
find, in fact, that it has ever done anything considerable sines; 
which is thé one sure symptom of rising. My probable com 
jecture rather is, that it has done (if Nature's Register, if the | 
Eternal Daybook, were consulted) very little inded, axoept 
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dwindle into more and more contemptibility, and impotence 
to de anything considerable whatever! Which is a very mel- 
ancholy issue of Mority’s great efforts; and might give rise to 
unspeakable considerations, in many a high man and many a 
low, —for which there is not room in this place. 

Johann Frederick, it is well known,sat magnanimously play- 
ing chess, while the Kaiser's sentence, of death, was brought 
in to him: he listened to the reading of the sentence; said a 
polite word or two; then turning rouni, with “Pergamus, Lot 
as proceed!” quietly played on till the checkmate had been 
settled. Johann Frederick magnanimously waited out his 
pb sccm ais rane ete 
and humble friend, refusing to quit him, but: 
ing the samo; then quietly returned (ola Taness arr, 
to his tras loving-hearted wife, to the glad friends whose faith 
had been tried in the fire. With such awifo waiting him,and 
such a Lucas attending him, a man had still something left, 
had his lands been all gone; which in Johann Frederick's case, 
they were still far from being. Ho scttled at Weimar, having 
lost electoral Wittenberg and the inalicnable properties; he 
continued to do here, as formerly, whatever wise and) noble 
thing he could, throngh the short remainder of his life:—one 
wishes he had not founded all that imbroglio of little dukes! 
But perhaps he could not help it » law of peimogeniture, except 
among the Brandenburg Hohenzollerns, always a wise, deci- 
sive, thrifty anid growing race, who aud the fine talent of 
“ smnihilating rubbish,” was not yet known in those countries, 
Johann Frederick felt, most likely, that he, for one, in this 
aspent of the stars, was not founding kingdoms! But indeed 
it was not he, it was his successors, his grandson and great 
grandson chiefly, that :ade these multiplex divisions and eon- 
fusions on the face of the Gerinan mother-earth, and perplexed 
the human goul with this inextricable wilderness of little 
dukes, From him, however, they do all descend; this let the 
reader know, and let it be some slight satisfaction to him to 
have got a historical doublegirth tied round them in that 

2 De Woite: Lebene Gackickts der Harsige ou Sachsen (Weimar, 1270) 
uw D : eel 
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manner, and see Two compact Bundles made of Lote desmshecn 
‘mean while. 

Moritz, the new Elector, did not last long. Shortly after 
Johann Frederick got home to Weimar, Moritz | 
found his death, in prosecution of that game began by him. 
itis well known be had no sooner made the Electorate sure 
to himself than he too drew sword agninst the Kaiser; beat 
the Raiser; chased him into the Tyrol mountains; could have 
taken him there, but—I have no cage big enough to hold 
such « bird,” said Moritz: so he lot the Kaiser ran; and made 
the Treaty of Passau with him instead. Treaty of Passau 
(4p. 1552), by which Johanu Frederick's liberty was brought 
about, for one thing, and many liberties were atipulated for the 
Protestants; pon which Treaty indeed Germany rested from 
its religious battles, of the blood-shedding sort, and fought 
only by ink thenceforth, —till the Thirty-Years War came, 
and a now Treaty, that of Manster or Ween 
to succeed. 

Shortly after Passau, Moritz, now on the Kaiser's side; and 
clear for peace and submission to said treaty, drew out agains 
his oldest comrade, Albert Hohenzollern of Anspach, — 
“Albert Alcibiades” ax they call him, that 
impetuous Failure of a Frederick the Great; drew out, aay, 
against this Aleibiades, who would not accept tho Treaty of 
Pass; beat Alcibiades in the battle of Sisvershatsen, but 
loot tas. own life withal init, no mor, either of fighting or 
diplomatizing, needed from him;—ond thus, after only some 
six years of Eleotorship, slept with his fathers, no Elector, 
‘but a clod of the vallay. - 

His younger brother succeeded ; from whom, in a 
come all the subsequent Saxon potentates; and the present 
King of Saxony; with whom one has no acquaintance, nor 
much want of any. All of them are nephews, so to speak, of 
Elector Moritz, grand-nephews of Duke George the) Dagger 
bearded (“if it rained Duke Georges"). Duko George i as 
it were, the grand-uncle of them all; as Albert, our litle 
stolen boy for whom Kunz yon Kasfingen ones 
berries, is father of him and of them all, A goodly; 





Strong. 

Friedrich August, the big King of Poland, called by some 
of his contemporaries August the Great, which epithet they 
lund to change for August der Starke, August the Physically 
Strong: this August, of the three hundred and fifty-four bas- 
tards, who was able to break a horse-shoo with his handsyand 


to pause one moment upon: merely with the remark, that if 


whither! Poor devil, he was full of good humor too, and had 
tho bost of stomachs. A man that had his own troubles 
withal. His miscellany of mistresses, very pretty some of 
them, but fools all, would have driven most men mad. You 
may discern dimly in the flunky histories, in babbling Palnite 
and others, what a set they were; what a time he musb have 
had with their jealousies, their sick vapors, megrims, angers 
and infatuations ;—springing, on occasion, out of bed in their 
shift, like wild-cats, at the throat of him, fixing their mad 
claws in bim, when be merely enters to ask, “How do you do, 
mon chow?” Some of them, it is confidently said, were hit 
own childron, The uaspeakably unexemplary mortal f 

* Willnits: La Sane Galante ; Aféwires ot Lettren, Be 
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He got his skin well beaten, —cowhided, as we may say,— 
by Charles XIL,, the rough Swede, clad mostly in leather. He 
was coaxed and driven about by Peter the post. 
horses ure,—long miles, with a bundle of hay, never to be 
attained, stuck upon the pole of the coach, He redaced him- 
eelf to utter bankruptcy. He had got the crown of Poland 
by pretending to adopt Papistry,—the apostate, and even 
pseudo-apostate; and we may say he has made Protestant 
Saxony, and his own House first of all, spiritually bankrupt 
ever since, He died at last, at Warsaw (year 1733), of an 
“old man’s foot;" highly composed, eupeptic to the last; 
busy in scheming out a partition of Poland,—ae thing more 
bis ctoe en's: hae; not! 8 be ocaapa 
Adieu to him forever and a day. 

‘One of his bastards was Rutowsky, long Barro re 
poor Saxony as their chief military man; whom the Prussians 
deat at Kesselsdorf, —who was often beaten; whom Frederiok 
the Great at last shut up in Pirna Another was the Chevalier 
de Saxe, also « kind of genoral, good for vory little be 
far the notablest was he of Aurora von Kénigemark’s proda- 
cing, whom they called Comse de Saxe in his own country, and 
who afterwards in France became Maréchal de Saxe; & mam 
who made much noise in the world for a time. Of him also 
Jet. us say an anecdotic word. Baron d'Espagnae and the biog- 
taphers had long been uncertain about the date of his birth, 
—date and place alike dubious. For whone sake, hero ot 
length, after a century of searching, is the extract from the 
haptismal register, found by an inquiring man. Poor Ai 
it appears, had been sent to the Harz Mountains, in the still 
antumn, in her interesting situation; lodges in the apcient 
highland town of Goslar, anonymously, very privately; and 
this is what the books of the old Markihirche ont 
in that romote little place still bear :— 

“Den acht-und-ewenxigaten October” —But we mm ts 
Jute: “The twenty-eighth of October, in the year 
hundred and ninety-six, in the evening, between 


eight o'clock, there was born, by tho high Lady ( . 
nehmon Frau) who lodges in R. Heinrich Christoph i 
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house, a Son; which Son, on the 20th ¢gjusdem, was in the 
evening baptized, in M.S. Alb’s house, and, by the name 
Mauritius, incorporated to the Lord Jesus (dem Herren Jesu 
einverleitt). Godfathers were Herr Dr, Trumph, R.N. Dusings 
and R. Heinrich Christoph Winkel”? Which ought to settle 
that smal] matter, at least. 

On the authority of Baron d’Espagnac, I mention one other 
thing of this Meuritius, or Moritz, Maréchal de Saxe; who, 
like his father, was an immensely strongman, Walking once 
in the streets of London, he came into collision with a scaven- 
ger, had words with the scavenger, who perhaps had splashed 
him with his mudghovel, or the like, Seavenger would make 
no apology; willing to try a round of boxing instead. Moritz 
grasps him suddenly by the back of the breeches; whirls him 
aloft, in horizontal position; pitches him into his own mud- 
cart, and walks on.* A man of much physical strength, till 
his wild ways wasted it, all. 

He was tall of stature, had black circular eyebrows, black 
bright eyes, — brightness partly intollectual, partly animal, — 
oftenest with a smile in them. Undoubtedly a man of un- 
bounded dissoluteness; of much energy, loose native ingenu- 
ity; and the worst speller probably ever known, Take this 
one specimen, the shortest I have, not otherwise the best; 
specimen achieved, when there lad a proposal risen in the 
obsequious Académie Frangaise to elect this Maréchal a mem~- 
ber, The Maréchal had tho sense to decline. Ile seule me fore 
de la Cadémio, writes he; sela miret com une bage a wa chas ; 
meaning probably, Is veulent me faire de U Académie; cela 
miroit comme une bague a wn chat: “They would have mo in 
the Academy; it would suit me as a ring would a cat,’”—or 
say, a pair of breeches x cock. Probably he had much skill 
in war; I cannot judge: his victories were very pretty; but 
sede Viahe seacstorady game acl neal ooenee a eae 
Cumberland; who was beaten by everybody that tried, and 
never beat anything, exeept once some starred Highland 
peasants at Culloden. 

2 Cramer: Aurora won KOsigemark (Loipaig, 1896), b 126. 

# Espageace Fie du Martelol de Saxe (i. 274, of tho German Translation), 
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‘To resume and conclude. Auguat the Physically Strong, be 
it known in brief, then, is groat-grandson of an Elector called 
Johann Georg 1, who behaved very ill im the ‘Thirty-Fears 
War; now joining with the great Gustavus, now deserting 
him; and seeking merely, in @ poor tortuous way, little to the 
honor of German Protestantism in that epoch, to save his own 
goods and skin; wherein, too, he did not even succeed; August 
the Physically Strong, and Pscudo-Papist apostate, is great- 
grandson of that poor man; who again is grandnephew of the 
worldly-wise Elector Moritz, Passau-Treaty Moritz, question- 
able Protestant, questionable friend and enemy of Charles ¥., 
with “No cage fit to hold so big # bird,’ —and is therefore 
also gront-grand-nophow of Tuthor's friend, “If it rained 
Duke Georges.” ‘To his generation there are six from Duke 
George's, five from Elector Morite’s: that is the 
And if I add, that tho son of August the Physically Strong 
was he who got to be August ITI., King of Poland; spent his 
time in smoking tobacco; and had Brohl for minister, — 
Bréhl of the three hundred and sixty-five suits of clothes, who 
brought Frederick of Prussia and the Seven-Years War into 
‘his country, and thereby, so to speak, quite broke the bask of 
Saxony, —I think we may close our excerpts from the Albert 
ine Line, Of the elder or Ernestine Line, in its disintegrated 
state, T will hastily subjoin yet a word, with the be 
and then end. 


RRNESTINE LIne (ia tho distintegrated state, or broken small), 

Noble Johann Frederick, who Jost the Electorate, and 
retired to Weimar, nobler for his losses, is not to be pam 
ticalarly blamed for splitting his territory into pieces, and 
founding that imbrogiio of little dukedoms, which ran abont, 
ever shifting, like a mass of quicksilver ent into little sepa- 
rate pools and drops; distractive to the human mind, in a 
gtographical and in far deeper senses, The ease was Bot 
pecnlinr to Johann Frederick of the Ernestine Line; but was: 
common to all German dukes and lines. The pious German 
thind gradges to lop anything away; holde by the palpably 
superfluons; and in general “cannot annihilate rubbish; — 


il 
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that is its inborn fault, ‘Law of primogeniture, for such small 
sovereigaties and dukedoms, is hardly yet, ax the general rule, 
above a century old in that country; which, for sovereigns” 
and for citizens, mach more than for goographers, was certainly 
a strange state of matters ! 

The Albertine Line, Electoral though it now was, made 
apanages, subdivisions, unintelligible little dukes and dukeries 
of similar kind, though perhaps a Httle more charfly: almoat 
within @ century we can remember little sovereign dukes of 
that line. A Duke of Weissenfels, for instance; foolish old 
gawk, whom Wilhelmina Princess Royal recolleets for his 
distracted notious,!—which were well shaken out of him 
by Wilhelmina’s Brother afterwards. Or again, contempo- 
raneously, that other littl Duke,—what was the title of 
him ?—who bad built the biggest bassoon ever heard of; 
thirty feet high, or so; and was seen playing on it from a 
trap-ladder;*— poor soul, denied an employment in this world, 
and obliged to fly to bassoons ! 

Then, too, a Dake of Meraeburg,* who was dining solemnly, 
when the “Old Dessaner” (Leopold of Anhalt-Desssu, con- 
queror at Kesselsdorf afterwards, and a greab rough Prassian 
son of Mars) broke in upon him, in friondly manner, half 
drunk, with halfirunk grenadiers whom he had been review~ 
ing; and reviewed anil paraded them again there within the 
sublime ducal dining-room iteelf, and fired volleys there (to 
the ruin of snirrors and cut-glass); and danced with the prin- 
cesses, his officers and he, —a princess in your left hand, a 
drawn sword in your right;—and drank and uproared, in a 
Titanic: manner, for about eight hours; making « soreerer’s- 
sabbath of the poor duke's solemn dinner.‘ Sachsen-Weissen- 
fels, Sachsen-Mersebarg, Sachsen-Zeitz: —there were many 
little dukes of the Albertine Line, too, but happily they 
are now all dead childless; and their apanages have fallen 


3 Mémoires de Witheleine de Prusse, Margrave de Bareith. 
4 POUtnitx: Mémoires ot Lettres, 
* Same ax tho Bassoon Dake. — Ep. 
‘ Dia weberthaes Friend Lepeiti von Antal: Dessan Esko; ds: (Talpaig, 
1742), pp. 108-112. 











Dukes that they have uo history; though it must be owned, 
the modern state of the world, they are ever more, and 


Grumbach'eche Handed (gad “Grumbach Brabble,” consisting 
of wild justice in high quarters, by assassination or sudden 
homicide in the street, with consequences; of all which the 
English reader happily knows nothing), — went into it bravely, 
if mushly, in generous pity for Grambach, in high hope for 
himself withal ; and got thrown into jail for life, poor Dake t 
Where also his Wife attended him, like a brave true 

“for twenty years.’—On the whole, I rather think they 
would still gladly have histories if they could; and am willing 
to regret that brave mon and princes, descended presumably 
from Witekind and the gods, certainly from John the Steadfast 
and John Frederick the Magnanimous, should be reduced to 
stand inert in the whirling arena of the world in that manner, 
swathed in ohl wrappages and packthread meshes, into inabil- 
ity to move; wazching sadly the Conturies with their stormfal 
opulences rush past you, Century after Century in vain! 

Bnt it is better we should close. Of the Ernestine Tine, in 
its disintegrated state, let us mention only two names, in the 
briefest manner, whe ore not quite without significance to 
men and Englishmen; and therewith really end The first 
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is Bernhard of Weimar; champion of Elizabeth Stuart, Ex- 
queen of Bohemia; famed captain in the Thirty-Years War; 
@ really notable man. Whose Life Goothe once thought of 
writing; but prudently (right prudently, as I can now sec) 
drew out of it, and wrote nothing, Not so easy to dig out a 
Hero from the mountainous owldroppings, deadening to the 
human nostril, which moulder in Record Offices and Public 
Libraries; patrolled over by mere irrational monsters, of the 
gryphou and vulture and chimera species! Easier, a goo. 
deal, to versify the Ideal a little, and stick by ballads and 
the legitimate drama, Bernhard was Johaun Frederick the 
Magnanimous's great-grandson : that is his genealogy ; great- 
grandson of little stolen Ernst’s grandson. He began in those 
Bohemian Campaigns (1021), a young lad of seventeen ; Ritt- 
meister to one of his cldcr Brothers; some three of whom, in 
various eapacities, fought in the Protestant wars of their 
time. Very ardent Protestants, they and he; men of devout 
mind withal; as generally their whole Line, from Johann 
by being He had risen to be « famed eaptain, while still 
young ; and, under and after the great Gustavus, he did 
exploits to make the whole world know him, Ho “was in 
‘two-and-thirty battles;” gainod, or helped to gain, almost all 
of them; but unfortunately dost that of Nurdlingen, which, 
next to Litzen, was the most important of all. Hoe had taken 
Breisach (in the Upper Rhino country), thought to be inexpug- 
nable; and was just in sight of immense ulterior achievements 
and advancements, when he died suddenly (1639), still only in 
Lis thirty-fifth year. The Richeliou French poisoned him (so 
fan and rung the rumor); at least he died conveniently for 
Richelieu, for Germany most inconveniently; and was in 
truth a mighty kind of man; distinguished much from the 
imbroglio of little Dukes: “grandson's great-grandson,” as I 
said, “of"— Or, alas, is it hopeless to charge a modern 
reader's memory even with Bernhard t 

Another individual of the Ernestino Lino, surely notable to 
Englishmen, and mach to be distinguished amid that imbroglio 
‘of little Dukes, is the “Prins Aupuxcur Franz August Kart 
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Emanuel con Sachsen-Coburgy-Gotha ;" whom wo call, in briefer 
English, Prince Albert of Saxe-Coburg; notuil Prines Consort 
of these happy realms. He also ix a late, very late, grandson 
of that little stolen Ernst. Concerning whom both English 
History and English Prophecy might say something, —but 
pot conveniently in this place. By the generality of thinking 
Englishmen he is regarded as a man of solid sense and worth, 
seemingly of superior talent, placed in ciroumatances beyond, 
measure singular, Very complicated circumstances; and whicl: 
do not promise to grow less so, but the contrary. For the 
Horologe of Time goes inexorably on; and the Sick Ages 
ripen (with terrible rapidity at present) towards — Who will 
tell us what? Tho human wisdom of this Prince, whatever 
share of it he has, may one day be unspeakably important 
to mankind! —But enough, enough. We will bere subjoin 
his Pedigree at least; which is a vory innocent Dovument, 
riddled from the big Historical cinder-beaps, and may be com- 
fortable to some persons: — 

“Bmst the Pious, Dake of Sachsen-Gotha (1601-1675), was 
one of Bernhard of Welmar's elder brothers; great-grandeon 
of Johann Frederick the Magnanimous, who lost the Elector 
ate. Had been a soldier in his youth; succeeded to Gotha 
‘and the main part of the Territories; and much distinguished 
himself there, A patron of learning, among other good things; 
se Seckendorf on compiling the History of the Refirmation. 
To all appearance, an oxcellent, prodent and really pion 
Governor of men. He left seven sons; who at first lived 
together at Gotha and ‘governed conjointly;’ bat ab length 
divided the Territories; Frederick the eldest taking Gotha, 
where vurions other Fredericks succeeded him, and the ling 
did not die out till 1824. ‘The other six brothers likewise 
all founded “Lines, Coburg, Meinungen, Rémhild, Eisenberg, 
Hildburghausen; Ssalfeld, most of which soon died outs but 
it is only the youngest brother, be of Suaffeld with his Ling, 
that concerns us here. 

“1° Jonaxw Enver (1658-1729), youngest son of Ernst the 
Pious; got Swuifeld for his portion, Tho then Coburg Line 
died out in 1678, upon which arose great arguings a8 to *ho 
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shonld inherit; arguings, bargainings; and, between Mein- 
‘angen and Saalfeld especially, a lawsuit in the Heiehshofrath 
(imperial Aulic Council, as we call it), which seemed as if it 
would never end. At length, in 1735, Saalfeld, ‘after two 
hundred and six Comolusa (Decrees) in its favor,’ earriod the 
point over Meinangen 5 Bot possession of ‘Coburg Town, and 
nearly all the Territory,’ and holds it ever since. Johann 
Ernst was dead in the interim; but had left his son, 

«2° Fuaxz Jossas (born 1607), Duke of 
who, as we see, in 173%, after these ‘206 Decrees,’ got Coburn, 
too, and adopted that town as his Residenz ; Duke of Sachsen- 
Coburg-Saalfeld thenceforth. A younger son of this Franz 
Josias was the ‘Cobourg’ (Austrian General) thrice-famous 
in the French Newspapers of 1792-1794, if now forgotten. 
His (Franz Josias’s) eldest som and successor was 

“3° Exxer Furepaicu (1724-1800) ;—and his 

“4° Bran Paisonios Awron (1750-1806). He left three 
daughters, one of whom became Duchess of Kent, and mother 
of Queen Victoria: likewise three sons; the youngest of whom 
is Leopold, now King of the Belgians; and the eldest of 
whom was 

“5° Eawer Axrox Kane Lupwie (1784-1844); to whom 
Sachsen-Gothe fell in 1824;—whose eldor son is now reign- 
ing Duke of Sachsen-Colnurg-Saaifeld-Gotha (chief Residence 
Goths); and whose younger is 

“6° Pairce Auorrt, whom we know," 

So that the young gentleman who will one day (it is hoped, 
‘but not till after many years) be King of England, is visibly, 
as we count, Thirteenth in direct deacent from that little boy 
Ernst whom Kunz vou Kaufungen stole, Ernst’s generation 
and Twelve others have blostomed out and grown. big, and 
have faded and been blown away; and in these 400 years, 
since Kunz did his feat, we have arrived so far, And that 
is the last “pearl, or odd button," I will string on that Trams- 
action. 

+ Hubner, tab. 163; CEirtel, tab, 70; Michaelis, Chur wad J Wrattichen 
Hlésserr in Teutschland, 1, 11-983, 

Vol. 16—X.X 
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*,% Here is a Letter since received, which may be worth 
printing : — 

* Roan Socrerr, Sostexser House, 6ch August, 1856. 

“Dear Six, —I am a stranger to you, though nob to your 
works; and would not intrude on your time and attention, 
were it not that the subject on which I write may perhaps 
procure me your indulgence. 

“T have taken a walk into Bohemia, and visited, on the way, 
some of the places identified with tho Prinzonrauh The old 
town of Altenburg is picturesquo in situation, architecture and 
the costume of its Wendish population. In the castle, which 
stands on a hill resembling that at Edinburgh, are to bo seen 
the dresses worn by the young Prinoes at the time of their 
kidnapping, ancient weapons, armor, &c., old chambers and 
modern halls, and a walled-up window marking the sitma- 
tion of tho one through which Kunz carried off his prineely 
booty. 

“The estate which was given to the Driller is sitaate about 
half an hour's walk to the east of Zywickau; a town that re- 
calls Luther to momory. Hoe (Luther) often asconded the tall 
ehurch-tower to enjoy the prospect around ; and there remains 
on the top an old clumsy table said to have been his 

“The Driller family is not extinct, ‘Three male representa- 
tives are living at Freyberg and other places in Saxony; but 
the estate has been out of their possession for many years, 
It lies pleasantly ou one side of a narrow glen, and is now 
tho site of a large brewory — Driller Bierbrauerei— farmed in 
all the country round for the excellence of its beer. By expe- 
rience acceptably gathered on the spot on a hot afternoon, 
I can testify that the Driller beer is equal to its reputation. 
Hence there is something besides a patriotic sentiment to 
attract customers to the shady gardens and spacions guest. 
chambers of the brewery; and to justify the writing over 
the entrance, —Duloius ex ipso fonte bibuntur aque. 

“Tn one of the rooms I saw a full-length painting of the 
Driller; a sturdy, resolute-looking fellow, with ample black 
beard, grasping his pole, and supporting the young Prinos 
whom he has just rescued, Also two miniatures; om6 ine 
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scribed Georg Schmidt od. Triller ; the other, a likeness of his 
Wife, a rustic dame of quict expression, with gray eyes and 
arched eyebrows. Also a portrait of Kunz, very different 
from what I expected. He bears a striking resemblance to 
our portraita of Sir Philip Sidney; with erisp curly hair, 
ample forehead, well-opened eye, pointed beard, and wearing 
agold chain. Also a thin quarto containing a history of the 
Prinsenrowb, with portraits, ani engravings of the incidents: 
The stealing of the princes from the castle—the reseuc— 
the joyful retum — the beheading of Kunz, &c, All these 
things help to keep up a little enthusiasm among the Saxons, 
sad porhape encourage trade. 

“On the Sth of July of last year (1855), @ festival was held 
to celebrate the four hundredth anniversary of the Prinzenraub. 
A loug procession, headed by Herr Ebert, the chief proprietar 
(since deceased), walked from Zwickau to the brewery, pass- 
ing under two triamphal arches on the way. The leader was 
followed by a long file of coalers, by friends on foot and in 
earringes, and bands of musie in wagons; altogether about 
eight hundred persons. They kept up the celebration with 
right good-will, and drank, so the Braumeister told me, a 
hundred eimers of beer. 

“ A similar festival was held on the same day at Altenburg, 
Hartenstein, Griinhain, attended by people from all the meigh- 
boring villages, when not a few paid a visit to the Prinzen- 
hohle,—the cave in whieh Prince Ernst was hidden, 

“I did not see the monastery of Ebersdorf; but I was 
informed by sundry: pérsons that tho Driller’s cat is still 


to be soon there, S 
“I remaip, yours with much respect, - 
“Warrer Warry. 


“Teomas Canirin, Bag.” 





INAUGURAL ADDRESS 
AT EDINBURGH, 2d APRIL, 1806, 


ON BHING INSTALLED AS RECTOR OF THE UNIVERSITY TERE 


Gexrieen, —I have accepted the office you have elected ma 
to, and it is now my duty to return thanks for the great honor 
done me, Your enthusiasm towards me, I must admit, is in 
itself very beautiful, however undeserved it may be in 
to the object of it. It is a feeling honorable to all men, and 
one Well .known to myself whon I was of an age like yours, 
nor ig it yet quite gone. I can only hope that, with you too, 
it may endure to the end,—this noble desire to honor those 
whom you think worthy of honor; and that you will come to 
be more and more select and discriminate in the choice of the 
object of for I can well understand that you will modify 
your opinions of me and of inany things else, as you go om 
[Laughter and cheers}. It is now fifty-six years, gone Inst 
November, since I first entered your City, a boy of nob quite 
fourteen; to “attend tho classes" here, and gain knowledge 
of all kinds, I could little guess what, my poor mind full of 
wondor and awestruck expectation; and now, after @ long 
course, this is what we have come to [Cheers]. There is some. 
thing toucl and tragic, and yet at the same time beautiful, 
to sce, as it were, the third generation of my dear old native 
land rising up and saying, “ Well, you are not altogether an 
unworthy laborer in the vineyard; you have toiled through a 
great variety of fortunes, and have bad many judges: this is 
our judgment of you!” As the old proverb says, “He that 
builds by the wayside has many masters.” We must oxpéet 
a variety of juiges; but the voice of young Scotland, through 
you, is really of some value to me; aud I return you many 
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thanks for it,—though I cannot go into desoribingemy emo- 
tions to you, and perhaps they will be much more perfectly 
conceivable if expressed in silence [Cheers]. 

When this office was first proposed to me, some of you know 
T was not rery ambitious to accept it, but had my doubts 
rather, Iwas taught to believe that there were certain more 
or less important: duties which would lie in my power. ‘This, 
T confess, was my chief motive in going into it, and overcom- 
ing the objections I felt to such things: if Leould do anything 
to serve my dear old Alma Muter and you, why should not I? 
[Zoud cheers.) Well, but on practically looking into the mat- 
ter when the office actually came into my hands, I find it grows 
more and move aneertain and abstrase to me whether there is 
mueh real duty that T can do at all. T live four hundred miles 
away from you, in an entirely different scene of things; and 
my weak health, with the burden of the many years now 
aecurmulating on me, and my total unacquaintance with such 
subjects as concern your affairs here, —all this fills me with 
apprehension that there is really nothing worth the least 
consideration that I ean doon that score. You may depend 
on it, however, that if any such duty does arise in any form, 
T will uss my most faithful endeavor to do in it whatever 
ia right and proper, according to the best of my judgment 
[Cheers]. 

Meanwhile, the duty T at present have,—which might be 
very pleasant, but which is nob quite so, for reasons you may 
fancy, —is to address some words to you, if possible not 
«mite useless, nor incongraons to the occasion, and on subjects 
more or less cognate to the pursuits you are engaged im 
Aceerdingly, I mean to offer you some loose observations, 
loose in point of order, but the truest 1 have, in such form 
as they may present themselves ; certain of the thoughts that 
are in me abont the business you are here engaged in, what 
Kind of rase it ia that you young gontlemon have started on, 
and what sort of avena you are likely to find in this world. T 
ought, I believe, according to ewstom, to have writter all that 
down on paper, and had it read out. ‘That wor 

munch handier for me st the 
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‘but on attempting the thing, I found I was not need to write 
spooches, and that I didn't get on very well. Sot Hung that 
aside; and could only resolve to trust, in all superficial re- 
spects, to the suggestion of the moment, as you now seo, You 
will therefore have to accept what is rondicst; what comes 
direct from the heart ; and you must just take that in compen- 
sation for any good order or arrangement there might have 
been in it, I will endeavor to say nothing that is nob trae, so 
far aa [ can manage; and that is protty much all I can engago 
for [A laugh]. 

Advices, I believe, to young men, as to all men, are very 
seldom amuch valued. here is a great deal of advising, and 
vory little faithful performing; and talk that does not end in 
any kind of action is better suppressed altogether, T would 
not, therefore, go much into advising; bub there is one advice 
I mast give you. In fact, it is the summary of all advices, 
and doubtless you have heard it a thousand times; but I must 
nevertheless lot you hear it the thousand-and-first time, for tt 
is most intensely true, whether you will believe it at presens 
or not:—namely, That above all things the interest of your 
whole life depends on your being difigent, now while £: ig 
called to-<lay, in this place where you have cowe to get educa 
tion! Diligent; that includes in it ali virtues thas e stadent 
can have; T mean it to include all those qualities of conduct 
that lead on to the acquirement of real instruction and ime 
provement in such a place, If you will kclieve me, you who 
are young, yours is the golden season of life. As-you have 
heard it called, so it verily is, the seed-time of life; in which, 
if you do not vow, or if you sow tares instead of wheat, you 
cannot expect bo reap well aftorwards, and you will arrive ab 
little. And in the courss of years, when you come to look 
back, if you havo not done what you have heard from your 
wivisers, —and among many counsellors there is wisdom,— 
you will bitterly repent when it is too late. The habits of 
study soquired at Universities are of tho.highest importanes 
in afterlife, At the scason when you are young in years, the 
whole mind is, as it woro, fluid, and is capable of forming itself 
into any shape that the owner of the mind pleascs to allow 
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it, or constrain it, to form itself into. The mind is then ina 
plastic or Auid state; but it hardens gradually, to the oonsiat- 
eney of rock or of iron, and you cannot alter the habits of an 
old man: he, as he has began, so he will proceed and go on to 
the last. 

By diligence I mean, among other things, and very chiefly 
too, — honesty, in all your inquiries, and in all you ane about. 
Pursue your studies in the way your conscience can name 
honest. More and more endeavor to do that, Koop, I should 
say for one thing, an accurate separation between what you 
have really come to know in your minds and what is still un- 
known, Leave all that latter on the hypothotical side of the 
harrier, as things afterwards to be acquired, if acquired at ally 
and be careful not to admit a thing as known when you do not 
yot know it. Count a thing known only when it is imprinted 
clearly on your mind, and has become transparent to you, 90 
that you may survey it on all sides with intelligence, ‘There 
is such a thing as a man endeavoring to persuade himself, and 
endeavoring to persuade others, that he knows things, when 
he does not know more than the outside skin of ther; and 
yet he goes flourishing about with them (Hear, heav, and a 
laugh], Thére is also a process called cramming, in some 
Universities [4 laugh], —that is, getting up auch points of 
things as the oxaminer is likely to put questions about, Avoid 
all that, as entirely unworthy of an honorable mind. Bemod- 
est, and humble, and assiduous in your attention to what your 
teachers tell you, who are profoundly interested in trying to 
bring you forward in the right way, so far as they have been 
able t understand it. Try all things they set before you, in 
order, if possible, to understand them, and to follow and adopt 
them in proportion to their fitness for you. Gradually see 
what kind of work you individually can do; itis the first of 
all problems for a man to find out what kind of work he is to 
do in this universe. In short, morality as regards study ig, as 
in all other things, the primary consideration, and overrules 
all others. A dishonest man cannot do anything real; he 
nevor will study with real fruit; and perhaps it would be 
greatly better if he were tied up from trying it He does 
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nothing but darken counsel by the words he utters. That is 
‘avery olil doctrine, but « very trae one; and you will find it 
confirmed by all the thinking men that have ever lived in this 
Jong series of generations of which we are the latest, 


I dare say you know, very many of you, that it is now some 
Seven hundred years since Universities were first set up in 
this world of ours. Abelard and other thinkers had arisen 
with doctrines in them which people wished to hear of, and 
students flocked towards them from all parts of the world. 
‘There was no getting the thing recorded in books, as you now 
may. You had to hear the man speaking to you vocally, or 
else you could not learn at all what it wan that be wanted to 
say. And so they gathered together, these speaking ones, — 
the various people who hal anything to teach; aod formed 
themselves gradually, under the patronage of kings and other 
potentates who wore anxious about the culture of. their popala- 
tions, and nobly studious of their best benofit; and became a 
body-corporate, with high privileges, high'dignities, and really 
high sims, under the title of a University. 

Possibly too you may have heard it said that the course of 
centuries has changed all this; and that “the trie University 
of our days is a Collection of Books.” And beyond doubt, all 
this is greatly alterad by the invention of Printing, which took 
place about midway betweon us and the origin of Universitios, 
Men have not now to go in person to where a Professor is act 
ually speaking; because in most eases you can get his doctrine 
out of him through a book; and can then read it, and read it 
again and again, and study it, That is an immense éhange, 
that one fact of Printed Books. And I am not sure that I 
know of any University in which the whole of that fact has 
yet been completely taken in, and the studies moulded in com 
plete conformity with it Nevertheless, Universities have, 
and will continue to bave, an indispensable yalue in soeioty 5 
—I think, a very high, and it might be, almost the highest 
valae, They began, as is well known, with their grand ain 
directed on Theology, —their eye turned carnestly on Heaven, 
And perhaps, in a sense, it may be still said, the very highest 
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interests of man aro virtually intrusted to them. In regard to 
thoology, as you are aware, it has been, and especially was 
then, the study of the deepest heads that have eome into the 
world, — what is the nature of this stupendous Universe, and 
what are our relations to it, and to all things knowable by 
man, or known only to the great Author of man and it, The 
ology was onve the name for all this; all this is still alive for 
man, however dead the name may grow! In fact, tho mem- 
Lora of the Church kooping theology in a lively condition 
[Laughter] for the benefit of the whole population, theology 
was the great object of the Universities. I consider it is the 
same intrinsically now, though very much forgotten, from many 
causes, and not so successful [A laugh] as might be wished, 
by any manner of means! 

It remains, however, practically a most important truth, 
what Lalluded to abore, that the main use of Universities in 
the present age is that, after you have done with all your 
classes, the next thing is a collection of books, a great library 
of good books, which you proceed to study and to read. What 
the Universities can mainly do for you, —what I have found 
the University did for mo, is, That it tanght me to read, in 
various languages, in various sciences ; 50 that I could go into 
the books which treated of these things, and gradually pene- 
trate into any department IT wanted to make myself master of, 
as I found it suit me. 


Well, Gentlomen, whatever you may think of these histori- 
cal points, the clearest and most imperative duty lies on every 
one of you to be assiduons in your reading. ‘Learn to be good 
readers,—which is perhaps. more diffieult thing than you 
imagine. Learn to be diseriminntive in your reading ; to read 
faithfully, and with your best attention, all kinds of things 
which you have a real interest in, a real not an imaginary, and 
which you find to be really fit for what you are engaged in. 
Of course, at the present time, ina great deal of the reading 
jucumbent on you, you must be guided by the books recom 

sended by your Professors for assistance towards tho eflect 
of their prelections, And then, when you leave the Univer- 
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sity, and go into studies of your own, you will find it very tm- 
portant that you have chosen s field, some province specially 
suited to you, in which you can study and work, Tho most 
unhappy of all mon is the man who cannot toll what he is 
going to do, who has got no work ent ont for him in the world, 
and docs not go into it, For work is the grand eure of all the 
Sesto as nA seeds Sie eyes eee iene 
which you intend getting done. 

‘Tf, in any vacant vague time, you arc in a strait'as to choca 
of reading, —a very good indication for you, perhaps the best 
you could get, is towards some book you have a great curiosity 
shout. You ars then in the readiest and best of all possible 
conditions to improve by that book. It is analogous to what 
doctors toll us about the physical health and appetites of the 
patient. You must learn, however, to distinguish between 
false appetite and true. There is such a thing asa false ap- 
petite, which will lead a man into vagaries with regard to 
dict; will tempt him to eat spicy things, which he should not 
eat at all, nor would, but that the things are toothsome, and 
that he is under a momentary baseness of mind. A man ought 
to cxamino and find out what he really and truly has an ap- 
petite for, what suits his constitution and condition; and that, ” 
doctors tell him, is in general the very thing he ought to 
have. And so with books. 


As applicable to all of you, I will say that it is highly expe- 
dient to go into History; to inquire into what has passed be 
foro you on this Earth, and in the Family of Man. 

‘The history of the Romans and Groeks will first of all con- 
cern you; and you will find that the classieal knowledge you 
have got will be oxtremely applicable to elucidate that ‘Thera 
you have two of the most remarkable races of men in the 
world set before you, calenlated to open innumerable reflections: 
and considerations; a mighty advantage, if you can achiewa 
it ;— to say nothing of what their two languages will yield 
you, which your Professors can better explain; model lan 
guages, which are universally admitted to be the most perfeet 
forms of speech we have yet found to exist among men. And 
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you will find, if you read well, a pair of extremely remarkable 
nations, shining in the records left by themselves, as a kind of 
beacon, or solitary mass of illumination, to light upsome noble 
forma of human life for us, in the otherwise utter darkness of 
the past ages; and it will be well worth your while if you can 
get into the understanding of what these people were, and 
what they did. You will find a great deal of hearsay, of 
empty cumor and tradition, which does not touch on the mat 
ter; but perhaps some of you will get to see the old Romati 
and the old Greek face to faces you will know in some measure 
how they contrived to exist, and to perform their feats in the 
world. 

I believe, also, you will find one important thing not much 
noted, That there was a very great deal of deep religion in 
both nations. This is pointed out by the wiser kind of his- 
torians, and particularly by Ferguson, who is very well worth 
reading on Roman history, —and who, I believe, was an alum- 
nus of ourown University. His book is a Yery creditable work. 
He points out the profoundly religious nature of the Roman 
fierce ways. Thoy believed that Jupiter Optimus Maximus 
was lord of the universe, and that he had appointed the Romans 
to become the chief of nations, provided they followed his 
commands, —to brave all danger, all difficulty, and stand ap 
with an invincible front, and be ready to do and die; and also 
to have the same sacred regard to truth of promise, to thorough 
veracity, thorough integrity, and all the virtues that accom- 
pany that noblest quality of man, valor, —to which latter the 
Romans gave the name of “ virtue” proper (wirtus, marihood), 
as the crown and summary of all that is ennobling for a man. 
In the literary ages of Romo this religious fecling had very 
much decayed away; but it still retained its place among the 
lower classes of the Roman people. Of the deeply religious 
nature of the Greeks, along with their beautiful and sunny 
effulgencos of art, you have atriking proof, if you look for it. 
In the tragedies of Sophocles there is a most deep-toned recog 
nition of the eternal justice of Heaven, 
ishment of crime against the laws of G 
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find in ali histories of nations, that this has been at the origin 
and foundation of thom all; and that no nation which did not 
contemplate this wonderful universe with an awo-stricken and 
revarential belief that there was a great unknown, omnipotent, 
and all-wise and all-just Being, superintending all men in it, 
and all interests in it, —no nation ever camo to very much, nor 
did any man either, who forgot that. If 1 man did 
that, he forgot the most important part of his mission in this 
workd. 

‘Our own history of England, which you will naturally take 
® great deal of pains to make yourselves acquainted with, you 
will find beyond all others worthy of your study. For indeed T 
believe that the British nation — including in that the Scottish 
nation — produved a finer set of men than any you will find if 
possible to get anywhere else in the world [Applause]. T don"t 
know, in any history of Greece or Rome, where you will get so 
fine a man as Oliver Oromwell, for example [Applasse]. And 
we too have bad mén worthy of memory, in our littl comer 
of the Island here, as well as others ; and our history has had 
its heroie features all along; and did become gréat at lastiin 
being connectod with world-history:—for if you examine 
well, you will find that John Knox was the author, ns it ware, 
of Oliver Cromwell; that the Puritan revolution never would 
have taken place in England at all, had it not been for that 
Scotchman [4pplawse}. That is an authontio fact, and is not 
prompted by national vanity on my part, but will stand ex- 
amining (Laughter and applause). 

In fact, if you look at the struggle that was then going on 
in England, as I have had to do in my time, you will eee that 
people were overawed by the immense impediments ying im 
the way, A small minority of God-fearing men in that coun. 
try were flying away, with any ship thoy could got, to New 
England, rather than take the lion by the beard. ‘They duret_ 
not confront the powers with thelr most just complaints, and 
demands to be delivered from idolatry. They wanted to make 
the nation altogether conformable to the Hebrow Bible, which 
they, and all men, understood to be the exact transeript of 
the Will of God ; —and could there be, for man, a more Tegiti: 
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mate afm? Nevertheless, i would have been impossible in 
their circumstances, and not to be attempted at all, had not 
Knox succeeded in it here, somo fifty years before, by tho 
srnncaterobicasseladifattin For he also is of the 
select of the earth to me,—dJohn Knox [Applause]. What he 
has suffered from the ungrateful genorations that have followed 


iti 
them from it, “Wo must have it,” they suid; “we will and 
must!” It was in this state of things that the Puritan straggle 
arose in England ; and you know well how the Scottish earls 
and nobility, with their tenantry, marched away to Dunse Hill 
in 1639, and sat down there: justat tho orisis of that struggle, 
when it was either to be suppressed or brought into greater 
vitality, they encamped on Dunse Hill,—thirty thousand 
armod mon, drawn out for that occasion, each regiment round 
its landlord, its earl, or whatever he might be ealled, and 2eal- 
ous all of them “For Christ's Crown and Covenant” That 
was tho signal for all England's rising up into unappeas- 
able determination to hare the Gospel there also; and you - 
know it went on, and came to be a contest whether the Parlla- 
ment or the King should rule; whether it should be old for 
malities and use-and-wont, or somothing that had been of new 
conceived in the souls of men, namely, a divine determination 
to walk according to the laws of God here, as the sum of all 
prosperity; which of these should have the mastery : and after 
‘a long, long agony of struggle, it was decided—the way we 
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‘thing in the modern history of England. If Oliver Cromwell 
had continued it out, I don’t know what it would have como 
to, It would have got corrupted probably in other hands, 
and could not have gone on; but it was pure and true, to 
the last fibre, in his mind; there was perfoct trath in it while 
ho ruled over it. 

Machiavelli has remarked, in speaking of the Romans, that 
Democracy cannot long exist anywhere in the world; that as a 
mode of government, of national management or administra- 
tion, it involves an impossibility, and after a little while must 
tnd in wreck. And he goes on proving that, in his own way, 
Ido not ask you all to follow him in that conviction [Hear], 
—but it is to him a clear truth; he considers it a solecilem 
and impossibility that the universal mass of men shold ever 
govern themselves. He has to admit of the Romans, that 
they continued a long time; but believes it was purely in 
virtue of this item in thoir constitution, namely, of their all 
having the conviction in their minds that it was solemnly 
necessary, at times, to appoint s Dictator; » man who had the 
power of life and death over everything, who degraded men 
out of their places, ordered them to exeention, and did what 
ever seemed to him good in the name of God above him, He 
was commanded to take care that the republic suffer no detri- 
ment. And Machiavelli caleulates that this was the thing 

+ which purified the social system from time to time, and enabled 
it to continue as it did. Probable enough, if you eomsider it. 
And an extremely proper function surely, this of a Dictator, 
if the republic was composed of little other than bed and 
tumultuous men, triamphing in general over the better, and 
all going the bad road, in fact. Well, Oliver Cromwell's Pro 
tectorate, or Dictatorate if you will let me name it so, lasted 
for about ten years, and you will find that nothing whieh 
was contriry to the laws of Heaven was allowed to live by 
Oliver [Applause]. 

For example, it was found by his Parliament of Notables, 
what they call the “Barebones Parliament,”"—the most zeal 
ous of all Parliamonts probably [Laughter],— that the Court 
of Chancery in England was in a state which was really 
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capable of no apology; no man could get up and say that that 
was a right court. There were, I think, fifteen thousand, or 
fifteen hundred [Laughter],—I really don't remember which, 
but we will call it by the latter number, to be safe [Renewed 
laughter]; —there were fifteen hundred eases lying in it unde- 
cided; and one of them, I remember, for a large amount of 
money, way eighty-three years old, and it was going on still; 
wigs were wagging over it, and lawyers were taking their 
fees, and there was no end of it, Upon view of all which, the 
Rarebones people, after deliberation about it, thought it was 
expedient, and commanded by the Author of Man and Foun- 
tain of Justice, and in the name of what waa trae and right, 
‘to abolish said court, ‘Really, I don't know who could have 
dissented from that opinion, At the same time, it was thought 
by those who were wiser in their generation, aud had more 
experiences of the world, that this was a very dangerous thing, 
and would n't suit at all. The lawyers began to make an 
immense noise about it [Lauyhter), All the public, the great 
mass of solid and well-disposed poople who had got no deep 
insight into such matters, were very adverse to it: and the 
Speaker of the Parliament, old Sir Francis Rous, —who trans- 
Tnted the Psalms for us, those that we sing here every Sanday 
in the Church yet; a very good man, and a wise and learned, 
Provost of Eton College afterwards, —he got a great number 
of the Parliament to go to Oliver the Dictator, and lay down 
their functions altogether, and declare officially, with their 
signature, on Monday morning, that the Parliament was dis. 
solved. The act of abolition had been passed on Saturday 
night; and on Monday morning Rows came and said, “We 
cannot carry on the affair any longer, and we remit it into the 
hands of your Highness” Oliver in that way became Pro- 
tector, virimully in some sort a Dictator, for the first time, 

And I give you this as an instance that Oliver did faith 
fully set to doing a Dictator’s fauetion, and of his prudence 
in it as well. Oliver folt that the Parlinment, now dismissed, 
had been perfectly right with regard to Chancery, and that 
thore was no doubt of the propristy of abolishing Chancery, 
or else reforming it in some kind of way. He considered the 
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‘matter, and this is what he did. Ho assombled fifty or sixty 
of the wisest lawyers to be found in England. Happily, there 
were men great in the law; men who valued the laws of 
‘England as much as anybody ever did; and who knew withal 
‘that there was somothing still moro sacred than any of theso 
[4 taugh}. Oliver said to them, “Go and examine this thing, 
and in the name of God inform me what is necessary to be 
done with it. You will see how we may clean out the foul 
things in that Chanoory Court, which render it poison to 
everybody.” Well, they sat down accordingly, and in the 
course of six weeks,— (there was no public speaking then, no 
reporting of speeches, and no babble of any kind, there was 
just the businesssin hand),—they got some sixty propositions 
fixed in their minds as the summary of the things that 
required to bo done, And upon these sixty propositions, 
Chancery wus reconstituted and remodelled; and 30 {t got a 
‘new lease of life, and bas lasted to our time. Tt had became 
@ nuisauce, and could not have continued much longer, That 
ig an instance of the manner of things that were done whom 
a Dictatorship prevailed in the country, and that was how 
the Dictator did them, 1 reckon, all England, Parliamentary 
England, got a new loase of life from that Dictatorship of 
Oliver's; and, on the whole, that the good fruits of it will 
never die while England exists as a nation. 


In general, I hardly think that out of common history-books 
you will ever get into the real history of thin country, or 
ascertain anything which can specially illuminate it for you, 
and which it would nrost of all behoove you to know. Vou 
may read very ingenious and very clever books, by mon whom * 
it would be the height of insolence in me to do other than 
express my respoct for. Bat their position is essentially 
sceptical. God and the Godlike, as our fathers would have 
said, has fallen asleep for them; and plays no part in their 
histories. A imost sad and fatal condition of matters; who 
shall say how fatal to us all! A man unhappily in that eon- 
dition will make but a temporary oxplanation of anything:— 
in short, you will not be able, I believe, by aid of these mem, 
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‘to understand how this Island came to be what it is You 
“will not find it recorded in books. You will find recorded in 
‘books a jumble of tumalts, disastrous ineptitudes, and all that 
kind of thing, But to got what you want, you will have to 
look into side sources, and inquire in all directions, 

1 remember getting Collins's Peerage to read, —a very poor 
performance as a work of genius, but an excellent book for 
diligence and fidelity. I was writing on Oliver Cromwell at 
the time [Applause], I could get no biographical dictionary 
available; and I thought the Peerage Book, since most of 
my men were peers or sons of peers, would help me, at least 
would tell me whether people were old or young, where they 
lived, and the like particulars, better than absolute neselence 
and darkness, And accordingly I found amply all I had 
expocted in poor Collins, and got a great deal of help out of 
him. He was a diligent dell London bookseller, of about a 
hundred years ago, who compiled out of all kinda of parch- 
ments, charter-chests, archives, books that were authentic, and 
gathored far and wido, wherever he could get it, the informa- 
‘tion wanted. He was a very meritorions man. 

T not anly found the solution of everything I had expected 
there, but I began gradually to perceive this immense fact, 
which I really advise every one of you who read history to 
look out for, if you have not already found it. Tt was that 
the Kings of England, all the way from the Norman Conquest 
down to the times of Charles L, had actually, in a good degree, 
xo fur as thoy knew, been in the hnbit of appointing as Peers 
those who deseroed to be appointed. In general, I perceived, 
those Peers of theira were all royal mon of a sort, with minds 
full of justice, valor and humanity, and all kinds of qualities 
that men ought to have who rule over others. And then their 
genealogy, the kind of soma and descendants they had, this 

« also was remarkable :— for thera is a great deal more in gene- 
alogy than is generally believed at present. T never heard 
tell of any clever man that came of entirely stapid people 
[Loughter]. If you look around, among the families of your 
acquaintance, you will soe such cases in all directions; —T 
know that my own experience is steadily that way; I can trac 
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tho father, and the son, and the grandson, and the family 
stamp is quite distinctly legible upon each of them. So that 
it goes for a great deal, the hereditary principle, in Gorern- 
ment as in other things; and it must be again recognized so 
soon as there is.any fixity in things, You will remark, too, in 
your Collins, that, if at any time the genealogy of @ peerage 
goes awry, if the man that actually holds the peerage is a fool, 
—in those earnest practical times, the man soon gets into mis- 
chief, gets into treason probably, —soon gets himself and his 
peerage extinguished altogether, in short [Laugheer), 

From those old documents of Collins, you learn and ascer- 
tain that a peer conducts himself in a pious, high-minded, 
grave, dignified and manly kind of way, in his course through 
life, and when he takes leave of life:— his last will is often 
a remarkable piece, which one lingers over, And then you 
perceive that there was kindness in him as well as rigor, pity 
for the poor; that he has fine hospitalities, generosities, — in 
fine, that he is throughout much of « noble, good and valiant 
man, And that in general the King, with a beatiful approxi. 
mation to accuracy, had uominated this kind of mam; saying, 
“Come you to me, sir. Come out of the common level of the 
people, where you are liable to be trampled upon, jostled 
about, and cam do in a manner nothing with your fine gifts 
come here and take a district of country, and make it Into 
your own image more or less; be a king under mo, and under 
stand that that is your function.” I say this is the most 
divine thing that a human being ean do to other human beings, 
and no kind of thing whatever has so much of the character 
of God Almighty’s Divine Government as that thing, which, 
we see, wont on all over England for about six hundred 
That is the grand soul of England’s history [Cheers]. Te is 
istorically true that, down to the time of James, or even 
Charles 1, it was not understood that any man was made a _ 
Poer without having merit in him to constitute him a proper 
subject for a peerage. In Charles I’s time it grew to be 
known or said that, if a man wns born a gentleman, and cared 
to lay ont £10,000 judiciously up and down among eourtiens, 
be could be made a Peer, Under Charles IL. it went om still 
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faster, and has been going om with everinoreasing velocity, 
until we see the perfectly breakneck pace at which thoy aro 
going now [4 taugh], so that now a peerage isa paltry kind of 
thing to what it was in those old times, Tcould go into a 
great many more details about things of that sort, but I must 
turn to another branch of the subject. 

First, however, one remark more about your reading. I do 
not know whether it has been sufficiently brought home to you. 
that there are two kinds of books. When a man is reading 
on any kind of subject, in most departsnents of books, —in all 
books, if you take it in a wide sense,— he will find that there 
is a division into good books and bad books, Everywhore 
a good kind of book and « bad kind of book. Tam not to 
assume that you are unacquainted, or ill acquainted, with this 
plain fact; but I may remind you that it is becoming a very 
important consideration in our day. And we have to cast 
aside altogether the idea people have, that if they are reading 
any book, that if an ignorant man is reading any book, he is 
doing rathor bettor than nothing at all. I must entirely call 
that in question; T even venture to deny that [Laughter end 
cheers]. It would be much safer and better for many a reader, 


that he had no concera with books at all. There is a number, _ 


a frightfully increasing number, of books that are decidedly, 
to the readers of them, not useful [Hear]. But an ingenaous 
reader will learn, also, that a certain number of books were 
written by a supremely noble kind of people,—not a very 
great number of books, but still a number fit. to oceupy: all 
your reading industry, do adhere more or less to that side of 
things. In short, as I have written it down somewhere ols, I 
conceive that books are like men's souls; divided into sheep 
and goats [Laughter and cheers], Some few are going up, and 
carrying us up, heavenward; caloulated, I mean, to be of price- 
legs ndvantage in teaching, —in forwanding the teaching of all 
generations. Others, a frightful multitude, are going down, 
down ; doing ever the more and the wider and tho wilder mis- 
chief. Keep a strict eye on thut latter clase of books, my 
young friends! — 


And for the rest, in regard to all your studies and readings 
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here, and to whatever you may learn, you are to remember 
that the object is not particular kuowlodges, —not that of 
getting higher and higher in technical perfections, and all that 
sortof thing. There ix a higher aim lying at the rear of all 
that, especially among those who are intended for literary or 
speaking pursuits, or the snered profession. You are ever to 
bear in mind that there lies behind that the sequisition of 
what may be called wisdom ; —namely, sound appreciation and 
just decision as to all the objects that come reund you, 
‘and the babit of behaving with justice, candor, clear insight, 
and loyal adherence to fact, Great is wisdom; infinite is the 
walue of wisdom. It cannot be exaggerated; it is the highest 
achievement of man: “Blessed is he that gotteth understand- 
ing” And that, T believe, on occasion, may be mised wery 
easily; never more easily than now, I sometimes think. If 
that is a failure, all ie failure !— However, I will not touch 
further upon that matter, 

But T should have said, in regard to book-reading, if it be 
80 very important, how very useful would an excellent library 
be in every University! I hope that will not be neglested ly 
the gentlemen who have charge of you; and, indeed, I am 
happy to hear that your library is very much improved sinoe 
the time I know if, and I hope it will go on improving more 
and more. ‘Nay, I have sometimes thought, why should net 
there be a library in every county town, for benefit of those 
that could read well, and might if permitted? ‘True, you 
require money to accomplish that;—and withal, what porbaps 
is still less uttainable at present, you require judgment in the 
selectors of books; real insight into what is for the advan- 
tage of human souls, the exclusion of all kinds of clap-trap 
books which merely excite the astonishment of foolish people 
[Leughter], aud the choice of wise books, as much as possible 
of good books. Let us hope the future will be kind to ns in 
this respoct. - 


In this University, as 1 learn from many sides, thane is eon- 
siderable stir about endowments; an assidaons and pews 
worthy industry for getting new funds collected to encourage 
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tho ingonuous youth of Untversities, especially of this our 
chief University [Hear, hear}. Well, I entirely participate in 
everybody's approval of the movement. It is very desirable. 
It should be responded to, and one surely expects it will, At 
least, if it is not, it will be shameful to the country of Soot- 
land, which never was so rich in money us at the present 
moment, and never stood so much in need of getting noble 
Univorsities, and institutions to counteract many influences 
that are springing up alongside of money. It should not ba 
slack in coming forward in the way of endowments [4 laugh]; 
at any rate, to the extent of rivalling our rude old barvarous 
ancestors, a8 we have been pleased to call thom. Such mu- 
nifieence aa theirs is beyond all praise; and to them, I am 
sorry to say, we are not yet by any manner of means equal, 
or approaching equality [Laughter]. Thero is an abundance 
and overabundance of money, Sometimes I cannot help 
thinking that probably never has there been, at any other 
time, in Scotland, the hundredth part of the money that now 
is, or even the thousandth part. For whorever I go, there 
is that same gold-nuggeting [A Zaugh],—that “unexampled 
prosperity,” and men counting their balances by the million 
sterling, Money was never go abundant, and nothing that 
is good to be done with it [Hear, hear, and a laugh}, No 
man knows,—~or rery few men know,—what benefit to get 
out of his money. In fact, it too often is secretly a curse to 
him. Much better for him never to have had any. But I do 
not expect that generally to be believed [Laughter]. Never- 
theless, I should think it would be a beneficent relief to many 
arich man who has an honest purpose struggling in him, to 
hequesth some house of refuge, so to speak, for the gifted 
poor man who may hereafter be barn into the world, to enable 
him to get on his way a little. ‘To do, in fact, as those old 
Norman kings whom I have boon describing ; to raise some 
noble poor man out of the dirt and mud, where he is getting 
trampled on unworthily by the unworthy, into some kind of 
position where he might acquire the power to do a little good 
in his generation T hope that as much as possible will be 
achieved in this direction; and that efforts will not be relaxed 
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Gill the thing is in a satisfactory state. Tn regard to the clas- 
sical department, above all, it surely is to be desired by us 
that it were properly supported, —that we could allow the fit 
people to have their scholarships and subventions, and devote 
more leisure to the cultivation of particular departments, We 
might have more of this from Scotch Universities than we 
have; and Ihopewe shall. =, 


Tam bound, however, to sny that it docs not appear as if, 
of Inte times, endowment were the real soul of the matter. 
‘The English, for example, are the richest people in the world 
for endowments in their Universities; and it is am ovident 
fact that, since the time of Bentley, you cannot name anybody 
that lms gained a European name in scholarship, or eonsti- 
tuted a point of revolution in the pursuits of men in that way, 
‘Tho man who does so is a man worthy of being remembered; 
and he is poor, and notan Englishman, Ono man that 
did constitute a revolution was the son of a poor weaver in 
Saxony; who edited his Tibullus, in Dresden, in a poor com- 
rade’s garret, with the floor for his bed, and two folios for 
pillow; and who, while editing his Tibullus, bad to gather 
peascods on the streets and boil them for }is dinner, "That 
was his endowmont [Laughter]. But he waa recognized soon 
to have donne a great thing. His name was Heyne [Cheers]. 
Tean remember, it was quite a revolution in my mind when I 
got hold of that man’s edition of Virgil. 1 found shat, for the 
first time, I anderstood Virgil; that Heyne had introduced 
me, for the first time, into an insight of Roman life and ways 
of thought; had pointed out the cireumstances in which these 
works were written, and given me their interpretation, And 
the process has gone on in all manner of developments, and 

* has spread out into other countries. 

On the whole, there is one reason why endowments are not 
given now as they were in old days, when mon founded abbeys, 
colleges, ani all kinds of things of that description, with suob 
suecess as we know, All thet has now changed; a vastde 
ay of zeal in that direction. And truly the reasom may in 
part be, that people have become doubtful whether collages 
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are now the real sources of what I called wisdom; whether 
they are anything more, anything much moro, than a culti- 
vating of man in the specific arts. In fact, there has been 
in the world a suspicion of that kind for a Jong time [4 
laugh]. There goes a proverb of old date, “An ounce of 
_ mother-wit is worth a pound of clergy” [Laughter]. There 
is a suspicion that a man is perhaps not nearly so wise as 
he looks, or becauss he has poured out speech so copiously 
[Laughter]. When “the seven freo arta,” which the old Uni- 
versities were based on, came to be modified a little, in order 
to be convenient for the wants of modern society, —though 
perhaps some of them are obsolete enough eren yet for some 
of us, — thore arose a fooling that mere vocality, mere culture 
of speceh, if that is what comes out of a man, is not the 
synonym of wisdom by any means! That a man may be a 
“ great speaker,” aa eloquent as you like, and but little real 
substance in him, —especially, if that is what was required 
and aimed at by the man himself, and by the community that 
set him upon becoming a learned man. -Maid-servants, I hear 
people complaining, are getting instructed in the “ ologies,” 
and are apparently becoming more and more ignorant of brew- 
ing; boiling, and baking [Laughter]; and above all, are not 
tanght what is necessary to be known, from the highest of as 
to the lowest,— faithful obedience, modesty, humility, and 
correct moral conduct, 


Oh, it is a dismal chapter all that, if one went into it,— 
what has been done by rushing after fine speech! I have 
written down some very fierce things about that, perhaps cony 
siderably more emphatic than I eould now wish them to be; 
but they were and are deeply iny conviction [/ear, hear]. 
There is very great necessity indeed of getting a little more 
silent than woare. It scoms to me as if the finest nations of 
the world,—the English and the American, in chief,—were 
going all off into wind and tongue [Applause and laughter). 
But it will appear sufficiently tragical by and by, | 7 
Tam away out of it. There is a time to speak, a 






be silent, Silence withal is the eternal 
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won't get to any real understanding of what is complex, and 
what is more than anght alse pertinont to his interests, with- 
out keeping silenee too. “Watch the tongue,” is avery old 
precept, and a most tras one, 

1 don't want to discourage any of you from your Demos 
thenes, and your studies af the niceties of language, and all 
that, Believe me, 1 value that as much as any one of you. 
I consider it a very graceful thing, and a most proper, for 
every human creature to know what the implement which be 
tisea in communicating his thoughts is, and how to make the 
very utmost of it. I want you to study Demosthenes, and to 
know all his excellences. At tho sume time, I must aay that 
‘speech, in the case ever of Demosthenes, does not seem, on the 
whole, to have turned to almost any good accoant. He advised 
next to nothing that proved practicable; much of the reverse. 
Why tell mo that a man is a fine spoakor, if it is not the teuth 
that he is speaking? Phocion, who mostly did mot speak at 
all, wasa great deal nearer hitting the mark than Demosthenes 
[Laughter]. He used to tell the Athenians, “ You can’t fight 
Philip. Better if you don't provoke him, as Demosthenes is 
always urging you todo. You have not the slightest hanes 
with Philip, He is aman who holds his tongue; be his great 
disciplined armios ; a full treasury; can bribe anybody you like 
in your cities here; he is going on steadily with an unvarying 
aim towards his object; while you, with your idle clamorings, 
with your Cleon the ‘Tannér spouting to you what yous take for 
wisdom—t! Philip will infallibly beat any setof mem auch 
as you, going on raging from shore to shore with all tha’ ram- 
pant nonsense.” Demosthenes said to him once, “Phosion, 
you will drive the Athenians mad some day, aud they will kill 
you” “Yes,” Phocion answered, “me, when thay go mad; 
and as soon as they get sane again, you!” ([ZougMer and 
applause.) 

Tt is also told of him how be went once to Messené, on Boma) 
deputation which the Athenians wanted him to bead, om same 
kind of matter of an intricate and contentious natures Phosion 
went accordingly; and had, as usual, a clear story to have told 
for himself and his case. He was a man of few words, Gut all 
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of them true and ta the point Ando he had gone on telling 
his story for a while, when there arose some interraption. 
One man, interrupting with something, ho tried to answers 
then another, the like; till finally, too many went in, and all 
began arguing and bawling in endless debate. Whereupon 
Phoeion strack down his staff; drew back altogether, and would 
apeak no other word toany man. It appears to me there is 
@ kind of ¢loquence in that rap of Phocion's staff which is 
equal to anything Demosthones ever said: “Tale your own 
way, then; I go out of it altogether ” [Applause]. 

Such considerations, and manifold more connected with them, 
— innumerable considerations, resulting from observation of 
the world at this epoch,—have led various people to doubt 
of the salutary effect of voral education altogether. I do 
not mean to say it should be entirely excluded; but T look 
to something that will take hold of the matter much more 
closely, and not allow St to slip out of our fingers, and remain 
worse than it was. Tor, if a “good speaker,” never #0 elo- 
quent, does not sco into tho fact, and is not speaking the truth 
of that, but the untruth and the mistake of that,—is there 
a more horrid kind of object in creation ? [Zowd cheers] Of 
such speech T hearall manner of people suy, “How extellent!” 
Well, really it is not tho speech, but the thing spoken, that 
Tam anxious about! I really care very little hew the man 
said it, provided Tunierstand him, and it be trae. Excellent 
speaker? But what if he is telling mo things that are con- 
trary to tho faob; what if ho has formed a wrong judgmont 
about tha fact, —if he has in his mind (like Phosion’s friend, 
Cleon the Turner) no power to form a right judgment in regard 
to the matter? An excellent speaker of that kind is, as it 
were, saying, “Ho, every one that wants to be persnaded of 
the thing that fs not troe; here ix the man for you!* [Great 
laughter and epptauar] 1 recommend you to be very chary 
of that kind of excellent spoech [Bonewed laughter]. 


‘Well, all that sof staff being the too well-known product 
of our thethed of vocal education, —the teacher merely operat 
cecal eat ph pupil, and teaching him to wag it in 
Vol. 16—Y. 
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a partionlar way [Loughter],—it has made various thinking 
mon entertain a distrust of this not very salutary way of pro- 
cedure; and they have longed for some less theoretic, and more 
practical and concrete way of working out the problem of edu- 
cation; — in effect, for an education not vocal at all, but mute 
except where speaking was strictly needful. There would 
be room for a great deal of description about this, if I went 
into it; but I must content myself with saying that the most 
remarkable pleee of writing on it is in a book of Goethe's, — 
the whole of which you may be recommended to take up, and 
try if you cam study it with understanding. It is one of his 
last books; written when he was an old man above seventy 
years of age: I think, one of the most beautifal he ever wrote; 
full of mock wisdom, of intellect and picty; which is found to 
‘be strangely illuminative, and very touching, by those who 
have eyes to discern and hearts to feel it. This about ednca- 
tion is one of the pieces in Witkelm Meister’s Travels ; or rather, 
ina fitful way, it forms tho whole gist of the book. I first read 
it many years ago; and, of course, T had to read into the very 
heart of it while 1 was translating it [Applouse]; and it has 
ever since dwelt in my mind as perhaps the most remarkablo 
bit of writing which I have known to be executed in these late 
centuries. I haye often said that there are some tem pages 

of that, which, if ambition had been my only rela rel 
rather havo writton, been able to write, than have written all 
the books that have appeared since I came into the world 
[Cheers]. Deep, deep is the meaning of what is said there 
Those pages turn on the Christian religion, and the religious 
phenomona of the modern and the ancient world: altogether 
sketched out in the most serial, graceful, delicately wise kind 
of way, 80 as to keep himself out of the common controversies 
of the stroot and of the forum, yct to indicate what was tho 
result of things he had been long meditating upon. 

Among others, be introduces in an airy, sketchy kind of way, 
with here and thers a touch,—the sum-total of which grows 
into.a beautiful picture,—a scheme of entirely mute education, 
at least with no more speech than is absolutely’ necessary for 
what the pupils have todo, Three of the wisost men diseare) 


il 
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erable in the world have been got together, to consider, to 
manage and supervise, the funetion which transeends-all others 
in importance,—that of building up the young generation mo 
ng to keep it free from that perilous stuff that has been weigh- 
ing us down, and clogging every step;— which function, indeed, 
is the only thing we ea hope to go on with, if we would leave 
the world a little better, and not the worse, of our haring been 
in it, for thowe who are to follow. Tho Chief, who is the 
Eldest of the three, says to Wilhelm: “Healthy well-formed 
children bring into the world with them many precious gifts; 
and very frequontly those are best of all developed by Natare 
herself, with but slight assistance, where assistanes is pean 
to be wike and profitable, and with forbearanos very often on 
the part of the overseer of the process. But there is one thing 
which no child brings into the world with him, and without 
which all other things are of nonse” Wilhelm, who lx there 
besiie him, asks, “And what is that?” “All want it,” says 
the Eldest; “perhaps you yourself.” Wilhelm cays, “Well, 
but tell me what it is?” “It is,” answers the other, “Rever- 
ence (Khrfiweht); Keverence!" Honor done to those who are 
greater aud" better than ourselves; honor distinct from fear. 
EBhrfurcht; the soul of all religion that has ever been among 
men, or ever will be. 

And then he goes into details about the religions of the 
modern and the ancient world. He practically distinguishes 
tho kinds of religion that aro, or have been, in the world; and 
says that for men there are three reverences. The boys are 
all trained to go through certain gesticulations; to lay their 
hands on their breast and look np to heaven, in sign of the 
first reverence ; other forms for the other two: so they give 
their three neverences. ‘The first and simplest is that of rever- 
ence for what is atove us. Tt is the soul of sll the Pagan te 
ligions ; there is nothing better in the antiquo man than that, 
‘Then thors is reverence for what is around us, — reverence for 
our equals, to which he attributes an immense power in ‘the 
caltare of man. Tho third is reverence for what is ‘benoath 
ns; to learn to recognize in pain, in sorrow and contradiction, 
even in those things, odious to flesh and blood, what divine 
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may be attempted before very long. For the saving of human 
lnbor, and the avoidance of human misery, the effects would 
be incaleulable, wore it set about and begun even in part. 

Alas, it is painful to think how very far away it all ts, any 
real fulfilment of such things! For I need not hide from you, 
young Gentlemen, —and it is ono of tho last things Tam going. 
to tell you, —that you have got into a very troublous 
of the world; and I don’t think you will find your path in it 
to be smoother than ours has been, though you have many ad 
vantages which we had not. You have careers open to you, 
‘by public examinations and so on, which is a thing much to be 
‘approved of, and which we hope to sce perfected more and 
more. All that was entirely unknown in my time, and you 
have many things to recognize as advantages. But you will 
find the ways of the world, I think, more anarehical than ever. 
Look where one will, revolution has come upon us, We baye 
got into the age of revolutions, All kinds of things are com- 
ing to be subjected to fire, as it were: hotter and hotter blows 
the element round everything. Curious to see how, in Oxford 
and other places that used to soom as lying at anchor in the 
stroam of time, regardless of all changes, they are getting into 
the highest humor of mutation, and all sorts of mew ides are 
afloat. It is ovident that whatever is not inconsumable, made 
Of asbestos, will have to be burnt, in this world. Nothing other 
will stand the heat it is getting exposed to. 

‘And in saying that, I am but saying in other wonds that 
wo aro in an epoch of anarchy. Anarchy plus a constable! 
[Zaughter.] Thero is nobody that picks one’s pocket without 
soms policeman being rendy to take him up [Renwed Zaugh- 
tor]. But in every other point, man is becoming more and 
more the son, not of Cosmos, but of Chaca. He is a disobedi- 
ent, discontented, reckless and altogether waste kind of objest 
(the commonplace man js, in these epochs); and the wiser 
kind of man —the select few, of whom I hope you will be 
yart—has more and more to see to this, to look n 
forward; and will require to move with double wisdom. 
find, in short, that the crooked things he has got to pall 
straight in his own life all round him, wherever ho may go, 


to a 
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are manifold, and will task all his strength, however great 
it be. 

But why should I complain of that either? For that is the 
thing aman is bern to, in all epochs. He is born to expend 
every particle of strength that God Almighty has given him, 
in doing the work he finds he is fit for; to stand up to it to the 
last breath of life, and do his best. We are called upon to do 
that; and the reward we all get,—which we are perfectly 
sure of, if we have merited it, —is that we have got the work 
done, or at least that we have tried to do the work. For that 
is a great blessing in itself; and I should say, there is not very 
amuch more reward than that going in this world, If the man 
gets meat and clothes, what matters it whether he buy those 
necessaries with saven thousand a year, or with seven million, 
could that be, or with seventy pounds a year? Ha can get 
apeat and clothes for that; and he will find intrinsically, if be 
ig a wise man, wonderfully little real difference [Laughter]. 

On the whole, avoid what is called ambition; that is not a 
fine principle to go upon, — and it has in it all degrees of wul- 
gority, if that is a consideration. “Scelest thou great things, 
seek thom not: I warmly second that advice of the wisest of 
men. Don’t be ambitious; don’t too much need snecess; be 
loyal and modest. Cutdown the proud towering thoughts that 
got into you, or sco that they be pure as well us high, There 
is a nobler ambition than the gaining of all California would 
Le, or the getting of all the sulfrages that are on the Planet 
just now [Loud and prolonged cheers]. 


Finally, Gentlemen, T have one advice to give you, which Is 
practically of very great importance, though a very humble 





one, In the midstof your zeal and ardor, —for such, I forosce, 
will rise high enough, in spite of all the counsels to moderate 
it that Tecan give you,—remember the care of health. I have 
no doubt you have among you young souls ardently bent to 
consider life cheap, for the purpose of getting forward in what 
they are aiming at of high; but you are to consider throogh- 
out, much more than is done at present, and what it would 
have been a very great thing for mo if I had been ablo. n 















BB4 CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 


wider, that health is a thing to be attended tocontinually; that 
you are to regard that as the very highest of all temporal 
things for you [Applause} ‘There is no kind of achievement 
you could make in the world that is equal to perfect health. 
What to ft are nuggets and millions? The French financier 
said, “Why, is there no sleep to bs eold!” Sleep was not in 
the market at any quotation (Lewghter aad applause) - 

‘It is a curions thing, which T remarked long ago, and have 
often turned in my head, that the old word for “holy” in the 
Teutonic languages, Aeiliy, also means “ healthy." Thus fed 
bronn means indifierontly “holy-woll ” or “healthwell” We 
have in the Scotch, too, “hale,” and tts derivatives; and, I 
suppose, our English word “ whole” (with a “w"), all of one 
piece, without any Aole in it, is the same word. I find that 
you could not got any better definition of what “holy” really 
is than “healthy.” Completely healthy; mens sana im eonpore 
sano [Applause], A man all lucid, and in equilibeiam,” His 
{ntelloct a elear mirror geometrically plana, sensi- 
tive to all objects and impressions made on it, and imaging all 
things in their cormet proportions; not twisted up Inte comvex 
or concayé, and distorting everything, so that he eannob see 
the trath of the matter without endless groping and manipala- 
tion: healthy, clear and free, and discerning truly all nomnd 
him. We never can attain that at all. In fact, the operations 
we have got into are destructive of it. You cannot, if you are 
going to do any decisive intellectual operation that will last a 
long while; if, for instance, you are going to write a bool — 
you cannot manage it (at least, T never could) without getting 
decidedly made ill by it: and really one nevertheless must; Hf 
it is your business, you are obliged to follow ont what you ars 
at, and to do it, if even at the expense of health’ Only me 
member, at all times, to get back as faat as possible oub of Gt 
into health; and regard thatas the real oquilibrium amd eentee 
of things, » You should always look the hail We 
“holy” as well as" healthy.” 

And that old etymology, — what a lesson it fa Perr 
tain gloomy, austere, ascetic people, who have gone abuat mi if 
this world were all a dismal prison-house t Tt has indeed got 
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all the ugly things in it which I have been alluding to; bat 
thore is an eternal sky over it; and the bleased sunshine, the 
green of prophetic spring, and rich Aarvests coming, —all this 
is in it too, Piety does not mean that a man should make a 
sour face about things, and refuse to enjoy wisely what his 
Maker has given. Noither do you find it to hare been so with 
the best sort,—- with old Knox, in particular, No; if you 
look into Knox, you will find « beautiful Seoteh humor in him, 
as well as the grimmest and sternest trath when necessary, 
and a great deal of laughter. We find really somo of the san- 
niest glimpses of things come out of Knox that I have seen in 
any man; for instance, in his History of the Tefurmation, — 
which is a book I hope overy one of you will read [Applause], 
4 glorious old book. 

On the whole, T would bid you stand up to your work, what. 
ever it may be, and not be afraid of it; notin sorrows or con- 
tradictions to yield, but to push on towards the goal. And 
don't suppose that people are hostile to you or have you at ill- 
will, in the world. In general, you will rarely find anybody 
designedly doing you ill. You may feel often as if the whole 
world were obetructing you, setting itself against you: but 
you will find that to mean only, that the world is travelling in 
a different way from you, and, rushing on in its own path, 
heedlesely treads on you. ‘That is mostly all: to you no spe- 
cific i0-will ; — only each has an extremely good-will to him- 
self, which he has a right to have, and is rushing on towards 
his object. Keep out of literature, I should say also, as a 
general rule [Zeughter], — though that is by the bye. If you 
find many people who are hard and indifferent to you, in a 
world which you consider to be inhospitable and cruel, as often 
indeed happens to a tonder-hearted, striving young creature, 
you will also find there are noble hearts who will look kindly 
on you; and their help will be precious to you beyond price. 
You will get good and ovil as you go on, and have the suseeas 
that has been appointed you. ae 

T will wind ap with  aaall bit of verse, wl 8 
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It is deep us the foundations, deep and high, and it is trae 
and clear:—no clearer man, or nobler and grander intellecs 
has lived in the world, I believe, since Shakspeare left it 
‘This is what the poct sings; — a kind of road<melody or 
marchinganusic of mankind: — 


“The Puture hides in it 
Gladnose and sorrow; 
We press still therow, 
Noaght that sbides in it 
Daunting a+, — onward 


# And solomn before as, 
Veiled, the dark Portal 
Goal of all mortal: — 
Stars silent ret oer of 
Graves under ns silent! 


“While earnost thou guzdet, 
Cornea boiling of terror, 
‘Comes phantasin and error; 
Pecplexes the bravest 
‘With dott aad misgiving. 





But heard aro the Vekses, 
Heand are the Sages, 
‘The Worlds and the Agess 
‘Chooso well; your ehotce bs 
Briof, and yet endloss. 


+ Here oyes do rogand sony 
In Bternity’s stillness; 
Hore i all falouss, 

Ye bea 
Work 





to reward you 
and despair not.t” 








pair not: Wir Aeissen ouch hoffen, * We bid you 
be of hops!” —let that be my Inst word. Gentlomen, T thanle 
you for your great patie me; and, with many 
taost kind wishes, say Adieu for this tine, 
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Prous oF Recronaure,—" Silinbuegh Uaieoraly. Mr. Carlyle, ex-Lod Rector 
of tho University of Edinburgh, has boon asked to deliver a valedictory wdrem to 
the students, but hax declined, ‘Tho followlig is « copy of the correspoutemes = 

“2. 8-W, Cincos Puace, Eoursvmon, dd Decomber, 1368. 
“Sir, —On the strength of being Vice-President of the 
Committee for your election as Lord Rector of the University 
of Edinburgh, I have been induced to write to you, in order 
to know if you will be able to deliver a Valedictory Address 
to the Students. Mx. Gladstone gave us one, and we fondly 
hope you will find it convenient to do so as well, Your In- 
augural Address is still treasured up in our memories, and I 
am sure nothing could give us greater pleasure than once 
more to listen to your words, I trast you will pardon me 
for this intrusion; and hoping to receive a favorable answer, 
Tam, &o. “A. Ronerrson, MLA. 
T, Cantris, Bag.” 


“Cwerana, ath Decomber, 1868. 

*Deas Six,—E much regret that a Valedictory Speech 
from me, in present circumstances, is a thing I must not think 
of, Be pleased to asgure the young Gentlemen who were 80 
friendly towards mo, that I have already sent them, in silence, 
but with emotions deep enough, perhaps too deep, my loving 
Farewell, and that ingratitude, or want of regard, is by no 
means among the causes that keep me absent. With a fine 
youthful enthusiasm, beautiful to look upon, they bestowed 
on me that bit of honor, loyally all they had; and it has now, 
for reasons one and another, become touchingly memorable to 
me,—touchingly, and even grandly and tragically, —nover 
to be forgotten for the remainder of my life. 

“Bid them, in my name, if they still love me, fight the 
good fight, and quit themselves like mon, in the warfare, to 
which sAey are us if conscript and consecrated, and which lies 
ahead. Tell them to congult the eternal oracles (not yet in- 
audible, nor ever to become ao, when worthily inquired of); 
and to disregard, nearly altogethor, in comparison, the tempo- 
rary noises, menaciugs and deliriums. May they love Wisdom 
as Wisdom, if she is to yield Aer treasures, must be loved, — 
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piously, valiantly, humbly, beyond life itself or the primes of 
Life, with all one’s heart, and all one's soul:—in that case 
(i will say again), and not in any other case, it shall be well 
with them, 

“ Adieu, my young Friends, a long adieu, 

“Yours with great sincerity, 
“T. Cannyrnn 
"A. Rouxxrsox, Beg"? 


1 Edinburg Newspapers af Decerbar 12-13, 1868. 





SHOOTING NIAGARA: AND AFTER?* 


i. 


Taxxx probably never was sinee the Heptarchy ended, or 
almost since it bogan, so hugely critical an epoch in the histary 
of England as this we have now entered upon, with universal 
self-congratulation and flinging up of caps; nor one in which, 
— with no Norman Invasion now ahead, to lay hold of it, to 
bridle and regulate it for us (little thinking it was for us), and 
guide it into higher and wider regions, — the question of utter 
death or of nobler new life for the poor Country was so uncer+ 
tain, Throo things seem to be agreed upon by gods and men, 
atloast by English men and gods; cortain to happon, and aro 
now in visible course of fulfilment. 

1° Democracy to complete itself; to go the full length of its 
course, towards the Bottomless or into it, no power now extant 
to provont it or even considerably retard it, —till we hayveseen 
where it will lead us to, and whether there will then be any 
return possible, cr none, Complete “liberty ™ to all persons; 
Count of Heads to be the Divine Court of Appeal on orery 
question and intorvst of mankind; Count of Heads to choose 
a Parliament according to its own heart at Jast, and sit with 
Penny Newspapers zealously watching the same; said Parlia- 
mont, so chosen and so watched, to do what trifle of legislating 
and administering may still be needed in such an England, 
with its hundred and fifty millions “free” more and more to 
follow each his own nose, by way of guide-post in this intricate 
world. 

2° ‘That, in a limited time, say fifty years hence, the Church, 7 
all Churchos and so-called religions, the Christian Religion 
itself, shall havo deliquesced,— into “ Liberty of Conscienoo,” 

} Roprinted from Marniliew’s Mazacine, for Angust, 1867. With some 
Additions ad Corrections a 

589. 
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Progress of Opinion, Progress of Intellect, Philanthroplo Move- 
ment, Soren ee residues, of a vapid badly seented 
character;—and shall, like water spilt upon the ground, 
trouble nobody considerably thenceforth, but evaporate at its 
leisure, 

3° That, in lieu thereof, there shall be Free ‘Trade, in all 
senses, and to all lengths: unlimited Free Trade, — which 
some take to mean, “Free racing, ero long with unlimited 
speed, in tho careor of Cheap and Nosty ;” —this beautiful 
career, not in shopgoods only, but in all things ten 
spiritual and eternal, to be fung generously open, wide as the 
portals of the Universe; so that everybody shall start free, 
and overywhere, “ under enlightened popular ” the race 
shall be to the swift, and the high office shall fall to him who 
is ablest if not to do it, at least to get elected for doing it, 

‘These are three altogether new and very considerable achieve- 
monts, lying visibly ahead of us, not far off, — and 80 
considerable, that every thinking English creature is tempted to 
go into manifold reflections and inquiries upon them. My own 
have not been wanting, any time theso thirty years past, but 
they have not been of a joyful or triumphant nature; not 
to utter themselves; indeed expecting, till lately, that they 
might with propriety lic unuttored altogether. But the series 
of events comes swifter and swifter, at a strange rte; and 
hastens unexpectedly, —“ velocity increasing [if you will eon- 
sider, for this too is as when the little stone has been 
which sets the whole mountain-side in motion] as the aguare 
of the time: —so that the wisest Prophecy finds it was quite 
Wrong as to date; and, patiently, or even indolently 5 
is astonished to sce itsolf fulfilled, not in centuries as 
pated, but in decades and years, Tt was a clear propheay, for 
inatance, that Germuny would either become honorably Prog 
sian or go to gradual annihilation: but who of us expected that 
‘we ourselves, instead of our children’s children, should live to 
behold it; that 2 magnanimous and fortunate Herr yon Bis- 
marek, whose dispraise was in all the Newspapers, would, to 
his own amazement, find the thing now doable; and would do 
it, do the ossontial of it, in a few of the current weeks ? That 


= 
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England would have to take the Niagara loap of completed 
Democracy one day, was also a plain prophecy, though uncer 
tain os to time, 

i. 


‘The prophecy, truly, was plain enough this long while: 
oye vip alrér rig peroBitta; “For who can change the 
opinion of these people!” as the sagn Antoninus notes. It is 
indeed strange bow prepostessions and delusions seise upon 
whole communities of mon; no basis in the notion they have 
formed, yet, everybody sdopting it, everybody finding the 
whole world agreed with him in it, and accept it ax an axiom 
of Euclid; and, in the universal repetition and reverberation, 
taking all contradiction of it as an insult, and a eign of mali- 
cious insanity, hardly to be borne with patience. “For who 
can change the opinion of thes people?" as our Divas Inm- 
perator says. No wisest of mortals. This poopie cannot be 
convinced out of its “axiom of Euclid” by any reasoning 
whatsoever; on the contrary, all the world assenting, and oon- 
tinunlly repeating and reverberiting, there soon comes that 
singular which the Germans call Schwiirmerey 
(Centhusiaan” is our poor Greck equivalent), which means 
simply “ Swcermery,” or the “Gathering of Men in Swarms,” 
and whut prodigies they are in the habit of doing and beliov- 
Queen Beo is in the contre of tho swarm; bot any commoa- 
place stapidest Jee, Cleon the Tanner, Beales, John of Leyden, 
John of Brnawicham, any bee whatever, if he can happen, by 
noise of otherwise, to be ohcecn for the function, will atraight- 
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done, if your voul would live! Divine commandment to pote 
(Manhood Suffrage," —Horsehood, Doghood ditto not yet 
treated of); universal “glorious Liberty" (to Sons of the 
Devil in overwhelming majority, as would appear); count of 
Heads the God-appointed way in this Universe, all other ways 
Dovil-appointed; in one brief word, which includes what- 
ever of palpable incredibility and delirious absurdity, uni- 
versally believed, can be uttered or imagined on these points, 
the equality of mon,” any man equal to any other; Quashes 
Nigger to Socrates or Shakspeare; Judas Iscariot to Jeans 
Christ; —and Bedlam and Gehenna equal to the New Jerusa- 
Jem, shall we say? If those things are taken up, not only 
axioms of Euclid, but aa articles of religion burning to be put 
in practice for the salvation of the world, —I think you will 
admit that Swarmery plays a wonderful part in the heads of 
capper node rey cial ee 

‘to follow from it in our day 1 

But you will in vain attarapt, by angamect off Raxseniieiinee 
leot, to contradict or turn aside any of these divine axioms, 
indisputable as those of Euclid, and of sacrod or 
quality to boot: if you have neglected the one method (which 
was a silent one) of dealing with them at an early stage, they 
sre thenceforth invincible; and will plunge more and more 
madly forward towards practical fulfilment. Once fulfilled, 
it will then be seen how credible and wise they were. Not 
even the Queen Bee but will then know what to thinkof them, 
‘Thon, and never till then. 





By far tho notablest case of Swarmery, in these times, is 
that of the late American War, with Settlement of the Nigger 
‘Question for result, Essentially the Niggor Question was one 
of the smallest; and in itself did not much concern mankind 
in the present time of struggles and hurries, One 
rathor likes the Nigger; evidently a poor blockhead with good 
ilispositions, with affections, attachmonts,—with a turm for 
Nigger Melodies, and the like: — be is the only Savage of all 
the colored races that doos n't die out on sight of the White 
Man; but can actually live beside him, and work and inerease 
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and be merry. The Almighty Maker has sppointed him to be 
a Servant Under penalty of Heaven's curse, neither party to 
this preappointment shall neglect or misio his duties therein; 
—and it is certain (though as yet widely unknown), Servant. 
ship on the romadic principle, at the rate of so many shillings 
per day, cansot be other than misdone. The whole world rises 
in shricks against you, on hearing of such « thing: —yet the 
whole world, listening to those cool Sheffield disclosures of 
rattening, and the marketrates of murder in that singular 
“Sheffield Assassination Company (Limited),” feels its hair 
rising on end ; —to little purpose hitherto; being without eren 
a gallows to make response! Tho fool of a world Hetens, year 
after year, for above = generation back, to “disnstrous etrikes,” 
“merciless Cockouts,” and other details of the nomaiic scheme 
of servitude; nay is becoming thoroughly disquieted about its 
‘own too lofty-minded flunkies, mutinous maid-servants (end- 
‘ing, naturally enongh, as “ distressed neodlewomen" who can- 
not sew; thirty thousand of these latter now on the pavements 
of London), and the kindred phenomena on every hand: but 
‘it will ba long before the fool of a workd open its eyes to the 
taproot of all that,—to the fond notion, in short, That ser- 
yantship and mastership, on the nomadic principle, was ever, — 
‘or will ever be, except for brief periods, poasible among human 
creatures, Poor souls, and when they have discovered {t, what 
a puddling and’ weltering, and scolding and jargoving, there 
will be, before the first real step towards remedy is taken ! 
Servantship, Hike all solid contracts between men (like 
wedlock itself, which was once nomadic enough, temporary 
enough !), must become a contract of permancncy, not casy to 
dissolve, but difficult oxtremely, —a *contmict for life" if you 
tan manage it (which you cannot, without many wise laws and 
regulations, and a great dex! of earnest thought and anxious 
experience), will evidently be the best of all And this wna 
et eam ee 


Lips! “! 
Tdot You are going semight to we 
“Pauns eae rae ey he, & is 
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already the Nigger’s essential position, Mischief, irregulari- 
ties, injustices did probably abound between) Nigger and 
Buckra; but the poisonous taproot of all mischief, and im- 
possibility of fairness, humanity, or well-doing in the contract, 
never had been thero! Of all else the remedy waa easy in 
comparison; vitally important to every just man concerned in 
it; and, under all obstructions (which in tho American case, 
bogirt with frantic “ Abolitionists,” fire-breathing like the old 
Chimera, were immense), was gradually getting itself dona 
To me individually the Nigger’s case was not the most press 
ing in the world, but among the least so! America, however, 
had got into Swarmery upon it (not America’s blame oither, 
but im great part ours, and that of the nonsense we sent over 
to them); and felt that in the Heavens or the Earth there was 
nothing s0 godlike, or inoomparably pressing to bedane, ‘Their 
energy, their valor, their &c. &e. were worthy of the stock 
they sprang from :— and now, poor fellows, done it they have, 
with a witness. A continent of the carth has been 

for certain yours, by deluges as from the Pit of Hell; half a 
million (ome say « whole million, but surely they exaggem 
ate) of excellent White Men, fall of gifts and faculty, have 
torn and slashed one another into horrid death, in 9 tempo- 
rary humor, which will leave centuries of remembrance fieroe 
enough: and three million absurd Blacks, men and brothers 
(of azort), are completely “ emancipated; ” launched into the 
career of iinprovement, — likely to be “improved off the face 
of the earth” in a generation or two! That is the dismal 
prediction to me, of the warmest enthusiast to their Canse 
whom I have known of American men, — who docs n’t regret 
his great efforts elther, in the great Cause now won, Camse 
incomparably the most important on Earth or in Heaven af 
this time, Papa, pape ; wonderful indeed! ~ 


the riak, Hire you your marrants by the month or the day, and gee stoalight 
to Heaven; leave mo to my own mothod.” jee 
“Perea: ‘No, I won't, Twill beat your brains out first? (Anat i tring 
dreadfully ever since, bat cannot yet manage it.) —T. C. 
“ad May, 1869." — (Macmillan's Magasine, foe Anggast, 1683.) 
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In our own country, too, Swarmery has played a great part 
for many years past; and especially is now playing, in these 
very days and months. Our accepted axioms about “Lib- 
erty,” “ Constitutional Government,” “Reform,” and the liko 
objects, are of truly wonderful texture: venerable by antiquity, 
many of them, and written in all manner of Canonical Books; 
or olse, the newer part of them, celestially clear as perfect 
‘unanimity of all tonguos, and Fox populi vox Det, can mako 
them: axioms confessed, or even inspirations and gospel veri- 
ties, to the general mind of man. To the mind of here and 
there a man it bogins to be suspected that perhaps they are 
only conditionally trae; that taken unconditionally, or under 
changed conditions, they are not true, but false and even diss 
astrously and fatally ao. Ask yourself about “ Liberty,” for 
example; what you do really mean by it, what in any just and 
tational soul is that Divine quality of liberty? That a good 

man be “ free,” as we call it, be permitted to unfold himself in 
works of goodness and nobleness, is surely a blessing to him, 
immense and indispensable ;—to him and to those about him. 
But that a bad man be “ free,” — permitted to unfold himself 
in Ais particular way, is contrariwise the fatalest curse you 
could inflict on him ; curse and nothingelso, to him and all his 
neighbors. Him the very Heavens call upon you to persuade, 
to urge, induce, compel, into something of well-doing; if you 
absolutely cannot, if he will continue in ill-doing,—then for 
him (I can assure you, though you will be shocked to hear it), 
the one “ blessing * left is the speediest gallows you can lead 
him to, Speediest, that at least his illdoing may cease quam 
primim. Oh, my friends, whithor are you buzzing and swarm~ 
ing, in this extremely absurd manner? Expecting a Millen- 
nium from “extension of the suffrage,” laterally, vertically, 
or in whatever way? 

All the Millenniums I ever heard of heretofore were to ba 
preceded by a “chaining of the Devil for a thousand years,” 
—laying Aim up, tied neck and heels, and put beyond stirring, 
as the preliminary, You too have been taking preliminary 
steps, with more and more ardér, for a thirty years | 
they seem to be all iv the opposite direction: a 
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der of straps aud ties, wherever you might find thems pretty 
indiscriminate of choice in the matter: 2 general repeal of 
‘old regulations, fettars and restrictions (restrictions on the 
Devil originally, T believe, for most part, but now fallen slack 
and ineffectual), which had become unplessant to many of you, 
—with loud shouting from the multitude, as strap after strap 
was eut, yam sr gon" th ay 
lias mainly been sublime legislative industry of Partin- 
erate hertbedtenten Parliament ; ” vievoriously sue- 
cessful, and thought sublime and beneficent by some. So that 
Siw hiatdly aay limb of the Devil bas « thrum or tatter of rope 
‘or leather left upon it: — there needs almost superhuman hero 
‘ism in you to “whip” a garroter; no Fontan taken with the 
reddest hand is to be mediled with, under penalties; hanlly 
8 murderer, never so detestable and hideous, bat you find Bim 
“{nsang" and board him at the public expense, —a very peetl- 
Jar British Prytaneum of these days! And by fact, vee Davin 
(he, verily, if you will consider the seuse of 
become an Emancipated Gentleman ; lithe of limh, as in Adam 
and Eve's time, and senrocly a toc or finger of him. 
more. Anil you, my astonishing friends, you are 
ting intoa millenuiam, such ax never was before, —hardly even 
in the dreams of Bedlam. Better luck to you by the: 
poor friends;—a little less of buzzing, humming, 
(ie. tumbling in infinite noise and darkness), that 
try to look a little, each for himeelf, what ‘kind | 
it is! * at 
But indood your “ Reform” movement, from of old has Been 
wonderfal to me; everybody meaning by ft, not 
practical amendment of his own foul courses, or 6veh Of his 
Beighbor’s, which is always much weloomer; no 
that whatever, though that, you would aay; is tho 
‘be thought of and aimed at;—but meaning simply 
sion of the Suffrage.” Bring iz more voting; that will Glee 
away the universal rottenness, and quagmire of 
in which poor England is drowning; let England 


vufliciently, and all is clean and sweet again, A very single 
nwarmery this of the Reform movement, I must sayy - 
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Tuoxpressibly delirious seems to me, at present in my aolk 
tude, the puddle of Parliament and Public upon what it calls 
the “Reform Measure ;" that is to eay, ‘The calling in of new 
supplies of blockheadism, gullibility, bribability, amenability 
to becr and balderdash, by way of amending the woes we have 
had from our previous supplies of that bad article, ‘The in- 
tellect of a man who believes in the possibility of “improve- 
ment” by such a method is to me # finished-off and shut-up 
intellect, with which 1 would not argue: mere waste of wind 
between us to exchange words on that class of topics. It is 
not Thought, this which my reforming brother utters to me 
with such emphasis and eloquence; it is mere “reflex and 
reverberation,” repetition of what he has always hoard others 
imagining to think, and repeating as orthodox, indi: 
and the gospel of our salvation in this world. Does not all 
Nature groan everywhere, and lie in bondage, till you give it 
& Parliament? Is one a man at all unless one have a suf- 
frage to Parliament ? These are axioms admitted by all Eng- 
lish creatures for the last two hundred years. If you have 
the misfortune not to believe in them at all, but to believe the 
contrary for a long time past, the inferences and inepirations 
drawn from them, and the “swarmeries"” and enthusiasms of 
mankind thereon, will seem to you nota little marvellous !— 


Meanwhile the good that Hes in this delirious “new Reform 
Measure,” —as there lies something of good in almost every- 
thing, —is perhaps not inconsiderable. It accelorates notably 
what I have long looked upon as inevitable; —pushes us at 
once into the Niagara Rapids : irresistitly propelled, with ever- 
increasing velocity, we shall now arrive ; who knows how son / 
For a generation past, it has been growing more and more 
evident that there was only this issue; but now the issue itself 
has become imminent, the distance of it to be guessed by 
years. Trnitorous Politicians, grasping at votes, even votes 
from the rabble, have brought f on ; — one cannot but consider 
them traitorous; and for one’s own poor share, would rather 
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have been shot than been concerned in it, And yet, after” 





all my silent indignation and disgust, I cannot pretend 


infidelitics ends, —if uot in some improvement, then in death 
and finis,—may it not be the better? ‘The sum 

increasing steadily day by day, will at least be less, the 
sooner the settlement is!” Nay have not Ta kind of aeoret 


(schadenfrewde, “Tmisehiof-joy,” the Germans call it, but really 
it is justionjoy witha), that he they call “Dizsy” i to do 
it; that other jugglers, of an unconscious and deeper type, 
having sold thelr poor Mother's-body: for meee’ of |Odliaia: 
Pattage, this clever conscious juggler stops in, “Soft you, my 
honorable friends; I will weigh out the corpse of your Mother 
(mother of tina aho never was, but only stepmother aud millk- 
cow);—and you sha'n't have the pottage: not yours, you 
observe, bat mine!” ‘This really is @ pleasing trait of its sort, 
Other traits there are abandautly ludicrous, but they are too 
lugubrious to be even momentarily pleasant. A superlative 
Hebrew Conjurer, spel-binding all the great Lords, great Pare 
ties, great Interests of England, to his hand in this manner, 
and leading them by the nose, like helpless mesmerized som 
nambulant eattle, to sush issue, —did the world ever see a 
Aebile Tudibrivm of such magnitude before? Lath-awonl and 
Scissors of Destiny; Pickleherring and the Three — 
busy in it, This too, [ suppose, we had deserved. ” 
of our poor Old England (such an England ss pint 
made of it) to be not a tearful Tragedy, but an 
Faroo ns well !— - oe? 
Perhaps the consummation may be now nearer that 
thought. It seems to me sometimes as if u 
privately now given up serious notion of resisting it, Beales 
and his ragamuffins pull down the railings of Her Majesty’ 
Park, when her Majesty refuses admittance; Hi cme 
Walpole (representing England’s Majesty) listens toa 
Dickson talking of “ barricades,” “improvised 
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does not order him to be conducted, and if necessary to bo 
kicked, downstairs, with injunction never to return, in ease 
of worse; and when Beales soys, “I will see that the Queen's 
Peace is kept,” Queen (by her Walpole) answers, “ Will you, 
then ; God bless yous" and bursts into tears. Those “ tears” 
are certainly an epoch in England; nothing seen, or dreamt of, 
like them in the History of poor England till now. 

Jn the same direction we have also our remarkable “Jamaica 
Committee ;” and a Lord Chief Justice speaking six hours” 
(with such “ cloquonce,” such &c, &e. as takes with rayishment 
the general Editorial ear, Ponny and Threepenny), to prove 
that there is no such thing, nor ever was, as Martial Law ; — 
and that any governor, commanded soldier, or official per 
son, putting down the frightfulest Mob-insurrection, Black or 
White, shall do it with the rope round /ée neck, by way 
of encouragement to him. Nobody answers this remarkable 
Lord Chief Justice, “Lordship, if you were to speak for six 
hundred years, instead of aix houre, you would only prove the 
more to us that, unwritten if you will, but real and fundamen- 
tal, anterior to all written laws and first making written laws 
possible, there must have been, and is, and will be, coeval with 
Human Society, from its first beginnings to ite ultimate end, 
an actual Martial Law, of more validity than any other law 
whatever, Lordship, if there is no written law that three and 
three shall be six, do you wonder at the Statute-Book for that 
omission? You may shut those eloquent lips, and go home to 
dinner. Muay your shadow never be less; greater it perhaps 
has little chance of being.” 

‘Truly one knows not whether less to venerate the Majesty's 
Ministers, who, instead of rewarding their Governor Kyre, 
throw him out of window to a small loud group, small as now 
appears, and nothing but a group or knot of rabid Nigger Phi- 
lanthropists, barking furiously in the gutter, and threatening 
one’s Reform Bill with loss of certain friends and votes (which 
could not save it, either, the dear object),—or that other 
unvenerable Majesty's Ministry, which, on Beales’s generous 
andartating: far the Pista ior, afibsent, Gane? aeaiiaeee 
bursts into tears, 
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Affairs and Arrangement, all but the money-eafe, dre pretty 
universally a Falsehood, an olaborate oliLestablished Hypoe- 
risy, which ix even serving its own poor private purpose ill, 
and is openly mismanaging every public purpose or interest, 
so ihitoefal Sad adetoentbls stent For such a Hypocrisy, 
in any detail of it (oxcopt the monay-safe), i official ar 
other, is willing to risk his skin; bat cautiously looks round 
whether there is no postern to retire by, and retires 
ingly, — leaving any mob-leader, Beales, John of 
Walter the Ponnitess, or other impotent mough lond | 
ual, with his tail of loud Roughs, to work their 
will. Sater hea eid ee ope 
Tope about your neck. Everybody sees this official slinking 
off, has @ secret fellow-feeling with it; nobody admires it; 
but the spoken disapproval is languid, and generally from the 
tecth outwards, “Has not everybody been very good to 
you?” say the highest Editors, in these current cys, aan 
ishing and soothing down Beales and his Roughs. = 
So that, if loud mobs, supported by onc or two Eloquences 
in the House, choose to proclaim, some day, with voeifers- 
tion, as some day they will, “Enough of kingship, and Ite gre 
macings and futilities! Is it not a Hypocrisy and 
‘ag you yourselves well know? Woe domand to become Common 
wealth of England ; that will perhaps be better, worte it cate 
not be!" —in such case, how much of available 
docs tho reader think would ensuo? From official 



















amount? T do not; or that resistancs to the 
anywhere, “ within these walls 6r withotit, be’ tha 
phenomenon. 

For we are a people drowned in Hypocrisy; re 
it to the base:—alas, it is even so, in spite of 
intentions at ono time, and of 4 languid, dumb, 
cable inward protest against it still; —and we are” 
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to be universally conscious of that horrible condition, and 
by no means disposed to die in behalf of continuing itt It 
has lasted long, that unblessed process; process of “lying 
to steep in the Devil's Pickle,” for above two hundred years 
(I date the formal beginning of it from the year 1660, and 
dosperate retwm of Sacred Majesty after such an ousting as 
it had got); process which appears to be now about complete. 
Who could regret the finis of such @ thing; finis on any terms 
whatever! Possibly it will not be death eternal, possibly 
only death temporal, death temporary. 

My neighbors, by the million against one, all expect that it 
will almost certainly be New-birth, a Saturnian time, with 
gold nuggets themselves more plentiful than ever. As for os, 
we will say, Rejoice in the awakening of poor England even 
on these terms. To lie torpid, sluttishly gurgling and mum- 
bling, spiritually in soak “in the Devil's Pickle” (choicest 
elixir the Devil brews,—is not unconscious or halfeonscious 
Hopocrisy, and quiet Make-betiove of yourself aud others strictly 
that 7) for above two hundred years: that was the infinitely 
dismal condition, all others are but finitely so. 

Ty. 

Practically the worthiest inquiry, in regard to all this, 
would be: “ What are probably the steps towards eonsum- 
mation all this will now take; what are, in main features, 
the issues it will arrive at, on uncxpoctedly (with immonse 
surprise to the most) ahooting Niagara, to the bottom? And 
above all, what are the possibilities, resources, impediments, 
conceivable methods and attemptings of ite ever getting out 
again?” Darker subject of Prophecy can be laid before no 
man; and to be candid with myself, up to this dato T have 
never seriously meditated it, far less grappled with it ss a 
Problem in any sort practical Let me avoid branch first of 
this inquiry altogether. If “immortal smash,'? and shooting 
of the Falls, be the one issue ahead, our and the reformed 
Parliament's procedures and adventures in arriving there are 
not worth conjecturing, in comparison !— And yet the inquiry 
Bains wi al eae oe ee 
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of good citizens in it, now and onwards?” Meditated it 
must be, and light sought on it, however bard or impossible 
to find! [tis not always the part of the infinitesimally small 
iainority of wise mon and good citizons to sit silent; idle they 
should never sit. J 


Supposing the Commonwealth established, and Democracy 
rampant, as in America, or in France by fits for 70 odd years 
past,—it is a favorable fact that our Aristoeracy in their 
essential height of position, and capability (or possibility) 
of doing good, are not at once likely to be interfered with ; 
that they will be continued farther on their trial, and only 
the question somewhat more stringently put to theen, “ What 
are you good for, then? Show us, show us; or else disap- 
pear!” I regard this as potentially a great banefit;—spring- 
ing from what seems a mad enough phenomenon, the fervid 
zeal in behalf ofthis “new Reform Bill” and all kindred 
objects, which is manifested by the better kind of our young 
Lords and Honorables; a thing very curious tome. Somewhat 
resembling that bet of the impetuous Irish carpenter, astride 
of his plank firmly stuck ont of window in the sixth story, 
“Two to one, I ean saw thia plank in 20 many minutes,” and 
sawing accordingly, flercely impetuous, —with snecess! But 
from the maddest thing, as wo said, there usually may come 
some particle of good withal (if any poor particle of good did 
lie in it, waiting to be disengaged )—and this is a signal 
instance of that kind. Onr Aristocracy are not hated or dis 
liked by any Class of the People, but on the contrary are 
looked up to,— with a certain vulgarly human admiration, 
and spontaneous recognition of their good qualities and good 
fortune, which is by no means wholly envious or wi 
viley— by all classes, lower and lowest class included. — s 
indeed, in spite of lamentable exceptions too visible all round, 
my vote would still be, That from Plebs to Princeps, thers 
was still no Class among us intrinsically so valuable and 
recommendable, - 

What the possibilities of our Aristooracy might st 
this is a question I have often asked myself 
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posribilities might still be considerable; though I confess they 
lie in a most abstruse, and as yet quite wninvestigated condi- 
tion. Buta body of brave men, and of beautiful polite women, 
furnished gratis as they are,—some of them (as my Lord 
Derby, I am told, in a few years will be) with not far from 
two-thirds of a million sterling annually, —ought to be good 
for something, in a society moatly fallen vulgar and chaotic 
like ours! More than once T have been affected with a deep 
‘sorrow and respect for noble souls among them, and their high 
stoicism, and silent resignation to a kind of life which they 
individually could not alter, and saw to be so empty and pal- 
try; life of giving and receiving Hospitalities in a gracefully 
splendid manner. “This, then [such mute soliloquy I havo 
read on some noble brow], this, and something of Villngo- 
schools, of Consulting with the Parson, cars of Peasant 

and Economies, is to be all our task in the world ? Well, well; 
Jet ns at least do this, in our most perfoct way |” 

Tn past yoars, I have sometimes thought what a thing it 
would be, could the Queen “in Council” (in Parliament or 
wherever it were) pick out some gallant-minded, etout, well- 
gifted Cadet, —younger Son of a Duke, of an Earl, of a Queen 
herself ; younger Son doomed now to go mainly to the Devil, 
for absolute want of a career ;—and say to him, “ Young fel- 
low, if there do lie in you potentialities of governing, of grad- 
ually guiding, leading and coercing to a noble goal, how and 
is it they should be all lost! They are the grandest gifts a 
meals eee ae 

other mortals in this world. See, I have scores on scores: 
of ‘Colonies, all ungoverned, and ninetenths of them fall 
of jungles, boaconstrictors, rattlesnakes, Parliamentary Elo- 
quences, and Emancipated Niggers ripening towards nothing 
‘but destrnotion: one of these you shall have, you as Vice. 
King; on rational conditions, and aa witam aut culpam it shall 
be yours (and perhaps your posterity’s if worthy): go you and 
buckle with it, in the name of Heaven; and let us see what 
you will build it to!” ‘To something how much better than 
the Parliamentary Eloquences aro doing, —thinks the reader ? 
Good Heavens, thess West-India Islands, some of them, appear 
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to be the richest and most favored spots on the Planet Earth, 
Jamaica is an angry subject, and I am shy to speak of it. 
Poor Dominica itself is described to me in a way to kindle a 
‘heroic young heart; look at Dominica for an instant. 
Hemispherical, they say, or in the shape of an Inverted 
‘Washbow!; rim of it, first twenty miles of it all round, start 
ing from the sea, is Rat alluvium, the fruitfulest in Nature, 
fit for any noblest spice or product, but unwholesome except 
for Niggers hold steadily to their work: ground then gradually 


wheat, and in this upper portion is ealubrious and delightful 
for the European,—who might there spread and grow, ac 
cording to the wisdom given him; say only to 4 population of 
100,000 adult mon; well fit to defend thoir Island against all 
comers, and beneficently keep steady to their work a million 
of Niggers on the lower ranges. What a kingdom my poor 
Friedrich Wilhelm, followed by his Friedrich, would have 
made of this Inverted Washbow! ; clasped round and lovingly 
kissed and laved by the beautifulest seas in the world, and 
beshone by the grandest sun and sky! 

“Forever impossible,” say you; “contrary to all our noe 
tions, regulations and ways of proceeding or of thinking? ? 
Woll, I dare say. And the stato your regulations have it in, 
at present, is: Population of 100 white men (by no 
‘of select type); unknown cipher of rattlesnakes, profligate 
Niggers and Mulattoes ; governed by a Piebald Parliament of 
Eleven (head Demosthenes there a Nigger Tinman),—and so 
exquisite a care of Being and of Well-being that tho old For 
tifieations have become jungle quarries (Tinman “at lherty to 
tax himself”), vigorous roots ponotrating the old ashlar, dis- 
locating it everywhere, with tropieal effect; old cannon going 
quietly to honeycomb and oxide of iron, in the vigorous em- 
brace of jungic: military forco nil, police force next to nil: 
an Island capable of boing taken by the crow of a man-of-wara 
boat. And indeed it was nearly lost, the other year, by am 
accidental collision of two Niggera on the street, and a com 
course of othor idle Niggers to see, —who would not go airagy 


= 
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again, but idly reassembled with increased nambers on the 
mortow, and with ditto the next day; assemblage pointing ad 
injinitem seemingly, —had not some charitable small French 
Govornor, from his bit of Island within reach, sent over a 
Lieutenant and twenty soldiers, to extinguish the devouring 
absurdity, and onder it home stmightway to its bed. Which 
instantly saved this valuable Possession of ours, and left our 
Demosthenic Tinman and his Ten, with their liberty to tax 
themsolves as heretofore. Is not “Selfgovernment” a aab- 
lime thing, in Colonial Islands and some others? —= But to 
leave all thia, 
Vv. 


T almost think, when once we have made the Niagara leap, 
the better kind of onr Nobility, perhaps after oxperimenting, 
will more and more withdraw themselves from the Parliamen- 
tary, Oratorical or Political clement; leaving that to such 
Cleon the Tanner and Company as it rightfully belongs to; 
and be far more chary of their speech than now. Speech is- 
suing in no deod is hateful and contemptible: —how can a 
man have any nobleness who knows not that? In God's 
name, let ue find out what of noble and profitable we ean do; 
if it be nothing, let us at least keep silence, and henr graoa- 
fally our strange lob! — 

‘The English Nobleman has etill left in him, after such 
sorrowful erosions, something considerable of chivalry and 
magnanimity: polite he is, in the finest form; politeness, 
modest, simple, veritable, ineradicable, dwells in him to the 
bone; I incline to call him the politest kind of nobleman 
or man (especially his wife the politest and granefulest kind 
of woman) you will find in any country. An immense endow- 
ment this, if you consider it wellf A very great and indis 
pensable help to whatever other faeulties of kingship a man 
may have. Indeed it springs from them all (its soarees, ovary 
kingly faculty lying in you); and is as the beautifn) natural 
skin, and visible sanction, index and outeome of them all 
No king can rule without it; none but potential kings eau 
really have it In the crude, what we call uobred or Orson 
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in a few days, if laid on well! Varnish alone is cheap and 
is safe; avoid carpentering, chiselling, sawing and hammer- 
ing on the old quiet House ;—dry-rot is in it, who knows 
how deep; don't disturb tho old beams and junctures: varnish, 
varnish, if you will be blessed by gods and men! This is 
called tho Constitutional System, Conservative System, and 
other fine names; and this at last has its fruits, —such ax 
we see. Mendacity hanging in the very air we breathe; all 
men become, unconsciously or half or wholly consciously, ars 
to their own souls and to other men’s; grimacing, finessing, 
periphrasing, in continual hypocrisy of word, by way of varnish 
to continual past, present, future misperformance of thing: — 
clearly sincere about nothing whatever, except in silence, 
about the xppetites of their own huge belly, and the readiesb 
method of assuaging these. From a Population of that sunk 
kind, ardent only in pursuits that are low and in industries 
that are sensuous and Seaverish, there is little peril of human 
enthusiasms, or revolutionary transports, such as occurred in 
1789, for instance. A low-minded peous all that; essentially 
torpid and ignavwm, on all that is high or nobly human in 
revolutions, 

It is true there is in such a population, of itself, no Aelp 
at all towards reconstruction of the wreck of your Niagara 
plunge; of themselves they, with whatever cry of “liberty” 
in their mouths, are inexorably marked by Dustiny aw slaves; 
and not even the immortal gods could make them free, —ex- 
cept by making them anew and on o different pattern, No 
help in them af all, to your model Aristocrat, or to any noble 
man or thing. But then likewise there is no hindrance, or 
a minimum of it! Nothing there in dar of the noble Few, 
who we always trust will be born to us, generation after 
generation; and on whom and whese living of a noble and 
valiantly cosmic life amid the worst impediments and hugest 
anarchios, the whole of our hope depends. Ycs, on them only! 
1E-amildsca elas pent ct eee eee eae 
‘ness, and what must be reckoned bottomless 
preyei ndenneitn cayman 
minority of men, capable of keeping themselres free from all 


oo 
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that, and of living a heroically human life, while the millions 
ase \thariatsinatel living ates one, 
then truly all hope is gone. Rut we always struggle to believe 
Not. Aristocracy by title, by fortune and position, who ean 
doubt but there are stil! precious possibilities among the chosen 
of that lass? And if that fail us, there ia still, we hope, the 
tunclassed Aristocracy by nature, not ineonsiderable in mut- 
‘ders, and supreme in faculty, in wisdom, haman talent, noble- 
mess and courage, “ who derive their patent of 

from Almighty God.” If indeod these also fail us, and are 
trodden ont under the unanimous torrent of bratish hoofs 
and hobnails, and cannot vindicate themselves into clearness 
‘here and there, but at length orase even to try it, —then 
indeed it is all ended: national death, scandalous “Copper 
‘Captaincy ” as of France, stern Russian Abolition and Erasure 
as of Poland; in one form or another, well deserved anuihila- 
‘tion, and jpimgeepdabepsantheeherwsemcm 
Ties abead for our once heroic England too. 










How many of our Titular Aristoctacy will prove real gold 
when thrown into the crucible? ‘That is alwayw a 
interesting question to me; and op ee 
‘still something considerable of hope lurking in it But the 
question as to our Aristocracy by Patent from God the Maker, 
is infinitely interesting. How many of these, amid tho ever 
increasing bewilderments, and welter of impediments, will be 
able to develop themselves into something of Herole Well- 
doing by act and by word? How many of them will be drawn, 
pushed and seduced, their very decility and lovingness asatet- 
ing, into the eniversal vulgar whirlpool of Parliamenteering, 
Newspapering, Norel-writing, Comte-Philosophy-ing, ' immortal 
Verse-writing, &a. &e. (if of vocal turn, a8 they 
be, for some time yet)? How many, by their too 
resistance to the unanimous vulgar of a Public toand them, 
‘will become spasmodic insveal of strong; and will bo overset 
and trodden out, under the hoofs and hobunils 
Will there, in short, prove to be « recoguizable 
of Invincible “Apwra fighting for tho Good 
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various wisest ways, and never ceasing or slackening till they 
die 2? This is the question of questions, on whieh all turns ; 
in the answer to this, could we give it clearly, as no man can, 
lies the oraole-response, * Life for you,” “Death for you"! 
Looking into this, there are fearful dubitations many. But 
considering what of Picty, the dovoutest and the bravest yet 
known, there once was in England, and how extensively, in 
stupid, manndering and degraded formas, it still lingers, one 
is inclined timidly to hope the best 1° 

‘The dest; for if this small Aristocratic nucleus can hold out 
and work, it is in the sure case to increase and increase ; to 
become (as Oliver once termed it) “a company of poor men, 
who will spend all their blood rather.” An openly belligerent 
company, capable at last of taking the biggest slave Nation 
by the beard, and saying to it, “Enough, ye slaves, and ser- 
vants of the mud-gods; all this must cease! Our heart abhors 
all this; our soul is sick under it; God's curse is on us while 
this lasts. Behold, we will all die rather than that this last. 
Rather all die, we say ;—what is your view of the correspond- 
ing alternative on your own part?” Tsee well it must at 
length coms bo battle; actual fighting, bloody wrestling, and 
@ great deal of it: but wore it unit against thousand, or 
against thousand-thousand, on the above terms, I know the 
issue, and have no fear about it. That also is an issue which 
has been often tried in Human History; and, “while God 
lives” — (I hope ths phrase is not yet obsolete, for the fact 
ig eternal, though so many have forgotten it!)—said issue 
can or will fall only one way. 


vi. 


‘What we can expect this Aristocraey of Nature to do for 
us? They are of two kinds: the Speculative, speaking or 
vocal; and the Prnotical or industrial, whose function is silent, 
Those are of brother quality; bat they go very different 
rouls: “men of genius” they all emphatically are, the “in- 
spired Gift of God” lodged in each of thom. They do inf- 
nitoly concern the world and us; especially that first or 
speaking class, — provided God Aave “touched their lips with 
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his hallowed fro’! Supreme is the importance of these, 
They are our inspired speakers and seers, the light of the 
world; who are.to deliver the world from its swarmeries, its 
superstitions (political or other) ;— priceless and indisponsa- 
ble to na that first Class! a 
Nevertheless it is not of these I mean to speak ab present; 
the topic is far too wide, nor is the call to it so immediately 
pressing. These Sons of Wisdom, gifted to speak as with 
hallowed lips a real God’s-messago to us,—I don’t much 
expect they will be numerous, for a long while yet, nor even 
perhaps appear at all in this time of swarmeries, or be dis- 
posed to speak their message to such audience as there is. 
And if they did, T know well it is not from my advise, or any 
mortal’s, that they could learn their feasible way of 
For a great while yet, most of them will fly off into “Litera 
ture,” into what they call Art, Poetry and the like; and will 
mainly waste themselves in that inane region, — fallen so in 
ane in our madera. Alas, though born Sons of Wisdom, they 
fre not exempt from all our “Swarmerics,” bat only from 
the grosser kinds of them, This of “Arty” “ 
forth, is a refined Swarmery; the most refined mow goings 
und comes to us, in venerable form, from a distance of above a 
thousand years And is still undoubtingly sanctioned, eamoo- 
ized and marked sacred, by the unanimous vote of enltivated 
persons to this hour. How stir such questions in the present 
limits? Or in fact, what chance is there that a guess of mine, 
in regard to what these born Sons of Wisdom in a yet unborn 
section of Time will say, or to how they will say it, should 
avail in the least my own contemporaries, much less them 
or theirs? Merely on a point or two 1 will hint 
poor wish is; and know well enough that it is the drawing 
mews at a venture indood, but into eee 


meee then, with regal to Art, Poetry and the like, which, 
ab present is esteemed the supreme of aims for yoeal genie, 
T hope my literary Aristos will pause, and ser! 
question before embarking on that; and porhape willl 
spite of the Swarmories abroad, by devoting i tive dao 


al 
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to something far higher, far more vital tous. Postry? It ie 
not pleasant singing that we want, but wise and earnest speak 
ing:—“ Art,” “High Art” &o, are very fine and ornamental, 
but only to persons sitting ab their ease: to persons still 
planing eg PRE = RHC ts PET 

existence, they are a mockery rather. Our Aristos, well medi- 
tating, will perhaps discover that the genuine “Art” in all 
times is a higher synonyin for God Almighty’s Facts, —which 
come to us direct from Heaven, but in so abstruse a condition, 
and cannot be read at all till the better intellect interpret 
them. That is the real function of our Aristos and of his 
divine gift. Let him think well of this! He will find that 
all real “Art” is definable as Fact, or say as the disimprisoned 
“Soul of Fuct;” that any other kind of Art, Poetry or High 
Azt is quite idle in comparizon, 

‘The Bible itself has, in all changes of theory about it, this 
as its highest distinction, that it is the truest of all Books;— 
Book springing, every word of it, from the intensest convio- 
tions, from the very heart’s core, of those who penned it, 
And has not that been a “successful” Book? Did all the 
Paternoster-Rows of the world ever hear of one so “success 
ful"? Homer’s Ziad, too, that great Bundle of old Greek 
Ballads, is nothing of a Fiction ; it is the rruest a Patriotic 
Ballad-singor, rapt into paroxysm and enthusiasm for the honor 
of his native Country and native Parish, could manage to sing. 
‘To “sing,” you will obgerve; always sings, —pipe often rusty, 
at a loss for metre (flinging in his y« air, 8); & rough, labo- 
rious, wallet-bearing man; but with his heart rightly on fire, 
when the audience goes with him, and “hangs on him with 
greed” (as he says they often do). Homer's Iiad T almost 
reckon next to the Bible; so stubbornly sincere is it too, 
though in a far different clement, and a far shallower. 

“Fiction,” my friend, you will be surprised to discover at 
last what alarming cousinship it has to Zying: don’t go into 
“ Fiction,” you Aristos, nor concern yourself with “Fine Litera 
ture,” or Coarse ditto, or the unspeakable glories and rewards 
of ploasing your generation; which you are not sent hither 
to please, first of all! In general, leave “Literature,” the 
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thing called “ Literature” at present, to run through ite rapid 
fermentations (ow more and more rapid they are in these 
years!), and to Haff itself off into Nothing, in its own way,— 


like w poar bottle of soda-water with the cork sprang ;— it 
won't be long. Tn our timo it has become all the rage; high- 
‘est noblemen and dignitaries courting a new still higher glory 
there; innumerable men, women and children rashing towards 
it, yearly ever more, Tt eat painfully in Grub Street, in 
hungry garrets, 80 long; some few heroic martyrs always 
serving in it, among such # miscellany of semidataons worth 
Jess ditto, courting the bubble reputation in worse than the 
cannon’s mouth; in general, a very flimsy, foolish set, But 
that little company of martyrs has at Jast lifted Literature 
furiously or foamingly high in tho world. Gots like the 
Iceland geysers in our time,—like ancorked sodaqwater;— 
and will, as T said, soon have dona, Only wait: in fifty 
years, I should guees, all really serious souls will have quitted 
‘that mad province, loft it to the rearing populaces; and forany 
Nobie-man or useful person it will be a credit rather to declare, 
“I never tried Literatura; believe me, I have not written 
anything ;"—and wo of “ Literature” by trade, we shall sink 
again, I pereeive, to the rank of street-fiddling; mo higher 
rank, though with endless increase of sixpences flung into 
the hat, Of “Literature” keep well towinihentia ae 
friond | — 

“But is not Shakspeare the highest gonins 2” Yes, of all 
the Intellects of Mankind that have taken the 
I incline to think him the most divinely gifted; clear all 
piercing like the sunlight, lovingly melodious; probably the 
noblest human Intellect in that kind. And yet of 
t00, it is not the Fiction that I admire, but the Pact; to say 
truth, what I most of all admire are the traces he shows Of & 
talent that could have turned the History of Bagland into 
akind of Miad, almost perhaps into a kind of Bidla “Minn 
feat traces that way; something of epic im the cycle of hasty 
Fragments he has yielded us (slaving for his bread in the 


Bankside Theatre);—and what a work would n't 











teen! Marlborough said, He knew oo: English 
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what he had got from Shakepearo;—and truly that is still 
essentially the serious and sad fact for most of us; Fact 
thrice and four times lamentable, though Marlborough meant 
it lightly. Innumerable grave Books there are; but for none 
of us any real History of England, intelligible, profitable, or 
even conceivable in almost any section of it? 

‘To write the History of England as a kind of Brot (or in 
parts and snatches, to sing it if you could), this were work for 
the highest Aristos or series of Aristoi in Sacred Literature 
(really sacred kind, this); and to be candid, I discover 
hitherto no incipicnoss of thia; and greatly desire that there 
were some! Some I do expect (too fondly perhaps, but they 
seem to me a sine gud wow) from the Writing and Teaching 
Heroes that will yet be born to us. For England too (equally 
with any Judah whatsoever) hos a History that ie Divine; 
‘an Eternal Providenos presiding over every step of it, now in 
sunshine and soft tones, now in thunder and storm, audible 
to millions of awe-struck valiant hearts in the ages that are 
gone; guiding England forward to # goal and work, which 
too has been highly considerable in the world! The “inter. 
pretation * of all which, in the present ages, has (what is the 
root of all our woes) fallen into such a setof hands! Tnterpro- 
‘tation ecandalously ape-like, I must say; impious, blasphemous; 
totally incredible withal. Which Interpretation will have 
to become pious and human again, or else —or else vanish into 
the Bottomless Pit, and carry us and our England along with 
it! This, some incipionces of this, T gradually expect) from 
the Heroes that are coming. And in fact “iis, taken im fall 
compass, is the one thing needed from them; and all other 
things are bat branches of this. 

For axample, T expect, as almost the first thing, new defini- 
tions of Lisxnrr from thi gradual extinction, slow but 
steady, of the stupid " swarmoriee* of mankind on this mat- 
ter, and at length n complete change of their notions on it 
“Superstition and idolatry,” sins real and grievous, sins wlti- 
mately ruinous, wherever found,—this is now oar English, 
our Modern European form of therm ; Political, not Theological 
now! England, Modern Europe, will have to quit them or dic. 
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‘They are sins of a fatal slow-polsonous nature, not permitted 


buzzing about, in blind, noisy, pleasautly companionable 
“swarms,” instead of solitary questioning of yourself and of 
the Silent Oracles, which is a sad, sore and painful duty, 
though a much incumbent one upon a man. The meaning of 
‘Lisenry, what it veritably signifies in the speech of men and 
gods, will gradually begin to appear again? Were that once 
got, the eye of England were couched ; poor honest England 
would again see,—T will fancy with what horror and amaze 
ment, —the thing she had grown to in this interim of smarm- 
eries. To show this poor well-meaning England, Whom it 
were desirable to furnish with a “suffrage,” and Whom with 
a dog-muzsie (and plenty of fresh water on the streets), against 
rabidity in the hot weather:—what a work for oar Hero 
speakers that are coming!— 

T hope also they will attack earnestly, and at length extin 
guish and eradicate, this idle habit of “accounting for the 
Moral Sense,” as they phrase it. A most singular problem: 
Instead of bending every thought to have more and ever 
more of “Moral Sense,” and therewith to irradiate your own 
poor soul, and all its work, into something of divineness, as 
the one thing neodful to you in this world! A very futile 
problem that other, my friends; futile, idle, and far worse; 
leading to. what Moral Aisin you little dream of! ‘The Moral 
Sense, thank God, is a thing you never will “account for,” 
that, if you could think of it, is the perennial Miracle of Mang 
in all times, visibly connecting poor transitory Man here on 
this bewildered Earth with his Maker, who is Eternal in the 
Heavons, By no Greatest Happiness Principle, Greatest Noble~ 
ness Principle, or any Principle whatever, will you make that 
in the least clearer than it already is;—forbear, I say; or 
you may darken it away from you altogether! “Two things’? 
says the memorable Kant, deepest and most logical of Meta 
physical Thinkers, “Two things strike me dumb: the infinite 


bam » | 
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Starry Heaven; and the Sense of Right and Wrong in Man?* 
Fisitie Infinites, both; say nothing of them; don’t try to 
“account for them;” for you ean say nothing wise. 


On the whole, 1 hope our Hero will, by heroic word, and 
heroic thought and ect, make manifest to mankind that “Rew 
erence for God und for Man” is not yet extinct, but only 
fallen into disastrous comatoso sleep, and hideously dreaming; 
that the “Christian Religion itself is not dead,” that the soul 
of it is alive forevermore,—and only the dead nnd rotting 
body of it is now getting burial. The noblest of modern In- 
tellects, by far the noblest we have had since Shakspeare left 
us, has said of this Religion: “It is a Height to which the 
i ati) Esc areant toa ec Menttite Aig eee 
which, having ones atttined it, they can never 
Permanently, never. Nover, they;—though individual a 
tions of them fatally can; of which I hope poor England is 
not one? ‘Though, here as elsewhere, the durial-process does 
offer ghastly enough phenomena: Ritualisms, Puseyisms, 
ArchesOourt Lawanits, Cardinals of Wostminster, &, &0.;— 
making night hideous! For a timo and times and half a time, 
ax the old Prophets used to say. 

One of my hoping friends, yet more sanguine than I fully 
dare to be, has thees zealous or enthusiastic words: “A very 
great ‘work,’ surely, is going on in these days,—has been 
begun, and is silently proceeding, and cannot easily step, under 
all the flying dungheaps of this new ‘Battle of tho Giants,’ 
flinging their Dung-Pelion on their Dung-Ossa, in these balot- 
boxing, Niggeremancipating, empty, dirt-eclipsed days:—no 
less « ‘work’ than that of restoring Gop and whaterer was 
Godlike in the traditions and recorded doings of Mankind ; 
dolefully forgotten, or sham-remembered, as it has been, for 
long degraded and degrading hundreds of years, latterly! Actu- 











Hebrew Garnitures, Old or New; but in the Heart 
and of Man forevermore. And is not less osrtain, 
hour, than it ever was at any Sinai whatsoever. Kant 


all eyos shall yet soe thom setter ; and tho 
the salt of the earth, shall at length see them 
results for everybody. A great ‘work’ indeed; 


of which beggars all otbors!!” 
‘VIL. 


Of the second, of silent Industrial Hero, I 
“egpay ena pardpeee 


cannot do better than unite with this naturally nob 
Aristocrat by title; the Industrial nobleiaal t! 
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‘The Prastical “man of genius” will probably not be alto- 
gether absent from the Reformed Parliament: —his Make- 
éecliove, the vulgar willionnaire (teuly a “blasted” specimen 
this !) is sur to bo frequont there; and along with the multi- 
tude of érass guineas, it will be very salutary to have a gold 
one or two!—In or out of Parliament, our Practical hero will 
find uo end of work ready for him. It is he that has to re- 
civilize, out of its now ubter savagery, the world of Industry; 
—think what a set of items: To change nomadis contract into 
permanent ; to annihilate the soot and dirt and squalid horror 
now defacing this England, once so clean and comely while it 
‘was poor ; matters sanitary (and that not to the dody only) for 
his people; matters governmental for them; matters &e, Xo. : 
—no want of work for this Hero, through a great many 
generations yet! 

And indeed Reformed Parliament iteelf, with or without 
his presence, will, you would suppose, have to start at once 
upon the Industrial question and go quite deep into it, That 
of ‘Trades Union, in quest of its “ Four eights,'** with assassin 
pistol in ite hand, will at once urge itself on Reformed Parlia- 
ment: and Reformed Parliament will give us Blue Books upon 
it, if nothing farther. Nay, almost still more argent, and 
what I could reckon, —as touching on our Ark of the Cove- 
nant, on sacred ‘ Free Trade” itself,—to be the preliminary 
of dll, there is the immense and universal question of Cheap 
and Nasty, Lot me explain it a little. 

“Cbonp and uasty;” there is a pregnancy in that poor vul- 
gar proverb, which I wish wo better saw and valued! Tt is 
the rade indignant protest of human nature against a mischief 
which, in all times and places, haunts it or lies near it, and 
which never in any time or place was so like utterly over- 
whelming it as here and now, Understand, if you will consider 
it, that no good man did, or ever should, encoutage “eheap- 
ness” at the ruinous expense of weftuess, which is always 
infidelity, and is dishonorable tos man. If I want an article, 

1“ Fight hours to work, eight hours to play, 
ES SR Sere mente ee 
Reformed Workman's Piezeh Seng. 
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let it bo genuine, at whatever price; if the prive is too high 
for me, I will go without it, unequipped with it for the pres- 
ent, —TI shall not have equipped myself with a hypocrisy, a& 
any rave! This, if you will reflest, is primarily the rale of all 
purchasing and all producing men. They are not permitted 
to encourage, patronize, or in any form countenance the work~ 
ing, wearing or acting of Hypoorisies in this world. On the 
contrary, they are to hate all such with a porfect hatred; to 
do their best in extinguishing them as the poison of mankind. 
‘This is the temper for purchasers of work: how much mors 
for that of docrs and producers of it! Work, every one of 
you, like the Demiurgus or Eternal World-builder; work, none 
of you, like the Diabolus or Denier and Destroyer, — under 
penalties! 

And now, if this is the fact, that you are not to parehase, 
to make or to vend any ware or product of the “cheap and 
nasty” genus, and cannot in any case do it without sin, and 
even treason against the Maker of you, —consider what a 
quantity of sin, of treason, petty and high, must be aceu- 
mulating in poor England every day! It is oortain as the 
National debt; and what are all National money Debts, in 
comparison! Do you know the shop, saleshop, workshop, in- 
dustrial establishment temporal or spiritual, in broad England, 
where genuine work is to be had? T confeas T hardly do; the 
more is my sorrow! For a whole Pandora's Box of evils*lies 
in that ono fact, my friond; that one is enough for us, and 
may be taken as the sad summary of all. Universal slioddy 
and Devil’sdust cunningly varnished over; that is what you 
will find presented you in all places, as ware invitingly cheap, 
if your experience is like mine. Yee; if Free Trade is the 
new religion, aud if Free Trade do mean Free rxcing with 
unlimited velocity in the career of Cheap and Nesty,—our 
Practical hero will be not n little anxious to deal with that 
question. Infinitely anxious to see how “Free Trade,” with 
such a devil in the belly of it, is to be got tied again « little, 
and forbidden to make a yery brute of itself at this rate! 

Take one sinall example only. London bricks aro reduced 
to dry clay again in the course of sixty years, or sooner, 





al 
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Bricks, burn them rightly, build them faithfully, with mortar 
faithfully tempered, they will stand, 1 believo, barring earth- 
quakes and cannon, for 6,000 years if you like! Etruscan 
Pottery (baked elay, but rightly baked) is some 3,000 years of 
age, and still fresh as an infant. Nothing I know of is mose 
lasting than a well-made brick;— we have them here, at the 
head of this Garden (wall once of a Manor Park), which are 
in their third or fourth century (Henry Eighth’s time, E was 
told), and still perfect in every particular. 

‘Traly the state of London houses and London house-build- 
ing, at this time, who shall express how detestable it is, how 
frightful! “Not a house this of mine,” said one indignant 
gentleman, who had searched the London Environs all around 
for any bit of Villa, “Alpha "cottage or Omega, which were 
less inhuman, but found uone: “Not a built house, but a con- 
gorics of plastered bandboxes ; shambling askew in all joints 
and corners of it; creaking, quaking under overy stop ;— fill- 
ing you with disgust and despair!” For there lies in it not 
the Physical mischief only, but the Moral too, which is far 
more. I have often sadly thought of this, That a fresh hu- 
man soul should be born in such a place; born in the midst of 
aconcrets mendacity ; taught at every moment not to abhor a 
lic, but to think a lie all proper, the fixed custom and general 
law of man, and to twine its young affections round that sort 
of object t 

England needs to be reduilé once every seventy years. Build 
it once rightly, the expense will be, aay fifty per cent more; 
but it will stand till the Day of Judgment, Every seventy 
years we shall save the expense of building all England over 
again! Say nine-tenths of the expense, say three-fourths of it 
(allowing for the changes necessary or permissible in the 
change of things); and in rigorous arithmetic, such is the sav- 
ing possible to you; lying under your nose there; soliciting 
you to pick it up,— by the mere act of behaving like sons of 
Adam, and not like scandalous esurient Phantasms and sons 
of Bel and the Dragon, 

Hore is a thrift of money, if you want money! Tho moncy- 
saving would (you can compute in what short length of time) 
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pay your Nutional Debt for you; bridge the ecean for you; 
wipe away your smoky nuisanoss, your muddy ditte, your 
miscellaneous ditta, and make the face of England clean 
again ;—and all this T reckon as mere zero in comparison 
with the accompanying improvement to your poor souls, — 
‘now dond in trespasses and sine, drowned in beer-butts, wine 
butts, in gluttonies, slaveries, quackerins, but recalled thew to 
blessed life again, and the sight of Heaven and Earth, instead 
of Payday, and Mcux and Co.'s Entire. Oh, my bewildered 
Brothers, what foul infernal Circe has come over you, and 
changed you from men ones really rather noble of their kind, 
an icor achat 
slam! I declare I had rather dio, . omy 
One hears sometimes of religious controversies very 
high; about faith, works, grace, prevenient grace, the 
Court and Lssays and Reviews ;—into none of which do T 
enter, or concern rnyself with your entering. One thing I will 
remind you of, That the ossonee and outcome of all: 
creeds and liturgies whatsoaver is, To do one’s work in a faith 
ful mannor. Unhappy eaitiff, what to you is the nse of ortho. 
doxy, if with evory stroke of your hammer you are breaking 
all the Ten Commandments, — operating upon ‘Devi?sdast, 
and, with constant invocation of the Devil, bears 
Teap where you have not sown ?— 


‘Truly, T think our Practical Aristos will address himself to 
this sad question, almost as the primary one of all: Tt is im 
possible that an Industry, national or personal, carried on 
under “ constant invocation of the Devil," can be a blessed or 
happy one in any fibre or detail of it! Steadily, in every fibre 
of it, from heart to skin, that is and romains an 
cursed; nothing but bewilderment, contention, misery, mutual 
rage, and continually advancing ruin, can dwell ther “Cheep 
and Nasty is not found on shopcounters alone; ‘bat goew Gown 
to the centre, —or indeed springs from it: 
Bankruptcies, Chatham-and-Dover Railway 
Railway “ Promoters” generally (and no onkam of 
bemp to give them, instead of that wefarious ana 
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industry); — Sheftield Saw.grinders and Assassination Com- 
pany; “Four eights,” and workman's Pisgah Song: all thesa 
are diabolic short-cuts towards wages; clutchings at 


precious possession; like “the honor of a soldier," dearer to 
him than life, That is the ideal of the matter: —lying, alas, 
how far away from us at present! But if you yourself de- 
moralize your soldier, and teach him continually to invoke the 
Evil Genius and to dishonor himaclf,—what do you expect 
your big Army will grow to ?— 


Editors; to ms not. “ Prestige, prostigium, magical illusion,” 
—I never understood that poor England had in her good days, 
or cared to have, any “prestige on the Continent” or else 
where ; England was wont to follow her own affairs in « dili- 
gent heavy-laden frame of mind, and had an almost perfect 
stoicism as to what the Continent, and its extraneous ill- 
informed populations might be thinking of her, Nor is it yo 
of the least real importance what “prestiges, magical illusions,” 
ax to England, foolish neighbors may take up; important only 
one thing, What England is. The account of that in Hearen’s 
Chancery, I doubt, is vory bad: but as to “prestige,” I hops 
the heart of the poor Country would still say, “Away with 
your prestige ; that won't help me or hinder me! The word 


wanted here!” 

Nevertheless, unexpectedly, I have myself something to tell 
you about English prestige. “In my young time,” eaid lately 
to me one of the wisest and faithfulest German Friends T ever 
had, a correet observer, and much a lover both of bis own 
couatry and of mine, “In my boyhood [that is, some fifty 
yoars ago, in Wurzburg country, and Central Germany], when 
you were going to a shop to purchase, wise people would 
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advise you: ‘If you can find an Koglish article of the sort 
wanted, buy that; it will be = few pence dearer; but it will 
prove itself a well-made, faithful and skilful thing; a com- 
fortable servant and friend to you for a long time; better buy 
that’ And now,” continued he, “directly the reverse is the 
advice given; ‘If you find an English article, don’t bay that; 
that will be a few pence ebesper, but it will prove only 8 more 
cunningly devised mendacity than any of the others; avoid 
that above all’ Both were good advices; the former fifty 

ears ago was a good advice; the latter is now." Would to 
Heaven tha woe pout or gia! son aly! — 

But to return to our Aristoeracy by title. 


VIL. 


Orsonism is not what will hinder our Aristocrany from still 
reigning, still, or much farther than now, —to the very atimost 
limit of their capabilities and cpporsnihies, eS ae 
‘that come. What aro these 
Bilty to be (as T beliows) very considerable t serkously exerted ® 
—This is a question of the highest interest justaow, = 

In their own Domains and land territories, it is evident each 
‘of them can still, for certain years and decades, be a complete 
King; and may, if he strenuously try, mould and 
thing, till both his people and his dominion correspond , 
ually to the ideal he has formed. Refractory subjects ho has 
the means of banishing ; the relations between all 
from the biggest farmer to the poorest orphan ploughboy, are 
under his control; nothing ugly or unjust or improper, But he 
could by degrees undertake steady war against, and manfally 
subdue or extirpate. Till all his Domain werv, through every 
fiold and homestead of it, and were maintained in 
and being, manlike, decorous, fit; comely to the eye and to 
tho soul of whoever wisely looked on it, or honestly lived im 
it, This is. beautiful Meat; which might be carried out on 
all sides to indefinite longths,—not in management of land 
only, but in thousand.fold ¢ountenancing, protecting an 
couraging of human worth, and discountenanclag 
repressing tho want of ditso, wherever met with a 


«a 
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rounding mankind. Till the whole surroundings of a nobleman. 
were made noble like himvelf: and all men should recognize 
that hero verily was a bit of kinghood ruling “by the Grace of 
God,” in difficult circumstances, but not in vain. 

‘This were a way, if this were commonly adopted, of by 
dogrees reinstating Aristocrasy in all the privileges, authori- 
ties, reverences and honors it ever had in its palmiest times, 
under any Kaiser Barbarossa, Henry Fowler (Heinrich der 
Vogler), Henry Fine-Scholar (Beawelerc), or Wilhelmus Bas- 
tardua the Acquirer: this would be divine; blessed ie every 
individual that shall manfully, all his life, solitary or in fel- 
lowship, address himself to this! But, alas, this is an ideal, 
and I have practically little faith in it. Discerning well how 
Jew would seriously adopt this aa a trade in life, I ean only 
say, “Blessed is every one that does!” — Readers can observe 
that only zealous aspirants to de “noble” and worthy of their 
title (who are not a numerous class) could adopt this trade; 
and that of these few, only the fewest, or the actually nodle, 
could to much effect do it when adopted. “Management of 
one’s land on this principle,” yes, in some degree this might 
be possible: but ag to “fostering merit” or human worth, the 
question would arise (as it did with a late Noble Lord still 
in wide enough esteem),? What is merit? The opinion one 
man entertains of another!” [Hear, hear] By this plan of 
diligence in promoting human worth, you would do little to 
redress our griefs; this plan would be a quenching of the fire 
by oil: a dreadful plan! In fact, this is what you may sec 
everywhere gaing on just now; this is what has reduced us 
to the pass we are at!—To recognize merit, you must first 
yourself have it; to recognize false merit, and crown it as true, 
because a long tail runs after it, is the saddest operation under 
the sun; and it is one you have only to open your eyes and 
see every day. Alas, no: Ideabs won't carry many people far 
To have an Ideal generally done, it must be compolled by tho 
vulgar appetite thore is to do it, by indisputable advantage 
seen in doing it. 

‘Aud yet, in such an independent position; acknowledged 

1 Lord Palmerston, ix debate on Civil-Service Examination Proposal 
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king of one’s own territories, well withdrawn from the raging 
inanities of “politics,” leaving the load rabble and their 
spokesmen to consummate all thut in their own sweet way, 
and make Anarchy again horrible, and Government or teal 
Kingship ths thing desirable, —oue fancies there might be 
actual seops for a kingly soul to aim nt unfolding itself, at 
imprinting itself in all manner of beneficent arrangements and 
‘improvements of things around it. ~~ 
Schools, for example, schooling and training of i young 
subjects in the way that they should go, and in the things 
that they should do: what a boundloss outlook that of schools, 
and of improvement in school methods and school purposes, 
which in these ages lie hitherto all saporannuated and to a 
frightful degree inapplicable! Our schools go all upom the 
vocal hitherto; no clear aim in them but to teach the young 
creature how ho is to speak, to utter himself 
pen;— which, supposing him even to have something to utter, 
‘as he so very rarely hag, is by no means the 
wants in our times, How he is to work, to behave and do; 
that is the question for him, which he socks the answer of in 
schools ;— in schools, having now so little chance of it olsc- 
where. In other timas, many or most of his neighbors round 
him, his superiors over him, if he locked well and could take 
example, and Ee a ee ee 
very much of answer to this vitalest of questions > but now 
they do not, or do it fatally the reverse way! ‘Talent of speake 
ing grows daily commoner among one’s neighbors; amounts 
alroady to a weariness and @ nuisance, so barren is it of great 
benefit, and Hable to be of great hurt: but the talent of right 
conduct, of wise and useful behavior seems to grow rarerevery 
day, and is nowhore taught in the atrects and thoroughfares 
any more. Right schools wore never more desirable than now. 
Nor ever more unattainable, by public clamoring and 
than now. Only the wise Hulet (acknowledged. king iim 
own torritories), taking counsel with the wise, and earnmetly 
pushing and endeavoring all his days, might do rin 
it, It is trae, T suppose him to be capable of 1 
searching out “the wis,” who are apt not to be found op the 
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high roads at present, or only to be transiently passing there, 
with closed lips, swift step, and possibly a grimmish aspect of 
countenance, among the crowd of loquacious sham-wise. To 
‘be capable of actually recognizing and discerning theee; and 
that is no small postulate (how great a one T know well) >— 
in fact, unless our Noble by rank be a Noble by nature, little 
‘OF no succoss is possible to ue by him. 

But granting this great postulata, what a field in the Non- 
wweal School department, such as was not dreamt of before! 
Non-vocal ; prosided over by whatever of Pious Wisdom this 
King could eliminate from all corners of the impious world; 
and could consecrate with means and appliances for making 
the new generation, by degrees, less impious. ‘Tragical to 
think of: Every new generation is born to wi direst out of 
Heaven ; white as purest writing-paper, white as snow;— 

we please cain be written on it;—and our pleasure 
and our negligence is, To begin blotching it, serawling, smutel- 
ing and smearing it, from the first day it sees tho sun; towards 
such a consummation of ugliness, dirt and blackness of dark- 
ness, as is too often visible. Woe on us; there is no woo like 
‘this, —if we were not sunk in stupefaction, and had still eyes 
to discern or souls to feel it!—Goethe has shadowed ont a 
glorious farglancing specimen of that Nou-voeal, or very pare 
tially yocal kind of School. I myself remember to have seen 
an extremely small but highly useful and pmcticable little cor- 
ner of one, actually on work ut Glagnevin in Ereland about 
fifteen years ago; and have often thought of it since. 

x 

T always fancy there might much"be done in the way of 
military Drill withal. Beyond all other sehooling, and as 
supplement or even as succedaneum for all other, one often 
wishes the entire Population eould be thoroughly drilled; 
into co-operative movement, into individual behavior, cor- 
rect, precise, and at once habitual and orderly as matho- 
matics, in all or in very many points,—<and ultimately in 
the point of actual Military Service, should such be required 
of itt : = 
Vol. 16—&.& 
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‘That of commanding and obeying, were there nothing more, 
is it not the basis of all hu:nan culture; ought not all to have 
it; aud how many ever do? I often say, The one Official 
Person, royal, sacordotal, scholastic, governmental, of our 
times, who is still thoroughly a truth and a reality, and mot 
in great part a hypothesis and worn-out humbug, proposing 
and attempting a duty which ho faila to be Feokenyes 
Sergeant who is master of his work, and who perform 
By Drill-Sergeant understand, not the man in three stripes 
alone; understand him as meaning all such men, up to the 
Taronne, to the Friedrich of Prussia ; — Ae doos his function, 
he is genuine; and from the highest to the lowest no one 
else does. Ask your poor King’s Majesty, Captain-General of 
England, Defender of the Faith, and so much ele; ask your 
poor Bishop, sacred Overseer of souls; your poor Lawyer, 
sacred Dispenser of justice; your poor Doctor, ditto of health : 
they will all answer, “Alas, no, worthy sir, we aro all of us 
unfortunately fallen not a little, some of us altogether, into 
the imaginary or quasi-humbug condition, and cannot help 
ourselves; be alone of the three stripes, or of the gorget and 
baton, docs what he pretends to!” That is the melancholy 
fact; well worth considering at present, —Nay, I often com 
sider farther, Tf, in any Country, the Drill Sergeant bimself 
fall into the partly imaginary or humbug condition (as is my 
frightful approhonsion of him here in England, on survey of 
him in his marvellous Crimean expeditions, marvellous Court 
martial revelations, Newspaper controversies, and the Eres 
what is to become of that Country and its thricesmil 
Drill-Sergeant? Reformed Parliament, I hear, has desided: 
on a “thorough Army reform,” aa one of the first things, So 
that we shall at length have a perfect Army, field-worthy and 
correct in all points, thinks Reformed Parliament’ Alas, 
yos;—and if the sky fall, we shall catch larks, too! — 


But now, what is to hinder the acknowledged King im all 
corners of his territory, to introduce wisely a universal: 
tem of Drill, not military only, but human in all kinds; so 
that no child or man bora in Ais territory might miss the 


= 





child? I would Legin with it, in mild, soft 
almost as my children were able ‘to stand on 
I would never wholly remit it till they had 
world and me. Poor Wilderspin knew som 
the great Goethe evidently knew a grat deal! 
outwardly combined and plainly consociated Discipline, in 
simultanoous movement and action, which may be practical, 
symbolical, artistic, mechanical in all degrees and modes; — 
bnseticlt nenncotlfn seri crienerrayeicrcanrts om 
valued hitherto); and one he takes the greatest plessure in 

and unfolding, not to mention at all the invaluable 
benefit it would afford him if unfolded. From correct march- 
ing in line, to rhythmic dancing in cotillon or minuct, —and 
to infinitely higher degrees (that of gymbolling’ in concert 
your “ first reverence,” for instance, supposing reverence and 
symbol of it to be both sincere !)—there is « natural charm 
in it; the fulfilment of a deep-seated, universal desire, to all 
rhythmic social creatures! In man's heaven-born Dovility, 
or power of being Educated, it is estimable as perhaps the 
deepest and richest clement; or the next to that of music, of 
Sensibility to Song, to Harmony and Number, which some 
have reckoned the deepest of all. A richer mine than any 
in California for poor human creatares ; richer by what a mul- 
tiple; and hitherto as good as never opened, — worked only 
for the Fighting purpose. Assuredly I would not neglect the 
Fighting purpose; no, from sixteen to sixty, nota son of mine 
but should know the Soldier's function too, and be able to 
dofond bis native soil and self, in beet perfection, when need 
game. But I should not begin with this; I shonld carefully 
end with this, after careful travel in i fruitfal 
fields by the way leading to this. 

It is strange to me, stupid creatures of routine as we mostly 
are, how in all education of mankind, this of simultaneous 
Drilling into combined rhythmic action, for almost all good 
purposas, has beon overlooked and left neglected by the elabo- 
rate and many-sounding Pedagogues and Professorial Persons 
we have had, for the long ounturies past! It really should 


7 


er 
benofit of it, —which would bo immonso to man, woman and 
soon 
and 


F 
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be set on foot @ little; and developed gradually into the mal 
tiform opulent results it holds for us. As might well be done, 
by an acknowledged king irr his own territory, if he were wise, 
‘To all children of men it is such an entertainment, when you 
set them to it. I believe the vulgarest Cockney crowd, flung 
out million-fold on a Whit-Monday, with nothing but beor and 
dull folly to depend on for amusement, would at once kindle 
into something human, if you eet them to do almost any regu- 
Tated act in common. And would dismiss their beer and dull 
foolory, in the silent charm of rhythmic human companion- 
ship, in the practical fooling, probably now, that all of us 
are made on one pattern, and are, in an unfathomable way, 
brothers to one another. 


Soldier-Drill, for fighting purposes, as I have said, would 
be the last or finishing touch of all these sorts of + 
and certainly the acknowledged king would reckon it not the 
least important to him, but evon perhaps the most so, in 
these peculiar times. Anarchic Parliaments and Penny News- 
papers might perhaps grow jealous of him; in any ease, ho 
would have to be cautious, punctilions, severely correct, and 
obey to the letter whatever laws and regulations they emitted 
on the subject. But that done, how could the most anarchio 
Parliament, or Penny Editor, think of forbidding any fellow- 
citizen such a manifest improvement on all the human orem 
tures round him? Our wise hero Aristocrat, or acknowledged 
king in his own territory, would by no means think of employ- 
ing his superlative privats Field-regiment in levy of war 
against the most anarchic Parliament; but, on the contrary, 
might and would loyally help said Parliament in warring 
down much anarchy worse than its own, and so gain steadily 
new favor from it, From it, and from all men and gods! And 
would have silently the consciousness, too, that with every 
new Disciplined Man he was widening the arena of dmg 
Anarchy, of Godappointed Order in this world and Nation, 
—and was looking forward to a say, very ite 
but certain as Fate. 

Jor T'suppodo It woold in no moment: bs doubstali kona | 
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that, between Anarchy and Anti-ditto, it would have to come 
to sheer fight ab last; and that nothing short of duel to the 
death could ever void that great quarrel. And he would have 
his hopes, his aesurances, aa to how the vietory would lic, For 
everywhem in this Universe, and in every Nation that is not 
divorced from it and in the act of perishing forever, Anti« 
Anarchy ig silently on the increase, nf al] momouta: Anarchy 
‘not, but contrariwise; having the whole Universo forever set 
against it; pushing slowly, at all moments, towards suicide 
and annihilation. ‘To Anarchy, however million-headed, there 
i no victory possible, Patience, silence, diligonoo, ye chosen 
of the world? Slowly or fast, in the course of time, you will 
grow toa minority that ean wetually step forth (sword not yet 
drawn, but sword ready to be drawn), and say; “ Here are we, 
Sirs ; we also are now minded to vote, — to all lengths, as you 
may perceive. A company of poor men (as friend Oliver 
termed us) who will spend all our blood, if needful! What 
‘are Beales und his 50,000 roughs againet such ; what are the 
noisiest anarchic Parliaments, in majority of a million to one, 
against such ? Stubble against fire. Fear not, my friend ; 
the issue is very certain when it oomes so far-as this! 


x 


These are a kind of enterprises, hypothetical as yet, but 
possible evidently more or less, and, in all degrees of them, 
tending towards noble benefit to oneself and to all one’s fellow- 
creatures; which a man born noble by title and by mature, 
‘with ample territories and revenues, and a life to dispose of 
a8 he pleased, might go into, and win honor by, even in the 
England that now {s. ‘To my faney, they are bright Tittle 
Potential breaks, and upturnings, of that disastrous cloud 
which now overshadows his beat ‘capabilities and bim;—as 
every blackest cloud in this world has withal a “eflver lining ;” 
and is, full surely, beshone by the Heavenly lights, if we can 
get to that other side of it! More of such fine possibilities I 
might add: that of “Sanitary regulation,” for example; To 








see the divinely appointed laws and conditions of Health, at 
last, humanty appointed as well ; year after year, more 








630° = CRITICAL AND MISCELLANEOUS ESSAYS. 


ascertained, rendered valid, habitually practised, in one’s own 
Dominion ; and the old adjective “Healthy” once more be- 
coming synonymous with “Holy,” — what a conquest there! 
But I forbear; feeling well enough how visionary these things 
look; and how aerial, high and spiritual they are jelittle capa. 
Bloc? serioasly. tompting, oven for momentey any: bai sRB iene 
est kinds of men. Few Noble Lords, I may believe, will think 
of taking this course; indeed not many, as Noble Lords now 
are, could do much good in it. Dilettantism will avail noth- 
ing in any of those ontorprisos; the law of them is, grim 
labor, earnest hnd continual ; certainty of many 
lsappobitmente yn life, not of ease and pleeanre: bak Ge NSB 
and sorrowful toil; the reward of it far off, —fit only for 
heroes t 


Much the readiest likelihood for our Aristocrat by title 
would be that of coalescing nobly with his two Brothers, the 
Aristocrats by nature, spoken of above, Both greatly need 
him; especially the Vocal or Teaching one, wandering pow 
desolate enough, heard only as a Vox Clamantis 0 Deserto ;— 
though I suppose, it will be with the Silent or Industrial one, 
as with the easier of the two, that our Titular first comes into 
clear cooperation. This Practical hero, Aristocrat by nature, 
and standing face to face and hand to hand, all his days, in 
life-battle with Practical Chaos (with dirt, disorder, 
disobedience, folly and confusion), slowly coercing it into 
Cosmos, will surely be the natural ally for any titular Aristo- 
crat who is bent on being a real one as the business of his life, 
No other field of activity is half so promising as the united 
field which those two might occupy, By nature and position 
they are visibly a kind of Kings, actual British “Poors” (or 
Vieo-Kings, in absence and abeyance of any visible King); 
and might take manifold counsel together, hold manifold 
“Parliament” together (Vox ¢ Deserto sitting there as “Beno 
of Bishops,” possibly !)—and might mature and adjast in 
numerable things. Were there but Three Aristocrats of : each 
tort in the whole of Britain, what beneficent unreported # Pare 
diamento,” — actual human consultations and carnest doliborae | 
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tions, responsible to no “ Buncombe,” disturbed by no Penny 
Editor, —on what the whole Nine were earnest to see done! 
Ty degrees, there would some beginnings of success and Cos- 
mos be achieved upon this our unspeakable Chacs ; by degrees, 
something of light, of prophetic twilight, would be shot across 
its unfathomable dark of horrors, — prophetic of victory, sure 
though far away. 

Penny-Newspaper Parliaments cannot legislate on anything ; 
they know the real properties and qualities of no thing, and 
don’t even try or want to know them,— know only what 
© Buncombe” in its darkness thinks of them. No law upon a 
thing can be made, on such terms; nothing but a mock-law, 
which Nature silently abrogates, the instant your third read- 
ing isdone. But men in contact with the fact, and 
questioning it, can at length ascertain what is the lew of it, — 
awhat it will behoove any Parliament (of the Penny-Newspaper 
sort or other) to enact upon it, Whole crops and harvests of 
authentic “Laws,” now pressingly needed and not obtainable, 
upon our new British Industries, Interests and Social Rela- 
tiona, I could fancy to be got into a etate of forwardness by 
small virtual “ Parliaments” of this unreported kind,— into 
a real state of preparation for enactment by what aetual Par. 
liament there was, itself so incompetent for “legislating” 
otherwise. These are fond dreams? Well, let us hope not 
altogether. Most certain it is, an immense Body of Laws 
upon these new Industrial, Commercial, Railway &c, Phe- 
nomens of ours are preseingly wanted; and none of mortals 
knows where to get them, For oxample, the Rivers and run- 
ning Streams of England; primordial elements of this our 
poor Birthland, face-features of it, created by Heaven itself: 
Is Industry free to tumble out whatever horror of refuse it 
may have arrived ab into the nearest orystal brook 2? Regard- 
less of gods and men and little fishes, Is Froe Industry froo 
to convert all our rivers into Acherontio sewers; England 
generally into a roaring sooty emith’s forge? Axe we all 
doomed to eat dust, as the Old Serpent was, and to breathe 
solutions of soot? Can a Railway Company with “ Promot- 
ora” manage, by seeing certain men in bombazine, to. burst 
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‘through yoar bedroom in the night-ratehes, and miraculously 
set all your crockery jingling? Is an Englishman's house 
still his castle; and in what sense ?—Examples plenty! 
hast tS 

‘The Aristocrasy, 25 a class, has as yet no thought of giving 
up the game, or ceasing to be what in the language of flattery 
is called “Governing Class;” nor should, till it have seen 
farther. In the better heads among them are doubtless grave 
misgivings: serious enough reflections rising, — perhaps mot 
sorrowful altogether; for there must be questions withal, 
“Was it so vary blessed a function, then, that of ‘Governing * 
on the terms given?” But beyond doubt the vulgar Noble 
Lord intends fully to continue the game, —with doubly severe 
study of the new rules issued on it; —and will still, for a good 
‘while yot, go as heretofore into Electionecring, Parliamentary 
Engineering; and hope against hope to keep weltering atop 
by some method or other, and to make a fit existence for him- 
self in that miserable old way. .An oxistence filled with labor 
ani anxiety, with disappointments and disgraces and fatilities 
T can promise him, but with little or nothing élse. Let od 
hope he will be wise to discern, and not continue the experi- 
ment too long t 

‘He has lost bis plice in that element; nothing bet services 
of a sordid and dishonorable nature, betrayal of his own Order, 
‘and of the noble imteresta of England, can gain him even 
momentary faror there. He cannot bridle the wild horse of 
a Plebs any longer: —for a generation past, he has not even 
tried to bridle it; but has ran panting and trotting meanly by 
the eido of it, patting ita stapid neck ; slavishly plunging with 
it into any “Crimean” or other slough of black 

might reel towards, — anxious he, only not to be kicked away, 
‘not just yet; oh, not pet fora little while! Is this am exist 
enee for u manof any honor; for a man ambitious of mort 
honor? I should say, nos. And he still thinks to” 

the bridle, now when his Plebs is getting into the gallop? 
Hanging by its bridle, through what steep brambly planes 
(ecratohing ont the rery eyes of hira, as is often enough obmdey: 
able), through what malodorous quagmires and 2 
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pools will the wild horse drag him, — till he quit hold! Let 
him quit, in Heaven’s name. Better he should go yachting to 
Algeria, and shoot lions for an occupied existence : — or stay 
at home, and hunt rats? Why not? Is not, in strict truth, 
the Ratecatcher our one real British Nimrod now!—Game- 
preserving, Highland deer-stalking, and the like, will soon all 
have ceased in this over-crowded Country; and I can see no 
other business for the vulgar Noble Lord, if he will continue 
vulgar | — 
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